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CHAPTER  I. 

ONE  of  the  first  things  which  Comfort 
remembered  being  told  was  that 
she  had  been  named  for  her  Aunt  Comfort, 
who  had  given  her  a  gold  ring  and  a  gold 
dollar  for  her  name.  Comfort  could  not 
understand  why.  It  always  seemed  to  her 
that  her  aunt,  and  not  she,  had  given  the 
name,  and  that  she  should  have  given  the 
ring  and  the  dollar ;  but  that  was  what  her 
mother  had  told  her — **  Your  Aunt  Com- 
fort gave  you  this  beautiful  gold  ring  and 
this  gold  dollar  for  your  name,"  said  she. 

The  ring  and  the  dollar  were  kept  in 
Mrs.  Pease's  little  rosewood  workbox, 
which  she  never  used  for  needlework,  but 
as  a  repository  for  her  treasures.  Her  best 
cameo  brooch  was  in  there  too,  and  a  lock 
of  hair  of  Comfort's  baby  brother  who  died. 

One  of  Comfort's  chiefest  delights  was 
looking  at  her  gold  ring  and  gold 
dollar.  When  she  was  very  good  her 
mother  would  unlock  the  rosewood  box 
and  let  her  see  them.  She  had  never  worn 
the  ring — it  was  much  too  large  for  her. 
Aunt  Comfort  and  her  mother  had  each 
thought  that  it  was  foolish  to  buy  a  gold 
ring  that  she  could  outgrow.  "If  it  was 
a  camelian  ring  I  wouldn't  care,"  said 
Aunt  Comfort,  **  but  it  does  seem  a  pity 
when  it 's  a  real  gold  ring."  So  the  ring 
was  bought  a  little  too  large  for  Comfort's 
mother.  She  was  a  very  small  woman, 
and  Comfort  was  a  large  baby,  and  more- 
over favoured  her  father's  family,  who 
were  all  well  grown,  and  Aunt  Comfort 
feared  she  might  have  larger  fingers. 

**  Why,  I  've  seen  girls  eight  years  old 
with  fingers  a  good  deal  bigger  than  yours, 
Emily,"  she  said  ;  **  suppose  Comfort 
shouldn't  be  able  to  get  that  ring  on  her 
finger  after  she 's  eight  years  old,  what  a 
pity  'twould  be,  when  it 's  real  gold,  too !  '* 

But  when  Comfort  was  eight  years  old 
she  was  very  small  for  her  age,  and  she 
could  actually  crowd  two  of  her  fingers — 
the  little  one  and  the  third — into  the 
ring.  She  begged  her  mother  to  let  her 
wear  it  so,  but  she  would  not.  **  No,'* 
said  she,  **  I  sha'n't  let  you  make  yourself 
a  laughing-stock  by  wearing  a  ring  any 
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such  way  as  that ;  beside,  you  couldn't  use 
your  fingers.  You've  got  to  wait  till 
your  hand  grows  to  it." 

So  poor  little  Comfort  waited,  but  she 
had  a  discouraged  feeling  sometimes  that 
her  hand  never  would  grow  to  it.  **  Sup- 
pose I  shouldn't  be  any  bigger  than  you, 
mother,"  she  said,  **  couldn't  I  ever  wear 
the  ring  ?" 

*'  Hush  !  you  will  be  bigger  than  I  am  ; 
all  your  father's  folks  are,  and  you  look 
just  like  them,",  said  her  mother,  con- 
clusively, and  Comfort  tried  to  have  faith. 
The  gold  dollar  also  could  only  impart  the 
simple  delight  of  possession,  for  it  was 
not  to  be  spent.  **  I  am  going  to  give  her 
a  gold  dollar  to  keep  beside  the  ring," 
Aunt  Comfort  had  said. 

"  What  is  it  for  ?  "  Comfort  asked  some- 
times when  she  gazed  at  it  shining  in  its 
pink  cotton  bed  in  the  top  of  the  work-box. 

*'  It's  to  keep,"  answered  her  mother. 

Comfort  grew  to  have  a  feeling  which 
she  never  expressed  to  anybody  that  her 
gold  dollar  was  somehow  lilie  Esau's 
birthright,  and  something  dreadful  would 
happen  to  her  if  she  parted  with  it.  She 
felt  safer,  because  a  **  mess  of  pottage" 
didn't  sound  attractive  to  her,  and  she  did 
not  think  she  would  ever  be  tempted  to 
spend  her  gold  dollar  for  that. 

Comfort  went  to  school  when  she  was 
ten  years  old.  She  had  not  begun  as 
early  as  most  of  the  other  girls,  because 
she  lived  three-quarters  of  a  mile  from 
the  school-house  and  had  many  sore 
throats.  The  doctor  had  advised  her 
mother  to  teach  her  at  home,  and  she 
could  do  that,  because  she  had  been  a 
teacher  herself  when  she  was  a  girl. 

Comfort  had  not  been  to  school  one 
day  before  everybody  in  it  knew  about  her 
gold  ring  and  her  dollar,  and  it  happened 
in  this  way :  she  sat  on  the  bench 
between  Rosy  and  Matilda  Stebbins,  and 
Rosy  had  a  ring  on  the  middle  finger  of 
her  left  hand.  Rosy  was  a  fair,  pretty 
little  girl,  with  long  light  curls,  which  all 
the  other  girls  admired  and  begged  for  the 
privilege  of  twisting.  Rosy  at  recess 
usually  had   one   or  two   of  her  friends 
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standing  at  her  back  twisting   her   soft 
curls  over  their  fittjg^ers. 

Rosy  wore  pretty  gowns  and  aprons  too, 
and  she  was  always  glancing  down  to  see 
it*  her  skirt  wa  spread  out  nicely  when 
she  sat  on  the  bench.  Her  sister  Matilda 
had  just  as  pretty  gowns,  but  she  was  not 
pretty  herself;  however,  she  was  a  better 
scholar,  although  she  was  a  year  younger. 
That  day  she  kept  glancing  across  Comfort 
at  her  sister,  and  her  black  eves  twinkled 
angrily.  Rosy  sometimes  sat  with  her  left 
hand  pressed  affectedly  against  her  pink 
cheek,  with  the  ring  finger  bent  slightly 
outward,  and  then  she  held  up  her  spelling- 
book  before  her  with  her  left  hand,  and 
the  same  ostentatious  finger. 

Finallv  Matilda  lost  her  patience,  and 
she  whispered  across  Comfort  Pease. 
**  You  act  like  a  ninny,"  said  she  to  Rosy, 
with  a  fierce  i)ucker  of  her  red  lips  and  a 
black  twinkle  of  her  eyes. 

Rosy  looked  at  her,  and  the  pink  spread 
softly  all  over  her  face  and  neck,  but  she 
still  held  her  spelling-book  high,  and  the 
middle  finger  with  the  ring  wiggled  at  the 
back  of  it. 

**  It  ain't  anything  but  brass,  neither," 
whispered  Matilda. 

'*  It  ain't,"  Rosv  whispered  back. 

•*  Smell  of  it."  ' 

Rosv  crooked  her  arm  around  her  face 
and  began  to  cry.  However,  she  cried 
quite  easily,  and  everybody  was  accus- 
tomed to  seeing  her  fair  head  bent  over 
the  hollow  of  her  arm  several  times  a  day, 
so  she  created  no  t»xcitement  at  all.  Even 
the  .school-teacher  simply  glanced  at  her 
and  said  nothing.  The  school-teacher 
was  an  elderly  wumaii  who  had  taught 
school  ever  since  she  was  sixteen.  She 
was  called  very  strict,  and  the  little  girls 
were  all  afraid  of  her.  She  could  ferruK- 
a  boy  just  as  well  as  a  man  could.  Her 
name  was  Miss  Tabitha  Hanks.  Shu  did 
not  like  Rosy  Stebbins  very  well,  although 
she  tried  to  be  impartial.  Once  at  recess 
she  pushed  Charlotte  Hutchins  and  Sarah 
Allen,  who  were  twisting  Rosy's  curls, 
away,  and  gathered  them  all  up  herself  in 
one  hard  hand.  **  1  *d  cut  them  all  off  if  I 
was  your  mother."  said  she,  with  a  sharp 
little  tug ;  but  when  Rosy  rolled  her 
scared  blue  eyes  up  at  her,  she  only 
laughed  grimly  and  let  go. 

Now  Miss  Hanks  just  looked  absently 
at  Rosy  weeping  in  the  hollow  of  her  blue 
gingham  arm ;  then  went  over  to  the 
blackboard  and  began  writing  in  fair  large 
characters,  **  A  rolling  stone  gathers  no 
moss,"  for  the  scholars  to  copy  in  their 
copy-books>.      The    temptation    and    the 


opportunity  were  too  much  for  Comfort 
Pease.  She  nudged  Matilda  Stebbins 
and  whispered  in  her  car,  although  she 
knew  that  whispering  in  school  was  w^rong. 
•*  I  Ve  got  a  real  gold  ring,"  whispered 
Comfort. 

Matilda  turned  astonished  eyes  upon 
her.     **  You  ain't." 

*•  Yes  ;  I  have." 

'*\Vho  gave  it  to  you  .^" 

"  My  Aunt  Comfort,  for  my  name." 

**  Were  you  named  for  her .''  " 

*•  Yes,  and  she  gave  me  a  real  gold  ring 
for  it." 

*•  Matilda  Stebbins  and  Comfort  Pease, 
stand  out  on  the  floor,"  said  Miss  Tabitha 
Hanks  sharply.  Comfort  gave  a  great 
jump — the  teacher  had  been  standing  at 
the  blackboard  with  her  back  toward  them, 
and  how  had  she  seen  ?  Never  after  that 
did  Comfurt  feel  quite  safe  from  Miss 
Tabitha's  eyes — even  if  they  were  on  the 
other  side  of  the  wall  she  could  not  quite 
trust  it. 

•*  Step  right  out  on  the  floor,  Matilda 
and  Comfort,"  repeated  Miss  Tabitha,  and 
out  the  two  little  girls  stei)ped.  Comfort's 
knees  shook,  and  she  was  quite  pale. 
Matilda  looked  verv  sober,  but  her  black 
eyes  gave  a  defiant  flash  when  she  was  out 
on  the  floor  and  saw  that  her  sister  Rosy 
had  lowered  her  arm  and  was  looking  at 
her  with  gentle  triumph.  **  You  see  what 
you've  got  because  you  called  my  ring 
brass,"  Rosy  seemed  to  say,  and  Matilda 
gave  a  stem  little  nod  at  her,  as  if  she 
replied,  **  It  is  brass.'* 

Poor  little  Comfort  did  not  feel  much 
sustained  by  the  possession  of  her  real 
gold  ring.  It  was  dreadful  to  stand  out 
there  facing  the  school,  which  seemed  to 
be  a  perfect  dazzle  of  blue  and  black  eyes 
all  fastened  upon  her  in  her  little  red  gown 
and  gingham  tier,  in  her  little  stout  shoes, 
which  turned  in  for  verv  meekness,  with 
her  little  dangling  hands,  which  could  not 
wear  the  gold  ring,  and  her  little  strained 
face  and  whispering  lips,  and  little  vain 
heart,  which  was  being  punished  for  its 
little  vanity. 

They  stood  on  the  floor  until  recess. 
Comfort  felt  so  weak  and  stiff  that  she 
could  scarcely  move  when  Miss  Hanks 
said  harshly,  "  Now  you  can  go."  She 
cast  a  piteous  glance  at  Matilda,  who 
immediately  put  her  arms  around  her 
waist  and  pulled  her  along  to  the  entr}*, 
where  their  hoods  and  cloaks  hung. 
**  Don't  you  cry,"  she  whispered ;  **  she 's 
awful  strict,  but  she  won't  hurt  you  a  mite. 
She  brought  me  a  whole  tumbler  of  currant 
jelly  when  1  had  tlie  measles." 
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"  I  sha'n't  whisper  again  as  long  as  I 
live,"  half  sobbed  Comfort,  putting  on  her 
hood. 

"I  sha'n't  either,"  said  Matilda.  "I 
never  had  to  stand  out  on  the  floor  before, 
I  don't  know  what  my  mother  will  say 
when  I  tell  her." 

The  two  little  girls  went  out  in  the 
snowy  yard,  and  there  was  Rosy,  with 
Charlotte  Hutchins  and  Sarah  Allen,  and 
she  was  showing  them  her  ring.  It  was 
again  too  much  for  sensible  little  Matilda, 
weary  from  her  long  stand  on  the  floor. 
**  Rosy  Stebbins,  you  are  a  great  ninny, 
acting  so  stuck  up  over  that  old  brass 
ring,"  said  she.  "  Comfort  Pease  has  a 
real  solid  gold  one,  and  she  don't  even 
wear  it." 

Rosy  and  Charlotte  Hutchins  and  Sarah 
Allen  all  stared  at  Comfort.  "  Have  you  ? ' 
asked  Charlotte  Hutchins,  in  an  awed  tone. 
She  was  a  doctor's  daughter,  and  had  many 
things  that  the  other  little  girls  had  not, 
but  even  she  had  no  gold  ring,  nothing 
but  a  camelian. 

**  Yes,  I  have,"  replied  Comfort,  blush- 
ing modestly. 

'*  Real  gold  ?  "  asked  Rosy,  in  a  subdued 
voice. 

"  Yes." 

Some  other  girls  came  up,  some  of  the 
older  ones,  with  their  hair  done  up,  and 
even  some  of  the  boys,  towering  lankily  on 
the  outskirts.  Not  one  of  these  scholars 
in  this  country  district  school  fifty  years 
ago  had  ever  owned  a  gold  ring.  All  they 
had  ever  seen  were  their  mother's  well- 
worn  wedding  circlets. 

**  Comfort  Pease  has  got  a  real  gold 
ring,"  went  from  one  to  the  other. 

**  Why  don't  she  wear  it  then  ?**  demanded 
one  of  the  big  girls.  She  had  very  red 
cheeks,  and  her  black  hair  was  in  two 
glossy  braids,  crossed  and  pinned  at  the 
back  of  her  head,  and  surmounted  by  her 
mother's  shell  comb  she  had  let  her  wear 
to  school  that  day.  She  had  come  out  to 
recess  without  her  hood  to  show  it. 

•*  She's  waiting  for  her  hand  to  grow  to 
it,"  explained  Matilda,  to  whom  Comfort 
had  slyly  whispered  the  whole  story. 

**  Hold  up  your  hand,"  ordered  the  big 
girl ;  and  Comfort  held  up  her  little  hand 
pink  with  the  cold. 

**  H'm  !  looks  big  enough,"  said  the  big 
girl,  and  she  adjusted  her  shell  comb. 

**  I  call  it  a  likely  stor}-,"  said  another 
big  girl,  in  an  audible  whisper. 

**  The  Peases  don't  have  any  more  than 
other  folks,"  said  still  another  big  girl. 
The  little  crowd  dispersed  with  scornful 
giggles.      Comfort    turned     redder    and 


redder.  Rosy  and  Charlotte  and  Sarah 
were  looking  at  her  curiously,  only 
Matilda  stood  firm.  *'  You  are  all  just  as 
mean  as  you  can  be  !  "  she  cried.  **  She 
has  got  a  gold  ring  !  " 


CHAPTER   n. 

Matilda  Stebbins  put  her  arm  around 
Comfort,  who  was  fairly  crying.  *'Come," 
said  she,  **  don't  you  mind  an)'thing  about 
'em.  Comfort.  Le'ss  go  in  the  school- 
house.  I  've  got  a  splendid  Baldwin  apple 
m  my  dinner-pail,  and  I'll  give  you  half 
of  it.  They're  mad  'cause  they  haven't 
got  any  gold  ring." 

**  I    have    got    a    goM    ring,"   sobbed 
Comfort :    **  Honest  and  true,  Black  and 
blue.  Lay  me  down  and  cut  me  in  two." 
That  was  the  awful  truth-testing  formula, 
of  the  village  children. 

"  Course  you  have,"  s^d  Matilda,  with 
indignant  backward  glands  at  the  others. 
•'  Le'ss  go  and  get  that  Baldwin  apple." 

Comfort  went  with  Matilda,  but  it  took 
more  than  a  Baldwin  apple  to  solace  her, 
and  her  first  day  at  school  was  a  most 
unhappy  one.  It  was  ver}'  probable  that 
the  other  scholars,  and  especially  the  elder 
ones,  who  had  many  important  matters  of 
their  own  in  mind,  thoiUght  little  more 
about  her  and  her  gold  ring  after  schooF 
had  begun  ;  but  Comfort  coulfl  not  under- 
stand that.  She  had  a  feeling  that  the 
minds  of  the  whole  school  were  fixed  upon 
her,  and  she  was  standing  upon  a  sort  of 
spiritual  platform  of  shame,  which  was 
much  worse  than  the  scliool-room  floor. 
If  she  saw  one  girl  whisper  to  another, 
she  directly  thought  it  was  about  her.  If 
a  girl  looked  at  her,  her  colour  rose,  and 
her  hearT  began  to  beat  loudly,  for  she 
thought  she  was  saying  to  herself,  *'  Likely 
stor)' ! " 

Comfort  was  thankful  when  it  was  time 
to  go  home,  and  she  could  trudge  oft' 
alone  down  the  snowy  road.  None  of  the 
others  lived  her  way.  She  left  them  all  at 
the  turn  of  the  road  just  below  the  school  • 
house. 

"Good  -  night,  Comfort,"  Matilda 
Stebbins  sang  out  loyally,  but  the  big 
girl  with  red  cheeks  lollowed  her  with— 
"  Wear  that  gold  ring  to  school  to-morrow, 
an'  let  us  see  it."  Then  ever)body  giggled, 
and  poor  Comfort  fled  out  of  sight.  It 
seemed  to  her  that  she  must  wear  that 
ring  to  school  the  next  day.  She  made 
up  her  mind  that  she  would  ask  her 
mother,  but  when  she  got  home  she 
found  that  her  Grandmother  Atkins  had 
come,  and  also  her  Uncle  Ebenezer  and 
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Aunt  Susan.  They  had  driven  over  from 
Barre,  where  they  lived,  and  her  grand- 
mother was  going  to  stay  and  make  a 
little  visit;  but  her  uncle  and  aunt  were 
going  home  soon,  and  her  mother  was 
hurrying  to  make  some  hot  biscuits  for 
supper. 

So  when  Comfort  came  in  she  was 
stopped  short  at  the  sight  of  the  company, 
and  had  to  kiss  them  all  and  answer  their 
questions  with  shy  politeness.  Comfort 
was  very  fond  of  her  grandmother,  but 
this  time  she  did  not  feel  quite  so 
delighted  to  see  her  as  usual.  As  soon 
as  she  had  got  a  chance  she  slipped  into 
the  pantry  after  her  mother.  "  Mother,** 
she  whispered,  pulling  her  apron  softly, 
"can*t  I  wear  my  gold  ring  to  school 
to-morrow  ?  " 

**  No,  you  can't.  How  many  times  have 
I  got  to  tell  you,**  said  her  mother,  mixing 
the  biscuit-dough  energetically. 

**  Please  let  me,  mother.  Thev  didn't 
believe  I  *ve  got  one." 

•'  Let  them  believe  it  or  not,  just  as  they 
have  a  mind  to,"  said  her  mother. 
"  They  think  I  *rn  telling  stories.'* 
**  What  have  you  been  telling  about 
your  ring  in  school  for,  when  you  ought  to 
have  been  studying  ?  Now,  Comfort,  I 
can't  have  you  standing  there  teasing  me 
any  longer ;  I  've  got  to  get  these  biscuits 
into  the  oven ;  they  must  have  some 
supper  before  they  go  home.  You  go 
right  out  and  set  the  table.  Get  the  clean 
tablecloth  out  of  the  drawer,  and  you  may 
put  on  the  best  knives  and  forks.  Not 
another  \yord.  You  caa't  wear  that  gold 
ring  until  your  hand  grows  to  it,  and  that 
settles  it." 

Comfort  went  out  and  set  the  table,  but 
she  looked  so  dejected  ihat  the  company 
all  noticed  it.  She  could  not  eat  any  of 
the  hot  biscuits  when  they  sat  down  to 
supper,  and  she  did  not  eat  much  of  the 
company  cake.  "  You  don't  feel  sick, 
do  you,  child  ? "  asked  her  grandmother 
anxiously. 

"  No,  Ma'am,"  replied  Comfort,  and  she 
swallowed  a  big  lump  in  her  throat. 

"She  ain't  sick,"  said  her  mother 
severely.  "She's  fretting  because  she 
can't  wear  her  gold  ring  to  school." 

**  Oh,  Comfort,  you  must  wait  till  your 
hand  grows  to  it,"  said  her  Aunt  Susan. 
**Yes,   of  course   she  must,"  said  her 
Uncle  Ebenezer. 

"  Eat  your  supper,  and  your  hand  will 
grow  to  it  before  long,"  said  her  father, 
who,  left  to  himself,  would  have  let  Com- 
fort wear  the  ring. 

**It  wouldn't  do  for  you  to  wear  that 


ring  and  lose  it.  It 's  real  gold,"  said  her 
grandmother.  **  Have  another  piece  of 
the  sweetcake." 

But  Comfort  wanted  no  more  sweetcake. 
She  put  both  hands  to  her.  face  and  wept, 
and  her  mother  sent  her  promptly  out  of 
the  room  and  to  bed.  Comfort  lay  there 
and  sobbed,  and  heard  her  Uncle  Ebenezer's 
covered  wagon  roll  out  of  the  yard,  and 
sobbed  again.  Then  she  fell  asleep,  and 
did  not  know  it  when  her  mother  and 
grandmother  came  in  and  looked  at  her 
and  kissed  her. 

"  I  'm  sorry  she  feels  so  bad,"  said 
Comfort's  mother ;  "  but  I  can't  let  her 
wear  that  ring." 

•'  No,  you  can't,"  said  her  grand- 
mother, and  they  went  out  shading  the 
candle. 

Comfort  said  no  more  about  the  ring  the 
next  morning.  She  knew  her  mother  too 
well.  She  did  not  eat  much  breakfast, 
and  crept  off  miserably  to  school  at  a 
quarter-past  eight,  and  she  had  another 
unhappy  day.  Nobody  had  forgotten 
about  the  gold  ring.  She  was  teased 
about  it  at  every  opportunity.  "  Why 
didn't  you  wear  that  handsome  gold  ring.'^ 
asked  the  big  girl  with  red  cheeks,  until 
poor  Comfort  got  nearly  distracted.  It 
seemed  to  her  that  the  time  to  go  home 
would  never  come,  and  as  if  she  could 
never  endure  to  go  to  school  again.  That 
night  she  begged  her  mother  to  let  her 
stay  at  home  the  next  day.  "  No,"  said 
her  mother ;  **  you  've  begun  to  go  to 
school,  and  you're  going  to  school  unless 
you  're  sick.  Now,  this  evening  you  had 
better  sit  down  and  write  a  letter  to  your 
Aunt  Comfort.  It  *s  a  long  time  since  you 
wrote  to  her." 

So  Comfort  sat  down  and  wrote  labori- 
ously a  letter  to  her  Aunt  Comfort,  and 
thanked  her  anew,  as  she  always  did,  for 
her  gold  ring  and  the  gold  dollar :  **  I 
wish  to  express  my  thanks  again  for 
the  beautiful  and  valuable  gifts,  which 
you  presented  me  for  my  name,"  wrote 
Comfort,  in  the  little  stilted  style  of  the 
day. 

After  the  letter  was  written  it  was  eight 
o'clock,  and  Comfort's  mother  said  she 
had  better  go  to  bed. 

*'  You  look  tired  out,"  said  she  ;  **  I 
guess  you'll  have  to  go  to  bed  early  if 
you're  going  to  school." 

"Can't  I  stay  at  home  to-morrow, 
mother  ?  "  pleaded  Comfort,  with  sudden 
hope. 

** No,"  said  her  mother.  **  You've  got 
to  go  if  you  're  able." 

**  Mother,  can't  I  wear  it  just  once  ?  " 
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"Don't  you  bring  that  ring  np  again," 
said  her  mother.  "  Take  your  candle  and 
go  right  upstairs." 

Comfort  gave  a  pitiful  little  sob. 


"  Now  don't  you  go  to  crying  over  it,"     company 
ordered  her  mother,  and  Comfort  tried  to         ' '    ' 
choke  back  another  sob  as  she  went  out 
of  the  room. 

Comfort's  father  looked  up  from  "  The 


Old  Farmer's  Almanac."  He  was  going 
to  Bolton  the  next  day  with  a  load  of 
wood,  and  wanted  to  see  what  the 
weather  was  to  be,  and  so  was  consulting 
the  almanac. 

"What  was  it  Comfort 
wanted?"   he  inquired. 

"  She  wanted  to  wear  that 
gold  ring  her  Aunt  Comfort 
gave  her  to  school,"  replied 
Mrs.  Pease.  "And  I've  told 
her  over  and  over  again  I 
shouldn't  let  her  do  it." 

"  It 's  a  mile  too  big  for  her, 
and  she'd  be  sure  to  lose  it 
off,"  said  Grandmother  Atkins ; 
"  and  it  would  be  a  pity  to 
have  anything  happen  to  it, 
when  it's  real  gold,  too." 

"  She  couldn't  wind  a  rag 
round  her  finger  under  it,  could 
she?"  asked  Comfort's  father 
hesitatingly. 

"  Wear  a  rag  round  her  finger 
under  itl"  repeated  Mrs.  Pease. 
"  I  rather  guess  she  can  wait  till 
her  finger  grows  to  it.  You'd 
let  that  child  do  anything." 

Mr.  Pease  did  not  say  any- 
thing more,  but  studied  "The 
Old  Farmer's  Almanac" 
again,  and  found  out  it  was 
likely  to  be  fair  weather  for  the 
season. 

It  was  past  midnight,  and  the 
hearth  fire  was  raked  down,  and 
Comfort's  father  and  mother 
and  grandmother  were  all  iu 
bed  and  asleep,  when  a  little 
figure  in  a  white  nightgown, 
holding  a  lighted  candle,  pad- 
ding softly  on  little  cold  bare 
feet,  came  down  the  stairs. 
Comfort  paused  in  the  entiy 
and  listened.  She  could  hear 
the  clock  tick  and  her  father 
snore.  The  best  parlour  door 
was  on  the  right.  She  lifted 
the  brass  catch  cautiously,  and 
pushed  the  door  open.  Then 
she  stole  into  the  best  parlour. 
The  close  icy  air  smote  her 
like  a  breath  from  the  North 
Pole.  There  was  no  fire  in 
the  best  parlour  except  on 
Thanksgiving  Day,  and  perhaps 
twice  besides,  when  there  was 
o  tea,  from  fall  to  spring.  The 
cold  therein  seemed  condensed  and  con- 
centrated, the  haircloth  sofa  and  chairs, 
and  the  mahogany  table  seemed  to  give 
out  cold  as  stoves  did  heal, 
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There  were  two  coffin-plates  and  funeral 
wreaths,  which  had  belonged  to  the  uncles 
of  Comfort  who  had  died  before  she  was 
bom,  in  frames  on  the  wall,  and  these 
always  scared  Comfort. 

She  kept  her  eyes  away  from  them  as 
she  went  swiftly  on  her  little  bare  feet, 
which  had  no  feeling  in  them  as  they 
pressed  the  icy  flocr,  across  to  the  mahogany 
card*table,  whereon  was  set  the  rosewood 
workbox. 

Comfort  set  her  candle  on  the  table,  and 
turned  the  key  of  the  box  with  her  stiff 
fingers.  Then  she  raised  the  lid  noise- 
lessly, and  there  lay  the  ring  in  a  little 
square  compartment  of  the  tray — next  to 
it  in  the  corner  square  lay  the  gold  dollar. 

Comfort  took  the  ring  out,  shut  the 
box-lid  down,  turned  the  key,  and  fled. 
She  thought  someone  called  her  name  as 
she  went  upstairs,  and  she  stopped  and 
listened,  but  all  sue  heard  was  the  clock 
ticking,  and  her  father  snoring,  and  her 
heart  beating.  Then  she  kept  on  to  her 
own  chamber  and  put  out  her  candle  and 
crept  into  her  feather  bed  under  the  patch- 
work quilts.  There  she  lay  all  night,  wide 
awake,  with  the  gold  ring  clasped  tightly 
in  her  little  cold  fist. 


CHAPTER   HI. 

When  Comfort  came  downstairs  the  next 
morning  there  was  a  bright  red  spot  on 
each  cheek,  and  she  was  trembling  as  if 
she  had  a  chill. 

Her  mother  noticed  it,  and  asked  if  she 
was  cold,  and  Comfort  said,  '*  Yes, 
Ma'am." 

"  Well,  draw  your  stool  up  close  to  the 
fire  and  get  warm,"  said  her  mother. 
"  Breakfast  is  most  ready.  You  can  have 
some  of  the  pancakes  to  carry  to  school 
for  your  dinner." 

Comfort  sat  soberly  in  the  chimney- 
comer  until  breakfast  was  ready,  as  her 
mother  bade  her.  She  was  very  silent, 
and  did  not  say  anything  during  breakfast 
unless  someone  asked  her  a  question. 

When  she  started  for  school^  her  mother 
and  grandmother  stood  in  the  window  and 
watched  her. 

It  was  a  very  cold  morning,  and  Mrs. 
Pease  had  put  her  green  shawl  on  Comfort 
over  her  coat,  and  the  little  girl  looked  ver^' 
short  and  stout  as  she  tmdged  along 
between  the  snow  ridges  which  bordered 
the  path,  and  yet  there  was  a  forlorn  air 
about  her. 

"I  don't  know  as  the  child  was  fit  to 
go  to  school  to-day,"  Mrs.  Pease  said 
<    [ibtfully. 


"She  didn't  look  v^ry  well,  and  she 
didn't  eat  much  break  ast,  either,"  said 
Grandmother  Atkins. 

"  She  was  always  era.  y  after  hot  pan- 
cakes, too,"  said  her  mot.  ^er. 

**  Hadn't  you  better  call  her  back, 
Em'ly  ?  " 

"  No,  I  won't,"  said  Mrs.  Pease,  turning 
away  from  the  window.  "  She 's  begun  to 
go  to  school,  and  I  'm  not  going  to  take 
her  out  unless  I  'm  sure  si  e  ain't  able  to 

go- 
So  Comfort  Pea.se  went  on  to  school ; 

and  she  had  the  gold  ring  in  her  pocket, 
which  was  tied  around  her  waist  with  a 
string  under  her  dress  skirt,  as  was  the 
fashion  then.  Comfort  often  felt  of  the 
pocket  to  be  sure  the  ring  was  safe  as  she 
went  along.  It  was  bitterly  cold,  the  snow 
creaked  under  her  stout  shoes.  Besides 
the  green  shawl,  her  red  tippet  was  wound 
twice  around  her  neck  and  face,  but  her 
blue  eyes  peering  over  it  were  full  of  tears 
which  the  frosty  wind  forced  into  them, 
and  her  breath  came  short  and  quick. 
When  she  came  in  sight  of  the  school- 
house  she  could  see  the  straight  column 
of  smoke  rising  out  of  the  chimney,  it  \¥as 
so  thin  in  the  cold  air.  There  were  n:^ 
scholars  out  in  the  yard,  only  a  group 
coming  down  the  road  from  the  opposite 
direction.  It  was  too  cold  to  play  out  of 
doors  before  school,  as  usual. 

Comfort  pulled  off  her  mittens,  thrust 
her  hand  in  her  pocket  dangling  against 
her  blue  woollen  petticoat,  and  drew  out 
the  gold  ring. 

Then  she  slipped  it  on  over  the  third 
and  fourth  fingers  of  her  left  hand,  put 
her  mittens  on  again,  and  went  on. 

It  was  quite  still  in  the  school-house, 
although  school  had  not  begun,  because 
Miss  Tabitha  Hanks  had  arrived.  Her 
spare  form,  stiff  and  wide,  and  perpen- 
dicular as  a  board,  showed  above  the  desk. 
She  wore  a  purple  merino  dress  buttoned 
down  the  front  with  hard  black  buttons, 
and  a  great  breast-pin  of  twisted  gold. 
Her  hair  was  looped  down  over  her  ears 
in  two  folds  like  shiny  drab  satin.  It 
scarcely  looked  like  hair,  the  s  :rface  was 
so  smooth  and  unbroken,  ana  a  great 
tortoise-shell  comb  topped  it  like  a  coronet. 

Miss  Tabitha' s  nose  was  red  and  rasped 
with  the  cold  ;  her  thin  lips  were  blue  and 
her  bony  hands  were  numb,  but  she  set 
copies  in  writing-books  with  stem  patience. 
Not  one  to  yield  to  a  little  fall  in  tempera- 
ture was  Tabitha  Hanks.  Moreover,  she 
kept  a  sharp  eye  on  the  school,  and  she 
saw  every  scholar  who  entered,  while  not 
seeming  to  do  so. 
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She  saw  Comfort  Pease  when  she  came  and  timid  fashion,  and  yet  there  was  a 

stepping  shyly  in,  and  at  once  noticed  change. 

something  peculiar  about  her.     Comfort         Miss  Tabitha  gave  a  quick  frown  and  a 

wore  the  same  red  Thibet  dress  and  the  sharp  glance  of  her  grey  eyes  at  her,  then 


S  TABfTHA  GAVF  A  QIICK  FROWN  AND  A  SHARP  GLANCE 


same  gingham  apron  that  she  had  worn 
the  day  before,  her  brown  hair  was  combed 
off  her  high,  serious  forehead,  and 
Imided  in  the  same  smooth  tails,  her  blue 
c^es  looked  abroad   in   the  same   sober 


she  continued  setting  her  copy.     "That 
child's  up   to  something,"  she  thought, 
while  she  wrote  out  in  her  beautiful  shaded 
hand,  "All  is  not  gold  that  glitters." 
Comfort  went  forward  to  the  stove,  which 
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was  surrounded  by  a  ring  of  girls  and 
boys.  Matilda  Stebbins  and  Rosy  were 
there  with  the  rest.  Matilda  moved  aside 
at  once  when  she  saw  Comfort,  and  made 
room  for  her  near  the  stove. 

**  Hullo,  Comfort  Pease !  "  said  she. 

"  Hullo,"  returned  Comfort. 

Comfort  held  out  her  numb  right  hand 
to  the  stove,  but  the  other  she  kept 
clenched  in  a  little  blue  fist  hidden  in  her 
dress  folds. 

"  Cold,  ain't  it  ?  "  said  Matilda. 

"  Dreadful,"  said  Comfort  with  a  shiver. 

"  Why  don't  you  warm  both  your 
hands  ?  "  asked  Matilda. 

**  My  other  hand  ain't  cold,"  said 
Comfort,  and  she  really  did  not  think  it 
was.  She  was  not  aware  of  any  sensation 
in  that  hand,  except  that  of  the  gold  ring 
binding  together  the  third  and  fourth 
fingers. 

Pretty  soon  the  big  girl  with  red  cheeks 
came  in.  Her  cheeks  were  redder  than 
ever,  and  her  black  eyes  seemed  to  have 
caught  something  of  the  sparkle  of  the 
frost  outside.  "  Hullo,"  said  she,  when 
she  caught  sight  of  Comfort.  "  That  you. 
Comfort  Pease  ?  "" 

"  Hullo,"  Comfort  returned  faintly.  She 
was  dreadfully  afraid  of  this  big  girl,  who 
was  as  much  as  sixteen  years  old,  and 
studied  algebra,  and  was  also  said  to  have 
a  beau. 

"  Got  that  gold  ring  ?  "  inquired  the  big 
girl  with  a  giggle,  as  she  held  out  her 
hands  to  the  stove. 

Comfort  looked  at  her  as  if  she  was 
going  to  cr}^ 

**  You  *re  real  mean  to  tease  her,  so 
there !  '*  said  Matilda  Stebbins  bravely  in 
the  face  of  the  big  girl,  who  persisted 
nevertheless. 

"  Got  that  gold  ring  ?  "'she  asked  again, 
with  her  teasing  giggle,  which  the  others 
echoed. 

Comfort  slowly  raised  her  left  arm.  She 
unfolded  her  little  blue  fist,  and  there  on 
the  third  and  fourth  fingers  of  her  hand 
shone  the  gold  ring. 

Then  there  was  such  an  outcry  that 
Miss  Tabitha  Hanks  looked  up  from  her 
copy,  and  kept  her  wary  eyes  fixed  upon 
the  group  at  the  stove. 

"  My  sakes  alive,  look  at  Comfort  Pease 
with  a  gold  ring  on  two  fingers ! " 
screamed  the  big  girl,  and  all  the  rest 
joined  in.  The  other  scholars  in  the 
room  came  crowding  up  to  the  stove. 
"  Le  'ss  see  it  ?  "  they  demanded  of  Com- 
fort. They  teased  her  to  let  them  take  it. 
"Lemme  take  it  for  just  a  minute.  I'll 
give  it  right  back,  honest,"  they  begged  ; 


but  Comfort  was  firm  about  that,  she 
would  not  let  that  ring  go  from  her  own 
two  fingers  for  one  minute. 

"Ain't  she  stingy  with  her  old  ring," 
said  Sarah  Allen  to  Rosy  Stebbins. 
*'  Maybe  it  ain't  real  gold,"  whispered 
Rosy,  but  Comfort  heard  her. 

"  *Tis,  too,"  said  she  stoutly. 

**It's  brass,  I  can  tell  by  the  colour," 
teased  one  of  the  big  boys.  **  'Fore  I'd 
wear  a  brass  ring  if  I  was  a  girl." 

"  It  ain't  brass,"  almost  sobbed  Comfort. 

Miss  Tabitha  Hanks  arose  slowly,  and 
came  over  to  the  stove.  She  came  so 
silently  and  secretly  that  the  scholars  did 
not  notice  it,  and  they  all  jumped  when 
she  spoke. 

*'  You  may  all  take  your  seats,"  said  she, 
"  if  it  is  a  little  before  nine.  You  can 
study  until  school  begins.  I  can't  have  so 
much  noise  and  confusion." 

The  scholars  flocked  discontentedly  to 
their  seats. 

**  It 's  all  the  fault  of  vour  old  brass 
ring,"  whispered  the  big  boy  to  Comfort, 
with  a  malicious  grin,  and  she  trembled. 

"  Your  mother  let  you  wear  it,  didn't 
she,"  whispered  INIatilda  to  Comfort,  as 
the  two  took  their  seats  on  the  bench. 
But  Comfort  did  not  seem  to  hear  her, 
and  Miss  Tabitha  looked  that  way,  and 
Matilda  dared  not  whisper  again.  Miss 
Tabitha,  moreover,  looked  as  though  she 
had  heard  what  she  said,  although  that 
did  not  seem  possible. 

However,  Miss  Tabitha' s  ears  had  a 
reputation  among  the  scholars  for  almost 
as  fabulous  powers  as  her  eyes.  Matilda 
Stebbins  was  quite  sure  she  heard,  and 
Miss  Tabitha's  after-course  confirmed  her 
opinion. 

The  reading-CiaoS  was  out  on  the  floor 
fixing  its  toes  on  the  line,  and  Miss 
Tabitha  walked  behind  it  straight  to 
Comfort. 

*'  Comfort  Pease,"  said  she,  *'  I  don't 
believe  your  mother  ever  sent  you  to 
school  wearing  a  ring  after  that  fashion. 
You  may  take  it  off"." 

Comfort  took  it  off".  The  eyes  of  the 
whole  school  watched  her ;  even  the 
reading-class  looked  over  its  shoulders. 

"Now,"  said  Miss  Tabitha,  "put  it  in 
your  pocket." 

Comfort  put  the  ring  in  her  pocket. 
Her  face  was  flushing  redder  and  redder, 
and  the  tears  rolled  down  her  cheeks. 

Miss  Tabitha  drew  out  a  large  pin, 
which  was  quilted  into  the  bosom  of  her 
dress,  and  proceeded  to  pin  up  Comfort's 
pocket.  "There,"  said  she,  "now  you 
leave  that  ring   in  there,  and  don't  you 
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touch  it  till  you  go  home ;  then  you  give 
it  right  to  your  mother.  And  don't  you 
take  that  pin  out ;  if  you  do,  I  shall  whip 
you." 

Miss  Tabitha  turned  suddenly  on  the 
reading-class,  and  the  faces  went  about 
with  a  jerk.  **  Turn  to  the  fifty-sixth  page," 
she  commanded,  and  the  books  all  rustled 
open  as  she  went  to  the  front.  Matilda 
gave  Comfort  a  sympathising  poke  and 
Miss  Tabitha  an  indignant  scowl  under 
cover  of  the  reading-class,  but  Comfort 
sat  still,  with  the  tears  dropping  down  on 
her  spelling-book.  She  had  never  felt  so 
guilty  and  so  humble  in  her  life.  She 
made  up  her  mind  she  would  tell  her 
mother  about  it,  and  put  the  ring  back  in 
the  box  that  night,  and  never  take  it  out 
again  until  her  finger  grew  to  it ;  and  if  it 
never  did  she  would  try  to  be  resigned. 

When  it  was  time  for  recess  Miss  Tabitha 
sent  them  all  out  of  doors.  "  I  know  it 's 
cold,"  said  she,  '*  but  a  little  fresh  air 
won't  hurt  any  of  you.  You  can  run  around 
and  keep  warm." 

Poor  Comfort  dreaded  to  go  out.  She 
knew  just  how  the  boys  and  girls  would 
tease  her.  But  Matilda  Stebbins  stood 
by  her,  and  the  two  hurried  out  before 
the  others,  and  ran  together  down  the 
road. 

"  We  Ve  got  time  to  run  down  to  the 
old  Loomis  place  and  back  before  the  bell 
rings,"  said  Matilda.  '*  If  you  stay  here 
they  '11  all  tease  you  dreadfully  to  show 
that  ring,  and  if  you  do  she  '11  whip 
you.  She  always  does  what  she  says  she 
will." 

The  two  girls  got  back  to  the  school- 
house  just  as  the  bell  rang,  and,  beyond 
sundry  elbow  nudges  and  teasing  whispers 
as  they  went  in,  Comfort  had  no  trouble. 
She  took  her  seat  and  meekly  opened  her 
geography. 

Once  in  a  while  she  wondered,  with  a 
qualm  of  anxiety,  if  her  ring  was  safe.  She 
dared  not  even  feel  of  her  pocket  under 
her  dress.  Whenever  she  thought  of  it 
Miss  Tabitha  seemed  to  be  looking  straight 
at  her.  Poor  Comfort  had  a  feeling  that 
Miss  Tabitha  could  see  her  very  thoughts. 

The  Stebbinses  and  Sarah  Allen  usually 
stayed  at  noon,  but  that  day  they  all  went 
home.  Sarah  Allen  had  company  and  the 
Stebbinses  had  a  chicken  dinner.  So 
Comfort  stayed  alone.  The  other  scholars 
lived  near  enou<^^^  to  the  school-house  to  go 
home  every  da^  :nless  it  was  very  stormy 
weather. 

After  everybody  was  gone.  Miss  Tabitha 
and  all,  the  first  thing  Comfort  did  was  to 
slide  her  hand  down  over  the  bottom  of 


her  pocket,  and  carefully  feel  of  it  under 
her  dress  skirt. 

Her  heart  gave  a  great  leap  and  seemed 
to  stand  still — she  could  not  feel  any  ring 
there.  

CHAPTER  IV. 

Comfort  felt  again  and  again,  with 
trembling  fingers.  She  could  not  believe 
that  the  ring  was  gone,  but  she  certainly 
could  not  feel  it.  She  was  quite  pale,  and 
shook  as  if  she  had  a  chill.  She  was 
too  frightened  to  cr}\  Had  she  lost  Aunt 
Comfort's  ring — the  real  gold  ring  she  had 
given  her  for  her  name  ?  She  looked  at 
the  pin  which  Miss  Tabitha  had  quilted 
into  the  top  of  her  pocket,  but  she  dared 
not  take  it  out.  Suppose  Miss  Tabitha 
should  ask  if  she  had,  and  she  had  to  tell 
her  and  be  whipped  ?  That  would  be 
almost  v/orse  than  losing  the  ring. 

Comfort  had  never  been  whipped  in  her 
life,  and  her  blood  ran  cold  at  the  thought 
of  it. 

She  kept  feeling  wildly  of  the  pocket. 
There  was  a  little  roll  of  writing-paper  in 
it,  some  leaves  of  an  old  count-book  which 
her  mother  had  given  her  to  write  on.  All 
the  hope  she  had  was  that  the  ring  had 
slipped  inside  that,  and  that  was  the  reason 
why  she  could  not  feel  it.  She  longed  so 
to  take  out  that  pin  and  make  sure,  but 
she  had  to  wait  for  that  until  she  got  home 
at  night. 

Comfort  began  to  search  all  over  the 
schoolroom  floor,  but  all  she  found  were 
wads  of  pape^  and  apple-cores,  slate- 
pencil  stumps  and  pins.  Then  she  went 
out  in  the  yard  and  looked  carefully,  then 
she  went  down  the  road  to  the  old  Loomis 
place,  where  she  and  Matilda  had  walked 
at  recess — Miss  Tabitha  Hanks  went 
home  that  way — but  no  sign  of  the  ring 
could  she  find.  The  road  was  as  smooth 
as  a  white  floor,  too,  for  the  snow  was  old 
and  well  trodden. 

Comfort  Pease  went  back  to  the  school- 
house  and  opened  her  dinner-pail.  She 
looked  miserably  at  the  pancakes,  the 
bread-and-butter  and  the  apple-pie  and 
cheese,  and  tried  to  eat,  but  she  could  not. 
She  put  the  cover  on  the  pail,  leaned  her 
head  on  the  desk  in  front,  and  sat  quite 
still  until  the  scholars  began  to  return. 
Then  she  lifted  her  head,  got  out  her 
spelling-book,  and  tried  to  study.  Miss 
Tabitha  came  back  early,  so  nobody  dared 
tease  her ;  and  the  cold  was  so  bitter,  and 
the  sky  so  overcast,  that  they  were  not 
obliged  to  go  out  at  recess.  Comfort 
studied  and  recited,  and  never  a  smile 
came    on    her    pale,    sober    little    face. 
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Matilda  whispered  to  know  if  she  were 
sick,  but  Comfort  only  shook  her  head. 

Sometimes  Comfort  saw  Miss  Tabitha 
watching  her  with  an  odd  expression,  and 
she  wondered  forlornly  what  it  meant. 
She  did  not  dream  of  going  to  Miss 
Tabitha  with  her  trouble.  She  felt  quite 
sure  she  would  get  no  sympathy  in  that 
quarter. 

All  the  solace  Comfort  had  was  that  one 
little  forlorn  hope  that  the  ring  might  be 
in  that  roll  of  paper,  and  she  should  find 
it  when  she  got  home. 

It  seemed  to  her  that  school  never 
would  be  done.  She  thought  wildly  of 
asking  Miss  Tabitha  if  she  could  not  go 
home,  because  she  had  the  toothache. 
Indeed,  her  tooth  did  begin  to  ache,  and 
her  head  too,  but  she  waited,  and  sped 
home  like  a  rabbit  when  she  was  let  out  at 
last.  She  did  not  wait  even  to  say  a  word 
to  Matilda.  Comfort,  when  she  got  home, 
went  right  through  the  sitting-room,  and 
upstairs  to  her  own  chamber. 

**  Where  are  you  going,  Comfort  ?  "  her 
mother  called  after  her. 

**  What  ails  the  child  ? "  said  Grand- 
mother Atkins. 

**  I  *m  coming  right  back,"  Comfort 
panted  as  she  fled. 

The  minute  she  was  in  her  own  cold 
little  chamber  she  took  the  pin  from  her 
pocket,  drew  forth  the  roll  of  paper,  and 
smoothed  it  out.  The  ring  was  not 
there.  Then  she  turned  the  pocket  and 
examined  it.  There  was  a  little  rip  in  the 
seam. 

**  Comfort,  Comfort,"  called  her  mother 
from  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  **  You'll  get 
your  death  of  cold  up  there,"  chimed  in 
her  grandmother  from  the  room  beyond. 

**I*m    coming,"    Comfort    gasped    in 
*  reply.     She  turned  the  pocket  back,  and 
went  downstairs. 

It  was  odd  that,  although  Comfort  looked 
so  disturbed,  neither  her  mother  nor  grand- 
mother asked  her  what  was  the  matter. 
They  looked  at  her,  then  exchanged  a 
meaning  look  with  each  other.  And  all 
her  mother  said  was  to  bid  her  go  and 
sit  down  by  the  fire,  and  toast  her  feet. 
She  also  mixed  a  bowl  of  hot  ginger-tea, 
plentifully  sweetened  with  molasses,  and 
bade  her  drink  that,  so  she  could  not 
catch  cold,  and  yet  there  was  something 
strange  in  her  manner  all  the  time.  She 
made  no  remark,  either,  when  she  opened 
Comfort's  dinner-pail,  and  saw  how  little 
had  been  eaten.  She  merely  showed  it 
silently  to  Grandmother  Atkins  behind 
Comfort's  back,  and  they  nodded  to  each 
other  with  solemn  meaning. 


However,  Mrs.  Pease  made  the  cream 
toast  that  Comfort  loved  for  supper,  and 
obliged  her  to  eat  a  whole  plate  of  it. 

**  I  can't  have  her  get  sick,"  she  said  to 
Grandmother  Atkins,  after  Comfort  had 
gone  to  bed  that  night. 

**  She  ain't  got  enough  constitution, 
poor  child,"  assented  Grandmother  Atkins. 

Mrs.  Pease  opened  the  door,  and  lis- 
tened. **  I  believe  she 's  crying  now,"  said 
she.     *'  I  guess  I  '11  go  up  there." 

*'  I  would  if  I  was  you,"  said  Grand- 
mother Atkins. 

Comfort's  sobs  sounded  louder  and 
louder  all  the  way,  as  her  mother  went 
upstairs. 

*'  What 's  the  matter,  child  ?  "  she  asked 
when  she  opened  the  door,  and  there  was 
still  something  strange  in  her  tone.  While 
there  was  concern,  there  was  certainly  no 
surprise. 

*'  My  tooth  aches  dreadfully,"  sobbed 
Comfort. 

"  You  had  better  have  some  cotton- 
wool and  paregoric  on  it,  then,"  said  her 
mother.  Then  she  went  downstairs  for 
cotton  -  wool  and  paregoric,  and  she 
ministered  to  Comfort's  aching  tooth,  but 
no  cotton -wool  or  paregoric  was  there 
for  Comfort's  aching  heart. 

She  sobbed  so  bitterly  that  her  mother 
looked  alarmed.  *'  Comfort,  look  here,  is 
there  anything  else  the  matter  ? "  she 
asked  suddenly,  and  she  put  her  hand  on 
Comfort's  shoulder. 

**  My  tooth  aches  dreadfully,  oh ! " 
Comfort  wailed. 

"  If  your  tooth  aches  so  bad  as  all  that, 
you'd  better  go  to  Doctor  Hutchins  in  the 
morning  and  have  it  out,"  said  her  mother. 
**  Now,  you'd  better  lie  still  and  try  to  go 
to  sleep,  or  you'll  be  sick." 

Comfort's  sobs  followed  her  mother  all 
the  way  downstairs.  '*  Don't  you  cry  so 
another  minute  or  you  '11  get  so  ner\'ous, 
you'll  be  sick,"  Mrs.  Pease  called  back, 
but  she  sat  down  and  cried  awhile  herself 
after  she  returned  to  the  sitting-room. 

Poor  Comfort  stifled  her  sobs  under  the 
patchwork  quilt,  but  she  could  not  stop 
crying  for  a  long  time,  and  she  slept  ver)- 
little  that  night.  When  she  did  she 
dreamed  that  she  had  found  the  ring,  but 
had  to  wear  it  around  her  aching  tooth  for 
a  punishment,  and  the  tooth  was  growing 
larger  and  larger,  and  the  ring  painfully 
tighter  and  tighter. 

She  looked  so  wan  and  ill  next  morning 
that  her  mother  told  her  she  need  not  go 
to  school ;  but  Comfort  begged  hard  to  go, 
and  said  she  did  not  feel  sick :  her  tooth 
was  better. 
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"  Well,  mind  you  get  Miss  Hanks  to 
excuse  you,  and  come  home,  if  your  tooth 
aches  again,"  said  her  mother. 

"  Yes,  Ma'am,"  replied  Comfort. 

When  the  door  shut  behind  Comfort  her 
Grandmother  Atkins  looked  at  her  mother. 
"Em'ly,"  said  she,  **I  don't  believe  you 
can  carry  it  cut :  she  '11  be  sick." 

"I'm  dreadfully  afraid  she  will,"  re- 
turned Comfort's  mother. 

"You'll  have  to  tell  her." 

Mrs.  Pease  turned  on  Grandmother 
Atkins,  and  New  England  motherhood 
was  strong  in  her  face.  "  Mother,"  said 
she,  "  I  don't  want  Comfort  to  be  sick, 
and  she  sha'n't  be  if  I  can  help  it ;  but 
I  've  got  a  duty  to  her  that 's  beyond 
looking  out  for  her  health.  She 's  got 
a  lesson  to  learn  that 's  more  important 
ihan  any  she 's  got  in  school,  and  I  'm 
afraid  she  won't  learn  it  at  all  unless  she 
learns  it  by  the  hardest ;  and  it  won't  do 
for  me  to  help  her." 

"  Well,  I  suppose  you  're  right, 
Em'ly,"  said  Grandmother  Atkins  ;  '*  but 
I  declare  I  'm  dreadfully  sorry  for  the 
child." 

"  You  ain't  any  sorrier  than  I  am,"  said 
Comfort's  mother;  and  she  wiped  her  eyes 
now  and  then,  as  she  cleared  away  the 
breakfast-dishes. 

As  for  Comfort,  she  went  on  her  way 
to  school,  looking  as  industriously  and 
anxiously  at  the  ground  as  if  she  were 
a  little  robin,  seeking  for  her  daily  food. 
Under  the  snowy  blackberry-vines  peered 
Comfort,  under  frozen  twigs,  and  in  the 
blue  hollows  of  the  snow,  seeking,  as  it 
were,  in  the  litt'e  secret  places  of  nature 
for  her  own  little  secret  of  childish  vanity 
and  disobedience.  It  made  no  difference 
to  her  that  it  was  not  reasonable  to  look 
on  that  part  of  the  road,  since  she  could 
not  have  lost  the  ring  there.  She  had  a 
desperate  hope,  which  was  not  affected  by 
reason  at  all,  and  she  determined  to  look 
ever}' where. 

It  was  very  cold  still,  and  when  she 
came  in  sight  of  the  school-house,  not  a 
scholar  was  to  be  seen.  Either  they  had 
not  arrived,  or  were  huddling  over  the 
red-hot  stove  inside. 

Comfort  trudged  past  the  school-house 
and  went  down  the  road  to  the  old  Loomis 
place.  She  searched  again  every  foot  of 
the  road,  but  there  was  no  gleam  of  gold 
in  its  white  frozen  surface.  There  was 
the  cold  sparkle  of  the  frost  crystals,  and 
that  was  ail. 

Comfort  went  back ;  at  the  turn  of  that 
road  she  saw  Matilda  Stebbins  coming 
down  the  other.   The  pink  tip  of  Matilda's 


nose,   and  her  winking  black   eyes,  just 
appeared  above  her  red  tippet. 

"Hullo!"  she  sung  out  in  a  muffled 
voice. 

"  Hullo  !  "  responded  Comfort  faintly. 

Matilda  looked  at  her  curiously  when 
she  came  up. 

"  What 's  the  matter  ?  "  said  she. 

"  Nothing,"  replied  Comfort. 

"  I  thought  you  acted  funny.  What 
have  you  been  up  that  road  for  }  " 

Comfort  walked  along  beside  Matild^  in 
silence. 

"  What  you  been  up  that  road  for  }  " 
repeated  Matilda. 

"  Won't  you  ever  tell  .'^"  said  Comfort. 

"  No,  I  won't.  Honest  and  true,  Black 
and  blue.  Lay  me  down,  and  cut  me  in 
two." 

"  Well,  I  've  lost  it." 

Matilda  knew  at  once  what  Comfort 
meant.  "  You  ain't,"  she  cried,  stopping 
short  and  opening  wide  eyes  of  dismay  at 
Comfort  over  the  red  tippet. 

••  Yes,  I  have." 

"  Where  'd  you  lose  it  ?  " 

"I  felt  of  my  pocket  after  I  got  back  to 
school  yesterday,  after  we'd  been  up  to 
the  old  Loomis  house,  and  I  couldn't  find 
the  ring." 

"  My  !  "  said  Matilda. 

Comfort  gave  a  stifled  sob. 

Matilda  turned  short  around  a  jerk. 
"  Le  'ss  go  up  that  road  and  hunt  again," 
said  she;  "there's  plenty  of  time  before 
the  bell  rings.  Come  along.  Comfort 
Pease." 

So  the  two  little  girls  went  up  the  road 
and  hunted,  but  they  did  not  find  the  ring. 
"  Nobody  would  have  picked  it  up  and 
kept  it ;  ever}'body  round  here  is  honest," 
said  Matilda.     "  It's  dreadfully  funny." 

Comfort  wept  painfully  under  the  foldf 
of  her  mother's  green  shawl  as  they  went 
back. 

"  Did  your  mother  scold  you  ?  "  asked 
Matilda.  There  was  something  very 
innocent  and  s^-mpathising  and  honest 
about  Matilda's  black  eyes  as  she  asked 
the  question. 

"  No,"  faltered  Comfort.  She  did  not 
dare  tell  Matilda  that  her  mother  knew 
nothing  at  all  about  it. 

Matilda,  as  they  went  along,  put  an  arm 
around  Comfort  under  her  shawl.  "  Don't 
cry  ;  it 's  too  bad,"  said  she  ;  but  Comfort 
wept  harder. 

"  Look  here,"  said  Matilda.  "  Comfort, 
your  mother  wouldn't  let  you  buy  another 
ring  with  that  gold  dollar,  would  she  ?" 

"That  gold  dollar's  to  keep,"  sobbed 
Comfort ;     "  it    ain't    to    spend."      And, 
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indeed,  she  felt  as  if  spending  that  gold 
dollar  would  be  almost  as  bad  as  losing 
the  ring  :  the  bare  idea  of  it  horrified  her. 

**Well,  I  didn't  s'pose  it  was,"  said 
Matilda,  abashedly.  "I  just  happened  to 
think  of  it."  Suddenly  she  gave  Comfort 
a  little  poke  with  her  red-mittened  hand. 
*'  Don't  you  cry  another  minute,  Comfort 
Pease,"  she  cried.  *'  I  '11  tell  you  what  I  '11 
do.  I  '11  ask  my  Uncle  Jared  to  give  me  a 
gold  dollar,  and  then  I  '11  give  it  to  you  to 
buy  a  gold  ring." 

*'  I  don't  believe  he  will,"  sobbed 
Comfort. 

*'  Yes,  he  will.  He  always  gives  me 
everything  I  ask  him  for.  He  thinks  more 
of  me  than  he  does  of  Rosy  and  Imogen, 
you  know,  'cause  he  was  going  to  get 
married  once,  when  he  was  young,  and 
she  died,  and  I  look  like  her." 

**  Were  you  named  after  her  ? "  inquired 
Comfort. 

*'  No,  her  name  was  Ann  Maria,  bul  I 
look  like  her.  Uncle  Jared  will  give  me 
a  gold  dollar  and  I  '11  ask  him  to  take  us 
to  Bolton  in  his  sleigh  Saturday  afternoon, 
and  then  you  can  buy  another  ring.  Don't 
you  cry  another  mite.  Comfort  Pease." 

And  poor  Comfort  tried  to  keep  the 
tears  back,  as  the  bell  began  to  ring,  and 
she  and  Matilda  hastened  to  the  school- 
house. 

Matilda  put  up  her  hand  and  whispered 
to  her  in  school-time  :  **  You  come  over 
to  my  house  Saturday  afternoon,  and  I  '11 
get  Uncle  Jared  to  take  us,"  she  whispered, 
and  Comfort  nodded  soberly.  Comfort 
tried  to  learn  her  arithmetic  lesson,  but 
she  could  not  remember  the  seven  multi- 
plication table,  and  said  in  the  class  that 
five  times  seven  were  fifty-seven,  and  went 
to  the  foot.  She  cried  at  that,  and  felt 
t  curious  satisfaction  in  having  something 
to  cry  for  beside  the  loss  of  the  ring. 

Comfort  did  not  look  any  more  for  the 
ring  that  day  nor  the  next.  The  next  day 
was  Friday,  and  Matilda  met  her  at  school 
in  the  morning  with  an  air  of  triumph. 
She  plunged  her  hand  deep  in  her  pocket, 
and  drew  it  out  closed  in  a  tight  pink  fist. 
**  Guess  what  I  've  got  in  here.  Comfort 
Pease,"  said  she.  She  unclosed  her 
fingers  a  little  at  a  time,  until  a  gold 
dollar  was  visible  in  the  hollow  of  her 
palm.  **  There,  what  did  I  tell  you,"  she 
said,  "and  he  says  he '11  take  us  to  Bolton, 
if  he  don't  have  to  go  to  Ware  to  see  about 
buying  a  horse.  You  come  over  to-morrow, 
right  after  dinner." 

The  next  morning  after  breakfast 
Comfort  asked  her  mother  if  she  might 
go  over  to  Matilda's  that  afternoon. 


**  Do  you  feel  fit  to  go.^"  her  mother 
said,  with  a  keen  look  at  her.  Comfort 
was  pale  arrd  sober  and  did  not  have  much 
appetite.  It  had  struck  her  several  times 
that  her  mother's  and  also  her  grand- 
mother's manner  towards  her  was  a  little 
odd,  but  she  did  not  try  to  understand  it. 

"  Yes,  Ma'am,"  said  Comfort. 

"  What  are  you  going  to  do  over 
there  ?  " 

Comfort  hesitated ;  a  pink  flush  came 
on  her  face  and  neck,  her  mother's  eyes 
upon  her  were  sharper  than  ever.  **  Matilda 
said  maybe  her  Uncle  Jared  would  take  us 
a  sleigh-ride  to  Bolton,"  she  faltered. 

**  \Vell,"  said  her  mother,  "if  you're 
going  a  sleigh-ride  you  *d  better  take  some 
yarn  stockings  and  pull  over  your  shoes, 
and  wear  my  fur  tippet.  It 's  most  too 
cold  to  g(j  sleigh-riding,  anyway." 

Directly  after  dinner  Comfort  went  over 
to  Matilda  Stehbins's,  with  her  mother's 
stone-marten  tij)pet  around  her  neck  and 
the  blue  yarn  stockings  to  wear  in  the 
sleigh  under  her  arm. 

But,  wlien  she  got  to  the  Stebbins's 
house,  Matilda  met  her  at  the  door  with  a 
crestfallen  air.  "Only  think,"  said  she; 
"  ain't  it  too  bad  ?  Uncle  Jared  had  to  go 
to  W'arc^  to  buy  the  horse,  and  we  can't  go 
to  Bolton." 

Comfort  looked  at  her  piteously. 

"  (}uess  I  'd  better  go  home,"  said  she. 

But  Matilda  was  gazing  at  her  doubt- 
full  v.     "  Look  here,"  said  she. 

"' What  .^"  said  Comfort. 

"  It  ain't  mor'n  three  miles  to  Bolton  ; 
mother 's  walked  there,  and  so  has 
Imogen " 

"  Do  you  s'pose — we  could  ?  " 

"  I  don't  b'lieve  it  would  hurt  us  one 
mite — sav,  I  tell  vou  what  we  can  do  : 
I  '11  take  my  sled,  and  I  '11  drag  you  a 
spell  and  then  you  can  drag  me,  and  that 
will  be  riding  half  the  way  for  both  of  us, 
anvhow." 

"  So  it  will,"  said  Comfort. 


CHAPTER  V. 

But  Matilda  looked  doubtful  again. 
"  There 's  only  one  thing,"  she  said. 
"  Mother  ain't  at  home ;  she  and  Rosy 
went  over  to  grandma's  to  spend  the  day 
this  morning,  and  I  can't  ask  her.  I  don't 
see  how  I  can  go  without  asking  her, 
exactly." 

Comfort  thought  miserably,  "What 
would  Matilda  Stebbins  say  if  she  knew 
I  took  that  ring  when  my  mother  told  me 
not  to  ?  " 

"Well,"  said  MatUda,  brightening.  "I 
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don't  know  but  it  will  do  just  as  well  if 
I  ask  Imogen.  Mother  told  me  once  that 
if  there  was  anything  very  important  came 
up  when  she  was  away  that  I  could  ask 
Imogen." 

Imogen  was  Matilda's  eldest  sister. 
She  was  almost  eighteen,  and  she  was 
going  to  a  party  that  night,  and  was  hurry- 
ing to  finish  a  beautiful  crimson  Thibet 
dress  to  wear. 

**  Now,  don't  you  talk  to  me  and  hinder 
me  one  moment.  I  've  everything  I  can 
do  to  finish  this  dress  to  wear  to  the  party," 
she  said,  when  Matilda  and  Comfort  went 
into  the  sitting-room. 

**  Can't  I  go  to  Bolton  with  Comfort 
Pease,  Imogen  }  "  asked  Matilda. 

**  I  thought  you  were  going  with  Uncle 
Jared — didn't  mother  say  you  might  ?  Now 
don't  talk  to  me,  Matilda." 

**  Uncle  Jared 's  got  to  go  to  Ware  to 
buy  the  horse,  and  he  can't  take  us." 

•*  Oh,  I  forgot.  Well,  how  can  you  go, 
then  ?  You  and  Comfort  had  better  sit 
down  and  play  checkers,  and  be  contented." 

**  We  could  walk,"  ventured  Matilda. 

**  Walk  to  Bolton  ?    You  couldn't." 

**It's  only  three  miles,  and  we'd  drag 
each  other  on  my  sled." 

Imogen  frowned  over  a  wrong  pucker  in 
the  crimson  Thibet,  and  did  not  appreciate 
the  absurdity  of  the  last.  "  I  do  wish  you 
wouldn't  bother  me,  Matilda,"  said  she. 
**  If  I  don't  get  this  dress  done,  I  can't  go 
to  the  party  to-night.  I  don't  know  what 
mother  would  say  to  your  going  to  Bolton 
any  such  way." 

'*  It  wouldn't  hurt  us  a  mite.  Do  let  us 
go,  Imogen." 

**  Well,  I  '11  tell  you  what  you  can  do," 
said  Imogen.  **  You  can  walk  over  there. 
I  guess  it  won't  hurt  you  to  walk  one  way, 
and  then  you  can  ride  home  in  the  stage- 
coach— it  comes  over  about  half-past  four — 
I  '11  give  you  some  money." 

**  Oh,  that 's  beautiful !  Thank  you, 
Imogen,"  cried  Matilda  gratefully. 

**  Well,  run  along,  and  don't  say  another 
word  to  me,"  said  Imogen,  scowling  over 
the  crimson  Thibet.     **  Wrap  up  warm." 

When  they  started,  Matilda  insisted  upon 
dragging  Comfort  first  in  the  sled.  **  I  'II 
drag  you  as  far  as  Doctor  Hutchins',"  said 
she.  **  Then  you  get  oflf  and  drag  me  as 
far  as  the  meeting-house.  I  guess  that 's 
about  even." 

It  was  arduous,  and  it  is  probable  that 
the  little  girls  were  much  longer  leaving 
Bolton  than  they  would  have  been  had 
they  travelled  on  their  two  sets  of  feet  all 
the  waj;  but  they  persuaded  themselves 
otherwise. 


**  We  can't  be — a  mite — tired,"  panted 
Matilda  as  she  tugged  Comfort  over  the 
last  stretch,  **  for  we  each  of  us  rode  half 
the  way,  and  a  mile  and  a  half  ain't  any- 
thing. You  walk  that  every  day  to  school 
and  back." 

"Yes,  I  do,"  assented  Comfort.  She 
could  not  believe  that  she  was  tired 
either,  although  every  muscle  in  her  body 
ached. 

Bolton  was  a  large  town,  and  the  people 
from  all  the  neighbouring  villages  went 
there  to  do  their  trading  and  shopping. 
There  was  a  wide  main  street,  with  stores 
on  each  side  ;  and  that  day  it  was  full  of 
sleighs  and  pungs  and  wood-sleds,  and 
there  were  so  many  people  that  Comfort 
felt  frightened.  She  had  never  been  to 
Bolton  without  her  father  or  mother. 
"Just  look  at  all  the  folks,"  said  she,  and 
she  had  an  uncomfortable  feeling  that  they 
all  stared  at  her  suspiciously,  although  she 
did  not  see  how  they  could  know  about  the 
ring.  But  Matilda  was  bolder  :  "  It 's  such 
a  pleasant  day  that  they  *re  all  out  trading," 
said  she ;  "  guess  it  '11  storm  to-morrow. 
Now,  we  want  to  go  to  Gerrish's.  I  went 
there  once  with  mother  and  Imogen  to  buy 
a  silver  spoon  for  cousin  Hannah  Green 
when  she  got  married." 

Comfort,  trailing  the  sled  behind  her, 
started  timidly  after  Matilda. 

Gerrish's  was  a  small  store,  but  there 
was  a  large  window  full  of  watches  and 
chains  and  clocks,  and  a  man  with 
spectacles  sat  behind  it  mending  watches. 

The  two  little  girls  went  in  and  stood  at 
the  counter,  and  a  thin  man  with  grey 
whiskers,  who  was  Mr.  Gerrish  himself, 
came  forward  to  wait  upon  them.  Matilda 
nudged  Comfort.  "You  ask  him — it's 
your  ring,"  she  whispered. 

But  Comfort  shook  her  head.  She  was  • 
almost  ready  to  cry.  "You'd  ought  to 
when  I  *m  giving  you  the  dollar,"  whispered 
Matilda,  with  another  nudge.  Mr.  Gerrish 
stood  waiting,  and  he  frowned  a  little ;  he 
was  a  nervous  man.  "  Ask  him,"  whispered 
Matilda  fiercely. 

Suddenly  Comfort  Pease  turned  herself 
about  and  ran  out  of  Gerrish's,  with  a 
great  wail  of  inarticulate  words  about  not 
wanting  any  ring.  The  door  banged 
violently  after  her.  Matilda  Stebbins 
looked  after  her  in  a  bewildered  way, 
then  she  looked  up  at  Mr.  Gerrish,  who 
was  frowning  harder.  "  If  you  girls  don't 
want  anything,  you'd  better  stay  out  of 
doors  with  your  sled,"  said  he.  And 
Matilda  trembled  and  gathered  up  the 
sled-rope,  and  the  door  banged  after  her. 
Then  Mr.  Gerrish  said  something  to  the 
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man  mending  watches  in  the  window,  and 
went  back  to  his  desk  in  the  rear  of  the 
store. 

Matilda  could  just  see  Comfort  running 
down  the  street  towards  home,  and  she  ran 


great    baby.    Comfort   Pease,"   said  she, 

"  going  along  the  road  crj'ing." 

Comfort  sobbed  harder,  and  people 
stared  more  and  more  curiously.  FinaUy, 
one  stout  Moman  in  a  black  velvet  bonnet 
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after   her.     She    could    run    faster    than  stopped.     "  I  hope  you  haven't  done  amr- 

Comfort.     As  she   got   nearer   she  could  thing  to  hurt  this  other  little  girl  ? "  she 

see  people  turning  and  looking  curiously  said  suspiciously  to  Matilda. 

after  Comfort,  and  when  she  came  up  to  "  No,  Ma'am,  1  ain't,"  replied  Matilda. 

her  she  saw  she  was  crying.     "  Why,  you  "  What 's  the  matter,  child  ? "  said  tha 
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woman  in  the  black  velvet  bonnet  to 
Comfort,  and  Comfort  choked  out  some- 
thing about  losing  her  ring. 

"Where  did  you  lose  it?"  asked  the 
woman. 

**  I  don't  k — n — o^w,"  sobbed  Comfort. 

"  Well,  you'd  better  go  right  home  and 
tell  your  mother  about  it,"  said  the  stout 
woman,  and  went  her  way  with  many  back- 
ward glances. 

Matilda  dragged  her  sled  to  Comfort's 
side  and  eyed  her  dubiously. 

"  Why  didn't  you  get  the  ring  when  we 
were  right  there  with  the  gold  dollar  ? " 
she  demanded.  "  What  made  you  run  out 
of  Gerrish's  that  way  ?  " 

"  I  'm  —  go  -  ing  —  home,"  sobbed 
Comfort. 

"  Ain't  you  going  to  wait  and  ride  in  the 
stage-coach  ?  " 

"  I  'm — going — right — home." 

"  Imogen  said  to  go  in  the  stage-coach. 
I  don't  know  as  mother '11  like  it  if  we 
walk.  Why  didn't  you  get  the  ring. 
Comfort  Pease  ?  " 

"  I  don't  want — any — ring.  I  'm  going 
home — to — tell — my  mother." 

"  Your  mother  would  have  been  real 
pleased  to  have  you  get  the  ring,"  said 
Matilda  in  an  injured  tone,  for  she  fancied 
Comfort  meant  to  complain  of  her  to  her 
mother. 

Then  Comfort  turned  on  Matilda  in  an 
agony  of  confession.  "  My  mother  don't 
know  anything  about  it,"  said  she.  *'  I 
took  the  ring  unbeknownst  to  her  when 
she  said  I  couldn't,  and  then  I  lost  it,  and 
I  was  going  to  get  the  new  ring  to  put  in 
the  box  so  she  wouldn't  ever  know.  I  'm 
going  right  home  and  tell  her." 

Matilda  looked  at  her.  "  Comfort 
Pease,  didn't  you  ask  your  mother  ?  "  said 
she. 

Comfort  shook  her  head. 

"Then,"  said  Matilda  solemnly,  "we'd 
better  go  home  just  as  quick  as  we  can. 
We  won't  wait  for  any  stage-coach — I 
know  my  mother  wouldn't  want  me  to. 
S'pose  your  mother  should  die,  or  any- 
thing, before  you  have  a  chance  to  tell 
her,  Comfort  Pease  !  I  read  a  story  once 
about  a  little  girl  that  told  a  lie,  and  her 
mother  died,  and  she  hadn't  owned  up. 
It  was  dreadful.  Now,  you  get  right  on 
the  sled  and  I  '11  drag  you  as  far  as  the 
meeting-house,  and  then  you  can  drag  me 
as  far  as  the  saw-mill." 

Comfort  huddled  herself  up  on  the  sled 
in  a  miserable  little  bunch,  and  Matilda 
dragged  her.  Her  very  back  looked 
censorious  to  Comfort,  but  finally  she 
turned  around. 
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"  The  big  girls  were  real  mean,  so  there; 
and  they  pestered  you  dreadfully,"  said 
she.  "  Don't  you  cry  any  more.  Comfort. 
Just  you  tell  your  mother  all  about  it,  and  I 
don't  believe  she  '11  scold  much.  You 
can  have  this  gold  dollar  to  buy  you 
another  ring,  anyway,  if  she  '11  let  you." 

The  road  home  from  Bolton  seemed 
much  longer  than  the  road  there  had 
done,  although  the  little  girls  hurried,  and 
dragged  each  other  with  fierce  jerks. 
"  Now,"  said  Matilda  when  they  reached 
her  house  at  length,  **  I'll  go  home  with 
you,  while  you  tell  your  mother,  if  you 
want  me  to,  Comfort.  My  mother's  got 
home — I  can  see  her  head  in  the  window  ; 
I  '11  run  in  and  ask  her." 

"I'd  just  as  lief  go  alone,  I  guess," 
replied  Comfort,  who  was  not  crying  any 
more,  but  was  quite  pale ;  "  I  'm  real 
obliged  to  you,  Matilda." 

"  Well,  I'd  just  as  lief  go  as  not,  if  you 
want  me  to,"  said  Matilda.  "  I  hope 
your  mother  won't  say  much.  Good-bye, 
Comfort !  " 

"  Good-bye,"  returned  Comfort. 

Then  Matilda  went  into  her  house,  and 
Comfort  hurried  home  alone,  down  the 
snowy  road  in  the  deepening  dusk.  She 
kept  thinking  of  that  dreadful  story  which 
Matilda  had  read.  She  was  panting  for 
breath.  Anxiety,  and  remorse,  and  the 
journey  to  Bolton  had  almost  exhausted 
poor  little  Comfort  Pease.  She  hurried  as 
fast  as  she  could,  but  her  feet  felt  like 
lead,  and  it  seemed  to  her  that  she  should 
never  reach  home.  But  when  at  last  she 
came  in  sight  of  the  lighted  kitchen- 
windows  her  heart  gave  a  joyful  leap,  for 
she  saw  her  mother's  figure  moving  behind 
them,  and  knew  that  Matilda's  story  was 
not  true  in  her  case. 

When  she  reached  the  door  she  leaned 
against  it  a  minute :  she  was  so  out  of 
breath,  and  her  knees  seemed  failing  under 
her.  Then  she  opened  the  door  and  went 
in. 

Her  father  and  mother  and  grandmother 
were  all  in  there,  and  they  turned  round 
and  stared  at  her. 

"Comfort  Pease,"  cried  her  mother, 
"what  is  the  matter?" 

"  You  didn't  fall  down,  or  anythin',  did 
you  ?  "  asked  her  grandmother. 

Then  Comfort  burst  out  with  a  great  sob 
of  confession.  "  I — took — it,"  she  gasped. 
"  I  took  my  gold  ring  that  Aunt  Comfort 
gave  me  for  her  name — and^I  wore  it  to 
school,  and  Miss  Tabitha  pinned  it  in  my 
pocket,  and  I  lost  it.  And  Matilda,  she 
gave  me  the  gold  dollar  her  Uncle  Jared 
gave    her    to   buy  me   another^    aoA  ^^ 
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walked  a  mile  and  a  half  apiece  to  Bolton, 
to  buy  it  in  Gerrish's,  and  I  couldn't ;  and 
I  was  afraid  something  had  happened  to 
mother  ;  and  I 'm  sorr}."  Then  Comfort 
sobbed  until  her  very  sobs  seemed  failing 
her. 

Her  father  wiped  his  eyes.  "Don't  let 
that  child  cry  that  way,  Em'ly,"  said  he  to 
Mrs.  Pease.  Then  he  turned  to  Comfort. 
"Don't  you  feel  so  bad,  Comfort,"  he 
coaxed.  **  Father  '11  get  you  some  pepper- 
mints when  he  goes  down  to  the  store 
to-night."  Comfort's  father  gave  her  a 
hard  pat  on  her  head ;  then  he  went  out 
of  the  room  with  something  that  sounded 
like  an  echo  of  Comfort's  own  sobs. 

**  Comfort,"  said  Mrs.  PeaoC,  "  look 
here,  child.  Stop  crying,  and  listen  to 
what  I've  got  to  say.  I  want  you  to  come 
into  the  parlour  with  me  a  minute." 

Comfort  followed  her  mother  weakly 
into  the  best  parlour.  There  on  the  table 
stood  the  rosewood  workbox,  and  her 
mother  went  straight  across  to  it  and 
opened  it. 

**  Look  here,  Comfort,"  said  she,  and 
Comfort  looked.  There  in  its  own  little 
compartment  lay  the  ring.  "  Miss  Tabitha 
Hanks  found  it  in  the  road,  and  she 
thought  you  had  taken  it  unbeknownst  to 
me,  and  so  she  brought  it  here,"  explained 
her  mother.  "  I  didn't  let  vou  know 
because  I  wanted  to  sec  if  vou  would 
be  a  good  girl  enough  to  tell  me  of 
your  own  accord,  and  1  'm  glad  you  have. 
Comfort." 

Then  Comfort's  mother  carried  her 
almost  bodilv  back  to  the  warm  kitchen 
and  set  her  before  the  fire  to  toast  her 
feet,  while  she  made  some  cream  toast  for 
her  supper. 

Her  grandmother  had  a  peppermint  in 
her  pocket,  and  she  slid  it  into  Comfort's 
hand.  **  Grandma  knew  she  would  tell, 
and  she  won't  never  do  such  a  thing  again, 
will  she  }  "  said  she. 

**  No,  Ma'am,"  replied  Comfort,  and  the 
peppermint  in  her  mouth  seemed  to  be  the 
verj'  flavour  of  peace  and  forgiveness. 

After  Comfort  was  in  bed  and  asleep 
that  night  her  elders  talked  the  matter 
over.  **  1  knew  she  would  tell  finallv," 
said  Mrs.  Pease;  "but  it's  been  a  hard 
lesson  for  her,  poor  child,  and  she  *s  all 
worn  out — that  long  tramp  to  Bolton, 
too ! " 


"  I  most  wish  her  Aunt  Comfort  hadn't 
been  so  dreadful  careful  about  getting  her 
a  ring  big  enough,"  said  Grandmother 
Atkins. 

Mr.  Pease  looked  at  his  wife  and  cleared 
his  throat.  "  What  do  you  think  of  my 
getting  her  a  ring  that  would  fit  her 
finger,  Em'ly  } "  he  asked  timidly. 

"  Now,  father,  that 's  all  a  man  knows !  " 
cried  Mrs.  Pease.  **  If  you  went  and 
bought  that  child  a  ring  now,  it  would 
look  just  as  if  you  were  paying  her  for  not 
minding.  You  *d  spoil  all  the  lesson  she 's 
got,  when  she 's  worked  so  dreadful  hard 
to  learn  it.     You  wait  awhile." 

"  Well,  I  suppose  you  know  best, 
Em'ly,"  said  Mr.  Pease,  but  he  made  a 
private  resolution.  And  so  it  happened 
that  three  months  later,  when  it  was 
examination  day  at  school,  and  Comfort 
had  a  new  blue  Thibet  dress  to  wear,  and 
some  new  blue  ribbon  to  tie  her  hair,  that 
her  mother  handed  her  a  little  box  just 
before  she  started. 

"  Here,"  said  she,  "your  father  has  been 
over  to  Gerrish's,  and  here 's  something  he 
bought  you.  I  hope  you  '11  be  careful,  and 
not  lose  it." 

And  Comfort  opened  the  box,  and  there 
was  a  beautiful  gold  ring,  which  just  fitted 
her  third  finger,  and  she  wore  it  to  school, 
and  the  girls  all  seemed  to  see  it  at  once, 
and  exclaiitied,  "  Comfort  Pease  has  got 
a  new  gold  ring  that  fits  her  finger ! " 

And  that  was  not  all,  for  Matilda  and 
Rosy  Stebbins  also  wore  gold  rings. 
"  Mother  said  I  might  as  well  spend  Uncle 
Jared's  dollar  for  it,  'cause  your  mother 
didn't  want  you  to  have  it,"  said  Matilda, 
holding  her  finger  up,  "and  father  bought 
one  for  Rosy,  too." 

Then  the  two  little  girls  took  their  seats, 
and  presently  went  forward  to  be  examined 
in  spelling  before  the  committee-men,  the 
doctor,  the  minister,  and  all  the  visiting 
friends. 

And  Comfort  Pease,  with  all  the  spelling- 
lessons  of  the  term  in  her  head,  her  gold 
ring  on  her  finger,  and  peace  in  her  heart, 
went  to  the  head  of  the  class,  and  Miss 
Tabitha  Hanks  presented  her  with  a  prize. 
It  was  a  green  silk  pin -cushion  with 
"Good  Girl"  worked  on  it  in  red  silk, 
and  she  had  it  among  her  treasures  long 
after  her  finger  had  grown  large  enough  to 
wear  her  Aunt  Comfort's  ring. 


MR.  BALFOUR  ON  ^'THE  FOUNDATIONS  OF  BELIEF.'' 

By  the  venerable  ARCHDEACON  FARRAR. 


MR.  BALFOUR'S  book*  has  been 
received  by  critics,  so  far  as  I 
have  observed,  with  a  chorus  of  unanimous 
approbation,  and  having  read  it  through 
with  deep  interest,  I  must  express  my 
own  humble  opinion  that  this  high 
appreciation  has  been  well  earned.  It 
is  unusual,  it  is  almost  unprecedented, 
to  find  a  statesman  who,  though  en- 
gaged in  the  very  forefront  of  the 
political  conflict,  has  yet  found  time 
to  devote  his  energies  and  his  ability  to 
a  study  which  demands  so  much  earnest, 
laborious,  and  .independent  thought. 
It  is  not,  indeed,  uncommon  to  find 
English  statesmen  who  have  also  been 
literary  men.  Canning  and  Lord  John 
Russell,  Lord  Beaconsfield  and  Mr.  Glad- 
stone, are  recent  instances ;  and  on  the 
Treasury  Bench  are  seated  men  of  high 
literary  ability  like  Sir  William  Harcourt, 
Mr.  John  Morley,  Professor  Bryce,  and 
Sir  George  Trevelyan.  Som'fe  of  these 
gentlemen  have  made  brilliant  contri- 
butions to  English  literature,  and  Mr. 
Gladstone  has  again  and  again  devoted 
his  scanty  leisure  and  his  splendid  gifts 
to  the  consideration  of  subjects  directly 
theological.  But  when  these  eminent 
politicians  have  read  **  The  Foundations 
of  Belief,"  I  think  that  there  is  not  one  of 
them  who  would  not  be  glad  to  acknow- 
ledge that  the  book  is  almost  unique  as 
the  work  of  a  party  leader  who,  at  a  com- 
paratively early  age,  has  attained  so  leading 
a  position ;  and  that  the  service  which  it 
contributes  to  the  deepest  interests  of 
religion  is  one  which  any  living  man  might 
have  been  proud  and  thankful  to  render. 
I  do  not  think  that  more  than  one  or  two 
of  our  prelates,  or  more  than  a  dozen 
living  clergymen  or  divines,  could  have 
produced  this  metaphysical  defence  of  the 
ultimate  b^ses  on  which  all  theology  must 
rest.  It  must  be  ranked  in  theological 
importance  with  Mr.  Illingworth's  recent 
Bampton  Lectures  on  **The  Personality  of 
God."    It  does  not,  for  the  most  part,  deal 
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directly  with  the  problems  of  religion,  and 
the  majority  even  of  ordinarily  educated 
readers  will  find  it  a  hard  task  to  follow  its 
closely  woven  and  continuous  train  of 
reasoning.  Those  who  approach  it,  as 
many  will,  without  any  preliminary  initia- 
tion into  the  elements  of  scientific  and 
metaphysical  thought,  will  in  all  prob- 
ability wholly  fail  to  understand  its  drift 
or  its  utility. 

The  Apologists  of  Christianity,  whose 
duty  it  is  to  meet  the  manifold  attacks  upon 
its  whole  superstructure,  have  continually 
to  change  their  front.  The  entire  method 
of  attack  differs  from  age  to  age,  and  many  of 
the  entrenchments  which  availed  to  keep 
back  the  besieging  hosts  in  a  past  genera- 
tion have  become  comparatively  useless 
in  our  own.  Bishop  Butler  rendered  an 
immortal  ser\ice  to  the  cause  of  religion 
when  he  showed  that  the  difficulties  which 
beset  **  Revealed  religion "  were  to  be 
found  no  less  abundantly  in  what  was 
then  called  **  Natural  religion."  Paley, 
availing  himself  of  the  learning  of  Lardner, 
used  his  incomparable  gifts  of  lucidity 
and  practical  common-sense  to  show,  as 
against  Hume,  how  solid  were  the  bases 
of  historical  evidence  in  favour  of  the 
events  of  which  the  Evangelists  and 
Apostles  were  witnesses.  Mr.  Balfour 
has  endeavoured  to  render  a  similar 
service  to  our  own  generation.  His  train 
of  arguments  will  be  talked  about  by 
many,  but  will  be  beyond  the  full  com- 
prehension of  all  but  the  highly  educated 
few.  They  will  undoubtedly  be  "  caviare 
to  the  general,"  who  will  be  at  a  loss  to 
understand  either  their  significance  or 
their  importance.  This,  however,  does 
not  in  the  least  detract  from  their  value. 
The  real  defence  of  the  truths  which 
underlie  the  very  possibility  of  reasoned 
systems  of  belief  must  ever  be  left 
in  the  hands  of  thinkers,  through 
whom  the  broad  results  of  more 
recondite  meditation  filtrate  downwards 
to  the  many.  If  what  I  have  said  sounds 
like  very  high  eulogy  I  can  only  say  that  it 
is  the  expression  of  a  sincere  opinion.  To 
oflfer  to  anyone  "  light  coin,  the  tinsel 
clink  of  compliment,"  would  be.  \s:^  ^c&s^ 
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only  a  little  less  odious  than  to  imitate  ttie 
microscopic  malignity  of  critics  who  revel 
in  mean  detraction,  and  feed  with  habitual 
delight  on  that  "dust"  which  is  "the 
serpent's  meat." 

In  the  very  brief  space  at  my  disposal 
anj-thing  like  a  review  of  this  book  would 
be  out  of  the  question ;  and  it  would  be 
still  less  possible  to  adduce  any  of  the 
numerous  elucidations  and  illustrations 
which  many  of  its  passages  suggest.  I 
should  have  but  little  adverse  criticism  to 
offer,  for  I  have  found  in  it  scarci-lv  any- 
thing with  which  I  am  forced  to  liisagree. 


muliiiu<le.  Th«  positions  of  Paley  ha\-c 
been  deeijly  undermined.  The  opponent 
with  which  Christianity  has  now  to  deal  U 
one  which  goes  by  tht:  different  names  of 
Agnosticism,  Positivism,  Kmpirici  n,  or 
as  Mr.  Uatfour  prefers  to  call  it, "  X.  tural- 
ism."  It  asserts  thai  we  are,  by  our  very 
nature,  incapable  of  knowing  anjlhing  but 
"phenomena,  and  the  laws  by  which 
they  are  connected,"  and  denies  the 
possibility  of  any  knowledge  but  such 
as  is  taught  by  the  natural  sciences. 
Mr.  Balfour  tests  this  system  in  its  relation 
to  Kihics,  to  ,^;sihetic,   and   to  Reason. 


I  will  therefore  only  commend  the 
essay  to  the  consideration  of  all  who  are 
concenied  in  the  study  of  fundamental 
theology,  and  will  merely  indicate  some- 
thing of  what  they  may  expect  to  find  in 
its  pages. 

Mr.  Balfour  took  his  degree  at  Cam- 
bridge in  the  Moral  Science  Tripos,  and 
this  book,  with  its  predecessor  on  "  Philo- 
sophic Doubt,"  proves  that  he  has  never 
laid  aside  the  studies  of  his  youth.  The 
arguments  of  Bishop  Butler,  as  is  shown 
by  not  a  few  recent  attacks  upon  them, 
are  no  longer  sufficient  to  meet  the 
"  iged  condit 
t  s  Transce 
never  be  made  sufficiently  clear  and  simple 
to  become  an  available  possession  for  the 


He  shows  by  close  reasoning  that  the 
sublimity  of  the  Moral  Law  is  utterlj- 
destroyed  if  it  be  regarded  as  nothing 
but  an  accident  of  evolution.  If  we 
cannot  claim  for  that  Moral  Law  a 
divine  and  eternal  origin,  and  if  man 
be  nothing  more  than  an  automaton, 
the  accidental  product  of  material  forces — 
which  have  been  described  by  an  infidel 
as  being  "  blind  as  fate,  unregard- 
fui  as  t>Tanny,  merciless  as  death,  which 
have  no  ear  to  hear,  no  heart  to 
pity,  and  no  arm  to  save" — its  majesty 
would  be  annihilated,  and  its  cogency 
indefinitely  weakened.  He  shows  that 
the  laws  of  Beauty  would  be  reduced  to 
utterly  meaningless  chaos,  unless  vi-e 
believe  that   "  somewhere,   and  for  some 
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Being,  there  shines  an  unchanging  splen- 
dour of  beauty  of  which,  in  Nature  and 
Art,  we  see,  each  of  us  from  our  own 
standpoint,  only  passing  gleams  and  stray 
reflections."  He  shows  that  if  Reason 
be  regarded  as  nothing  better  than 
a  modification  of  nervous  tissue,  such  a 
view  involves  a  degradation  of  mankind, 
immediate  and  immense,  from  the  summit 
of  creation  to  a  creature  which  was  made 
and  will  be  unmade  by  the  clash  of  atoms. 
Reason  itself  would  then  sink  into  **the 
dim  passage  from  one  set  of  unthinking 
habits  to  another."  "All  that  gives 
dignity  to  life,  all  that  gives  value  to 
effort,  shrinks  and  fades  under  the  pitiless 
glare  of  a  creed  like  this."  Naturalism, 
then,  reduces  the  sentiments  which 
gather  round  beauty  to  a  poor  and  pur- 
poseless jest  played  on  us  by  Nature  ;  and 
those  that  gather  round  morality  to  a 
deliberate  fraud.  It  degrades  the  spiritual 
life  of  ethical  ideals  to  a  parasitic 
growth,  sheltered  by  alien  convictions, 
and  nourished  by  processes  in  which 
Naturalistic  scientists  take  no  share. 

From  this  preliminary  glance  at  the 
consequences  of  Naturalism,  Mr.  Balfour 
passes  to  its  philosophic  basis.  He  shows 
that  we  are  necessarily  entangled  in  masses 
of  contradiction  if  we  have  nothing  on 
which  to  rely  except  the  conclusion  of 
Naturalism  that  all  our  observations  and 
experiences  must  practically  be  imperfect 
and  delusive.  We  are  then  attempting  to 
rest  science  upon  observations  which 
science  itself  asserts  to  be  erroneous.  In 
the  next  chapter  Mr.  Balfour  touches  on 
Kant's  Transcendental  Idealism.  That 
system  destro}^s  the  belief  in  any  objec- 
tive reality  by  resolving  the  world 
into  **  a  mind  (or  thinking  subject), 
which  is  the  source  of  relations,  and 
a  world  which  is  constituted  by  those 
relations."  Now,  the  system  of  Kant  does 
indeed  confer  upon  us  inestimable  services. 
It  frees  us  from  blank  scepticism,  for  it 
supplies  us  with  a  vision  of  all  things  in 
God  ;  it  makes  Reason  "the  essence  of 
all  that  is  or  can  be"  ;  and  it  elevates  the 
Ego  far  above  the  position  of  a  mere 
product  of  the  world,  of  which  it  is,  in 
fact,  a  prior  condition.  Mr.  Balfour  can- 
not, however,  accept  this  theory,  for 
reasons  which  it  is  impossible  here  to 
summarise.  In  the  next  chapter,  on 
Philosophy  and  Rationalism,  he  proceeds 
to  show  that  there  is  no  scientifically 
established  doctrine  of  Rationalism  to 
whose  canons  we  are  compelled  to  bow ; 
and  that  beliefs  cannot  be  swept  aside  as 
superstitious,    unscientific,    ridiculous,   or 


incredible  merely  because  they  clash  with  or 
lie  beyond  the  prevalent  mode  of  interpret- 
ing sense-perception.  He  then  argues  that  a 
purely  "  Rationalist  orthodoxy  "  depending 
on  external  "  Christian  evidences,"  and 
reducing  theology  to  a  humble  annex  to 
science,  "lacks  momentum  and  cannot 
hold  its  own."  Thus  he  passes  to  the 
third  part  of  his  subject,  on  "  some  causes 
of  belief,"  as  his  first  two  parts  have  been 
on  "  some  consequences  of "  and  "  some 
reasons  for^'  belief.  He  cannot  accept  a 
scheme  which  places  Naturalism  and 
Theology  side  by  side  as  unconnected 
regions  of  knowledge  which  can  hold  no 
mutual  intercourse  with  each  other.  He 
cannot  be  content  merely  to  patch  and 
plaster  an  accepted  Naturalism  **with  a 
number  of  heterogeneous  propositions 
drawn  from  an  entirely  different  source." 
He  thinks  that  an  imaginary  observer 
would  soon  find  out  that  "  other  influences 
besides  reasoning  were  required  to  supple- 
ment the  simple  physiological  and  psycho- 
logical causes  which  originate  the  imme- 
diate beliefs  of  perception,  memory,  and 
expectation."  He  sees  in  all  that  comes 
under  the  head  of  ''Authority''^  one  group 
of  causes  of  supreme  importance,  and 
deprecates  as  a  gross  delusion  "the  identi- 
fication ofReason  with  all  that  '\%  good  zxaon^ 
the  causes  of  belief,  and  of  Authority  with 
all  that  is  badT  Many  of  the  incidental 
remarks  in  this  chapter,  as  well  as  his 
main  argument,  are  full  of  interest ;  for 
instance,  his  keen  analysis  of  the  supposed 
arguments  for  Papal  Infallibility.  His 
conclusion  is  that,  while  there  are 
abundant  instances  in  which  "  Authority 
has  perpetrated  error  and  retarded  pro- 
gress," yet  "it  is  Authority  rather  than 
Reason  to  which  in  the  main  we  owe  not 
religion  only,  but  ethics  and  politics." 
He  holds  that  "  Authority  supplies  us  with 
essential  elements  in  the  premises  of 
science ;  lays  deep  the  foundations  of  social 
life  and  cements  its  superstructure  "  ;  and 
that  "it  is  no  exaggeration  to  say  that,  if 
we  would  find  the  quality  in  which  we 
most  notablv  excel  the  brute  creation, 
we  should  loot  for  it  not  so  much  in  our 
faculty  of  convincing  and  being  convinced 
by  the  exercise  of  reasoning,  as  in  our 
capacity  for  influencing  and  being  influ- 
enced by  Authority." 

Thus  we  pass  to  the  Fourth  Part — "  'Sug- 
gestions towards  a  Provisional  Philosophy." 
Mr.  Balfour  here  argues  that  "  Faith,  or 
assurance,  which,  if  not  in  excess  of  reason 
is  at  least  independent  of  it,  seems  to  be  a 
necessity  in  every  great  department  of 
knowledge  which  touches  on  actvoKs. — ^^^x^^^. 
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what  great  department  is  there  which  does 
not  ?  "  It  has  in  no  sense  been  his  object 
to  (fiscredif  Reason,  but  onlv  to  show  that 
unaided  Reason  has  not  given  us  a  satis- 
factory' philosophy  of  the  universe.  We 
must  take  account  **  not  only  of  premises 
and  their  conclusions,  but  of  needs  and 
their  satisfaction."  We  may  then  "  utterly 
decline  to  circumscribe  the  knowable 
bv  frontiers  whose  delimitation  Reason 
itself  assures  us  can  be  justified  on 
no  rational  principle  whatsoever."  It  is 
impossible  to  follow  Mr.  Balfour  closely 
through  the  remainder  of  his  very  valuable 
book.  He  illustrates  with  great  force  the 
danger  in  theology  of  leaning  too  timidly 
on  theory,  and  suffering  experience  to  be 
dragged  down  when  the  theory  decays. 
He  shows  that  essential  religious  truth 
may  be  separated  from  the  theological 
formulae  in  which  for  a  time  it  has  been 
enshrined ;  and  that,  even  within  the 
limits  of  the  same  unchanging  formulae, 
large  changes  and  adaptations  of  belief 
are  possible.  We  owe  something — nay, 
we  owe  much — to  the  deep  and  gracious 
shadows  of  human  language,  which,  though 
not  given  us  for  the  purpose  of  concealing 
our  thoughts,  is  yet  incapable  of  fully 
expressing  our  partial  knowledge  under 
the  naked  and  pitiless  glare  of  accurate 
certainty.  **  It  would  be  a  mistake," 
says  JMr.  Balfour,  "to  suppose  that  any 
complete  correspondence  between  Belief 
and  Religion  was  secured  by  the 
linguistic  precision  and  the  logical  im- 
peccability of  the  propositions  by  which 
beliefs  themselves  are  communicated  and 
recorded."  I\Ir.  Spencer  tries  to  prove  that 
the  ultimate  ideas  of  science  and  theology 
are  alike  unthinkable,  but  that  "  the  know- 
able  "  belongs  to  science  alone.  But  the 
knowable  itself  is  of  ven-  little  value  if  it 
reduces  even  such  properties  of  matter  as 


weight  and  resistance  to  mere  "  suggestive 
ideas  produced  by  objective  agencies  which 
are  unknown  and  unknowable."  If  **  the 
certainties  of  science  lose  themselves  in 
depths  of  unfathomable  myste'rj',"  says 
Mr.  Balfour,  "  it  may  well  be  that  out  of 
these  same  depths  should  emerge  the 
certainties  of  religion." 

Coleridge  used  to  say  that  Mrs.  Barbauld's 
name  was  "a  pleonasm  of  nakedness" — 
not  only  bare  but  hald.  This  paper  would 
be  the  same  if  it  pretended  to  be  a  review% 
and  not  a  general  indication  of  the  nature 
and  contents  of  the  book  of  which  it 
speaks.  But  it  may  serve  the  useful 
purpose  of  preparing  the  reader  for  what 
he  may  expect  in  Mr.  Balfour's  book, 
and  of  urging  him  to  examine  and  to 
master  it.  I  have  no  space  left  to  follow 
the  author  through  his  last  chapter,  on 
Science  and  Theology,  and  on  "A  Pro- 
visional Unification,"  which  could  not  be 
compressed  into  a  few  lines,  because  they 
are  crowded  with  important  considerations. 
But  some  of  the  author's  conclusions  are 
(i)  that  we  can  at  present  construct  no 
system  of  knowledge  which  shall  not  suffer 
from  defects  of  proof  and  incoherencies  ; 

(2)  that  no  unification  of  belief  can 
be  formed    on   a    purely  scientific  basis  ; 

(3)  that  even  philosophy  must  recogniJie 
that  "most  of  the  jToximate  causes  of 
belief  and  all  its  ultimate  causes  are  non- 
rational  in  their  character ;  and  (4)  that  no 
unification  of  beliefs  can  be  adequate 
which  does  not  include  ethical  beliefs  such 
as  inspire  moral  sentiments,  ideals,  and 
aspirations,  and  satisfy  our  ethical  needs. 

Such  is  an  outline  of  the  contents  and 
method  followed  in  a  book  for  which  the 
distinguished  author  is  entitled  to  the 
warm  gratitude  of  every  thinker  to  whom 
the  highest  and  deepest  interests  of  the 
human  race  are  dear. 
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By  gilbert   PARKER. 


II.— THE   SINGING  OF  THE   BEES. 


MOTHER,  didst  thou  not  say  thy 
prayers  last  night  }  " 

•*  Twice,  my  child." 

**  Once  before  the  little  shrine  and  once 
beside  my  bed — is  it  not  so  }  " 

"  It  is  so,  my  Fanchon.  What  hast 
thou  in  thy  mind?" 

**  Thou  didst  pray  that  the  storm  die  in 
the  hills,  and  the  flood  cease,  and  that  my 
father  come  before  it  was  again  the  hour 
of  prayer?  It  is  now  the  hour.  Canst 
thou  not  hear  the  storm  and  the  wash  of 
the  flood  ?  And  my  father  does  not 
come !  " 

"  My  Fanchon,  God  is  good." 

"  When  thou  wast  asleep  I  rose  from 
my  bed,  and  in  the  dark  I  kissed  the  feet 
of — Him — on  the  little  Calvary  ;  and  I 
did  not  speak,  but  in  my  heart  I  called." 

"  What  didst  thou  call,  my  child  ?  " 

**  I  called  to  my  father,  *  Come  back ! 
come  back  I ' " 

**Thou  shouldst  have  called  to  God, 
my  Fanchon." 

"I  loved  my  father,  and  I  called  to 
him." 

"  Thou  shouldst  love  God." 

**  I  knew  my  father  first.  If  God  loved 
thee.  He  would  answer  thy  prayer.  Dost 
thou  not  hear  the  cracking  of  the  cedar- 
trees,  and  the  cry  of  the  wolves  ? — they  are 
afraid.  All  day  and  all  night  the  rain  and 
wind  come  down,  and  the  birds  and  wild- 
fowl have  no  peace.  I  kissed — His  feet, 
and  my  throat  was  full  of  tears,  but  I 
called  in  my  heart.  Yet  the  storm  and 
the  dark  stay,  and  my  father  docs  not 
come." 

**  Let  us  be  patient,  my  Fanchon." 

**  He  went  to  guide  the  priest  across  the 
hills.   Why  does  not  God  guide  him  back  ?  " 

**  My  Fanchon,  let  us  be  patient." 

**  The  priest  was  young,  and  my  father 
has  grey  hair  !  " 

**  Wilt  thou  not  be  patient,  my  child  ?" 

**  He  filled  the  knapsack  of  the  priest 
with  food  better  than  his  own,  and — thou 
didst  not  see  it — put  money  into  his 
hand." 

"  My  own,  the  storm  may  pass." 


**  He  told  the  priest  to  think  upon  our 
home  as  a  little  nest  God  set  up  here  for 
such  as  he." 

**  There  are  places  of  shelter  in  the  hills 
for  thy  father,  my  Fanchon." 

**  And  when  the  priest  prayed,  *  That 
Thou  mayst  bring  us  safely  to  this  place 
where  we  would  go,*  my  father  said  so 
softly,  *  We  beseech  Thee  to  hear  uSy  good 
Lord!''' 

**  My  Fanchon,  thy  father  hath  gone  this 
trail  many  times." 

"The  prayer  was  for  the  out-trail,  not 
the  in-trail,  my  mother." 

**  Nay,  I  do  not  understand  thee." 

**  A  swarm  of  bees  came  singing  through 
the  room  last  night,  my  mother.  It  was 
dark  and  I  could  not  see,  but  there  was  a 
sweet  smell,  and  I  heard  the  voices." 

*'  My  child,  thou  art  tired  with  watch- 
ing, and  thy  mind  is  full  of  fancies.  Thou 
must  sleep." 

*'  I  am  tired  of  watching.  Through  the 
singing  of  the  bees  as  they  passed  over  my 
bed,  I  heard  my  father's  voice.  I  could 
not  hear  the  words,  they  seemed  so  far 
away,  like  the  voices  of  the  bees,  and  I 
did  not  cry  out,  for  the  tears  were  in  my 
throat.  After  a  moment  the  room  was  so 
still  that  it  made  my  heart  ache." 

*'  Oh,  my  Fanchon,  my  child,  thou  dost 
break  my  heart !  Dost  thou  not  know  the 
holy  words  ? — 

''And  their   souls  do   pass    like  singing 
heeSy  where  no  man  may  follow.     These  are 
they  whom  God  gathereth  out  of  the  whirl 
wind  and  the  desert ^  and  bringeth  home  in  a 
goodly  swarm." 

Night  drew  close  to  the  earth,  and  as 
suddenly  as  a  sluice-gate  drops  and  holds 
back  a  flood,  the  storm  ceased.  Along  the 
crest  of  the  hills  there  slowly  grew  a  line 
of  light,  and  then  the  serene  moon  came 
up  and  on  persistent,  to  give  the  earth  love 
where  it  had  had  punishment.  And  divers 
flocks  of  clouds,  camp-followers  of  the 
storm,  could  not  abash  her.  But  once  she 
drew  shrinking  back  behind  a  slow  troop 
of  them :  for  down  at  the  bottom  of  a 
gorge  lay  a  mountaineer,  face  upward  ^ssjI 
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immoving,  as  he  had  lain  since  a  rock 
loosened  beneath  him,  and  the  depths 
swallowed  him.  If  he  had  had  ears  to 
hear,  he  would  have  answered  the  soft, 
bitter  cry  which  rose  from  a  hut  on  the 
Voshti  Hill  above  him. 

•'  Michel !  Michel !  art  thou  gone  ?  " 
"  Come    back,    oh,   my    father,    come 
back ! " 

But  perhaps  it  did  avail  that  there  were 
lighted  candles  before  a  little  shrine,  and 
that  a  mother,  in  her  darkness,  kissed  the 
feet  of  One  on  a  Calvary. 


fSJ-ftiV 


III.— THE    WHITE    OMEX. 

"  Ah,  Monsieur,  Monsieur  !  come  quick  !  " 

**  My  son,  wilt  thou  not  be  patient  ?  '* 

**  But  she  —  my  Fanchon  —  and  the 
child ! " 

**  I  knew  thy  Fanchon,  and  her  father, 
when  thou  wast  yet  a  child." 

"  But  they  may  die  before  we  come, 
Monsieur." 

"These  things  are  in  God*s  hands, 
Gustave." 

**  You  are  not  a  father  ;  vou  have  never 
known  what  makes  the  world  seem 
nothing." 

**  I  knew  thy  Fanchon's  father." 

•*  Is  that  the  same  ?  " 

"  There  are  those  who  save  and  those 
who  die  for  others.  Of  thy  love  thou 
wouldst  save  —  the  woman  hath  lain 
in  thine  arms,  the  child  is  of  this.  But  to 
thy  Fanchon*s  father  I  was  merely  a 
priest — we  had  not  hunted  together  nor 
met  often  about  the  fire,  and  drew  fast  the 
curtains  for  the  tales  which  bring  men 
close.  He  took  me  safely  on  the  out- 
trail,  but  on  the  home-trail  was  cast  away. 
Dost  thou  not  think  the  love  of  him  that 
stays  as  great  as  the  love  of  him  thai 
goes  ?  " 

"Ah,  thou  wouldst  go  far  to  serve  my 
wife  and  child." 

•*  Love  knows  not  distance ;  it  hath  no 
continent;  its  eyes  are  for  the  stars,  its 
feet  for  the  swords  ;  it  continueth,  though 
an  army  lay  waste  the  pasture ;  it  com- 
forteth  when  there  are  no  medicines ;  it 
hath  the  relish  of  manna,  and  bv  it  do  men 
live  m  the  desert." 

••  But  if  it  pass  from  a  man,  that  which 
he  loves,  and  he  is  left  alone,  ]\Ionsieur  •  " 

"That  which  is  loved  may  pass,  but 
love  hath  no  end." 

"  Thou  didst  love  my  Fanchon*  s 
£ather  ?  " 


"  I  prayed  him  not  to  go,  for  a  storm 
was  on,  but  there  was  the  thought  of 
wife  and  child  on  him — the  good  Michel — 
and  he  said,  *  It  is  the  home-trail,  and  I 
must  get  to  my  nest ! '  Poor  soul,  poor 
soul !  I  who  carry  my  life  as  a  leaf  in 
autumn  for  the  west  wind  was  saved,  and 
he !  " 

"  We  are  on  the  same  trail  now, 
^lonsieur  ?  " 

"  See  :  how  soft  a  night,  and  how  goodly 
is  the  moon  1 " 

"It  is  the  same  trail  now  as  then. 
Monsieur  ?  " 

"  And  how  like  velvet  are  the  shadows 
in  the  gorge  there  below — like  velvet — 
velvet !  " 

"  Like  a  pall.  He  travelled  this  trail, 
Monsieur .'' " 

"  I  remember  thy  Fanchon  that  night — 
so  small  a  child  was  she,  with  deep  brown 
eves,  a  cloud  of  hair  that  waved  about  her 
head,  and  a  face  that  shone  like  spring. 
I  have  seen  her  but  once  since  then,  and 
yet  thou  sayest  thy  Fanchon  has  now  her 
great  hour,  that  she  brings  forth  }  " 

"  Yes.  In  the  morning  she  cried  out  to 
me  twice,  for  I  am  not  easy  of  waking — 
shame  to  me — and  said  :  '  Gustave,  thou 
shalt  go  for  the  priest  over  the  hills,  for 
mv  time  is  at  hand,  and  I  have  seen  the 
White  Omen  on  the  wall.  The  White 
Omen — you  know.  Monsieur.'*" 

"  What  does  such  as  she  with  the  legend 
of  the  White  Omen,  Gustave  ?  " 

"  Who  can  tell  what  is  in  the  heart  of  a 
mother  .-'  Their  eyes  are  not  the  eyes  of 
such  as  we." 

"  Neither  the  eyes  of  man  nor  priest — 
thou  sayest  well.     How  did  she  see  it  .^" 

"  She  was  lying  in  a  soft  sleep,  when 
something  like  a  j)ain  struck  through  her 
eyes,  and  she  waked.  There  upon  the  wall 
over  the  shrine  was  the  white  arrow  with 
the  tuft  of  fire.  It  came  and  went  ihn^e 
times,  and  then  she  called  me." 

**  What  tale  told  the  arrow  to  thy 
Fanchon,  Gustave  ?  " 

"  That  for  the  child  which  cometh  into 
the  world  a  life  must  go  from  the  world." 

"  The  world  is  wide  and  souls  are  manv, 
Gustave." 

*'  ]\Iost  true  ;  but  her  heart  was  heavy, 
and  it  came  upon  her  that  the  child  might 
be  spared  and  herself  taken." 

"Is  not  that  the  light  of  thy  home — 
yonder  against  the  bunch  of  firs  }  " 

"Yes,  yes,  gootl  father,  they  have  put  a 
light  in  the  window.     See,  see,  there  are 
two  lights.     Ah,  nitrciy  merci !  they  both 
live  1  she  hath  had  her  hovit  \    TNx-aX  ^w*^ 
the  sign  our  molWi  v^om\?»vi^  Ycvvir 
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"  Michers  wife — ah,  yes,  Michel's  wife ! 
Blessed  be  God.  A  moment,  Gustave; 
let  us  kneel  here"  .... 

....**  Monsieur,  did  you  not  see  a 
white  arrow  shoot  down  the  sky  as  the 
prayer  ended  ?  " 

**  My  son,  it  was  a  falling  star." 

**  It  seemed  to  have' a  tuft  of  fire." 

"  Hast  thou  also  the  mind  of  a  woman, 
Gustave  ?  " 

**  I  cannot  tell.  If  it  was  not  a  human 
soul  it  was  a  world,  and  death  is  death." 

**  Thou  shalt  think  of  life,  Gustave.  In 
thy  nest  there  are  two  birds  where  was  but 
one.  Keep  in  thy  heart  the  joy  of  life  and 
the  truth  of  love,  and  the  White  Omen 
shall  be  naught  to  thee." 

'*  May  I  say  *  thou  *  as  I  speak  ?  " 

*•  Thou  shalt  speak  as  I  speak  to  thee." 

*'Thy  face  is  pale — art  thou  ill,  mon 
pere  ?  " 

*'  I  have  no  beard,  and  the  moon  shines 
in  my  face." 

**Thy  look  is  as  that  of  one  without 
sight." 

**  Nay,  nay,  I  can  see  the  two  lights  in 
thy  window,  my  son." 

"Joy!  joy!  a  little  while,  and  I  shall 
clasp  my  Fanchon  in  my  arms  I  " 

"  Thy  Fanchon,  and  the  child — and  the 
child." 

The  fire  sent  a  trembling  glow  through 
the  room  of  a  hut  oii  a  Voshti  hill,  and 
the  smell  of  burning  fir  and  camphire 
wjod  filtered  through  the  air  with  a  sleepy 
sweetness.  So  delicatfe  and  faint  between 
the  quilts  lay  the  young  mother,  the  little 
Fanchon,  a  shining  fonder  still  in  her 
face,  and  the  exquisite  touch  of  birth  on 
her — for  when  a  child  is  bom  the  mother 
also  is  born  again.  So  still  she  lay  until 
one  who  gave  her  into  the  world  stooped, 
and  drawing  opjpn  the  linen  at  her  breast, 
nestled  a  little  life  thfere,  which  presently 
gave  a  tiny  cry,  the  first  since  it  came 
forth.  Then  Fanch(jp*s  arms  drew  up, 
and,  with  eyes  all  tenderly  burning,  she 
clasped  the   babe  to*  her  breast,  and  as 


silk  breast  touched  silk  cheek,  there  sprang 
up  in  her  the  delight  and  knowledge  that 
the  doom  of  the  White  Omen  was  not  for 
herself.  Then  she  called  the  child  by  its 
father's  name,  and  said  into  the  distance — 

**  Gustave  !  Gustave  !  come  back  !  " 

And  the  mother  of  Fanchon,  remember- 
ing one  night  so  many  years  before,  said, 
under  her  breath — 

*'  Michel,  Michel !  thou  art  gone  so 
long  1 " 

With  their  speaking,  Gustave  and  the 
priest  entered  on  them ;  and  Fanchon, 
crying  out  for  joy,  said — 

**  Kiss  thy  child  —  thy  little  Gustave, 
my  husband."     Then,  to  the  priest — 

**  Last  night  I  saw  the  White  Omen, 
mon  pere ;  and  one  could  not  die,  nor  let 
the  child  die,  without  a  blessing.  But  we 
shall  both  live  now." 

The  priest  blessed  all,  and  long  time  he 
talked  with  the  wife  of  the  lost  Michel. 
When  he  rose  to  go  to  bed  she  said  to 
him,  "  The  journey  has  been  too  long,  mon 
pere.  Your  face  is  pale  and  you  tremble. 
Youth  has  no  patience.  Gustave  hurried 
you." 

**  Gustave  yearned  for  thy  Fanchon  and 
the  child.  The  White  Omen  made  him 
afraid." 

**  But  the  journey  was  too  much.  It  is 
a  hard,  a  bitter  trail." 

**  I  have  come  gladly  as  I  went  once  with 
thy  Michel.  But,  as  thou  sayest,  I  am 
tired — at  my  heart.  I  will  get  to  my 
rest." 

Near  dawn  Gustave  started  from  the  bed 
where  he  sat  watching,  for  he  saw  the 
White  Omen  over  against  the  shrine,  and 
then  a  voice  said,  as  it  were  out  of  a  great 
distance — 

**  Even  me  also,  O  my  father  I " 

And  with  awed  footsteps,  going  to  see, 
he  found  that  a  man  had  passed  out  upon 
that  trail  by  which  no  hunter  from  life  can 
set  a  mark  to  guide  a  comrade ;  leaving 
behind  the  bones  and  flesh  which  God  set 
up,  too  heavy  to  carry  on  so  long  a  journey. 
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LORD  BEACONSFIELD'S  *;lyre'  — 
the  phrase  is  characteristically  his 
own.  If  his  **  Revolutionary  Epick"  were 
not  well  received,  he  would  "hurl  his 
lyre  to  Limbo."  So  he  said,  and  so  he 
did.  What  Limbo,  with  the  tradition  of 
Orpheus  in  the  air,  thought  of  the  lyre 
flung  from  Bradenham  House,  Bucks,  one 
does  not  conjecture.  In  more  accessible 
circles  very  little  has  been  said  about 
Lord  Beaconsfield  as  a  verse-maker,  and 
that  little  has  generally  been  little  to  the 
point.  One  well-known  critic,  for  instance, 
wrote  in  1868:  *'The  author  must  long 
since  have  repented  the  publication  of 
the  quarto  volume  entitled  'The  Revo- 
lutionary Epick,'  regarding  it,  as  he 
infallibly  must,  as  the  ill-fated  fruit  of 
an  unlucky  hallucination."  So  far,  how- 
ever, from  regretting  the  publication  of  this 
fragment  in  18^4,  its  author  republished 
it  thirty  years  later.  He  stood  by  his 
verse,  in  his  own  way,  and  for  what  it  was 
worth.  To  be  sure,  he  did  not  think  it 
worth  vtry  much.  He  made  no  secret, 
when  he  entered  Parliament,  that  he  put 
aside  his  dream  of  writing  a  great  **  Epick," 
or  even  an  epic,  which  somehow  seems  a 
less  momentous  aft'air.  He  had  other  fish 
to  fry,  for  which  he  had  keener  appetite. 
Bradenham  House,  whence  he  dated  the 
first  edition  of  the  "  Epick,"  belonged 
formerly,  if  I  remember  right,  to  the  family 
of  a  Poet  Laureate,  liut  Mr.  Disraeli  was 
bound  for  a  career  in  which  he  might 
become  much  more  than  that — even  a 
maker  of  Laureates. 

A  critic  like  Mr.  Frederic  Harrison, 
who  lately  published  in  a  magazine  an 
appreciation  of  the  influence  of  Lord 
Beaconsfield's  writings,  could  not  well  do 
otherwise  than  leave  his  verses  on  one  side. 
Vet  in  another  magazine,  appearing  simul- 
taneously, these  very  verses  had  a  tribute 
in  which  the  writer  of  them  would  have 
delighted.  Dearer  to  him  than  any  par- 
tiality of  a  critic  would  be  the  music 
composed  by  a  Princess  for  his  words. 
'*  The  Blue-eyed  Maiden's  Song"  is  the 
title  given  by  the  magazine  to  what  it  also 
calls  **  A  new  song  for  girls  :  Words  by 
the  Earl  of  Beaconsfield  :  Music  by 
H.R.H.  Princess   Beatrice."     The  words, 


at  any  rate,  are  not  new.  But  only  devout 
readers  of  **  Henrietta  Temple,  a  Love 
Story"  can  be  expected  to  remember 
them.  Two  verses  appear  in  the  novel, 
but  only  the  first  verse  has  been  reprinted 
with  the  Princess's  music.  These  are  the 
two  verses,  as  originally  printed  together : — 

My  heart  is  like  a  silent  lute 

Some  faithless  hand  has  thro\*'n  aside ; 
Those  chords  are  dumb,  those  tones  are  mute, 

AVTiich  once  sent  forth  a  voice  of  pride. 
Yet,  even  o'er  the  lute  neglected. 

The  wind  of  Heaven  will  sometimes  fly. 
And  even  thus  the  heart  dejected 

Will  sometimes  anstver  to  a  sigh. 

And  yet  to  feel  another's  power 

May  grasp  the  prize  for  which  I  pine. 
And  others  now  may  pluck  the  flower 

I  cherished  for  this  neart  of  mine — 
No  more,  no  more  !     The  hand  forsaking, 

The  lute  must  fall  and  shivered  lie 
In  silence  ;  and  my  heart  thus  breaking 

Responds  not  even  with  a  sigh. 

The  speaker  in  the  verses  is  so  obviously 
a  man  (Captain  Armine  in  the  novel)  that 
one  wonders  how  it  came  by  its  modem 
magazine  title,  **  A  Blue-eyed  Maiden's 
Song."  The  blue  eye  is  irrelevant, 
anyhow.  There  is  no  **  maiden."  The 
description  "  new  "  is  not  true  of  the 
words.  The  next  thing  we  shall  doubt  is 
if  it  is  even  a  **  song." 

Another  set  of  verses  in  **  Henrietta 
Temple  "  really  are  in  the  mouth  of  the 
heroine.  Before  she  is  assured  of  the 
heart  of  Captain  Armine  she  sings — 

Yes,  weeping  is  madness — 

Away  with  this  tear  ! 
Let  no  sign  of  sadness 

Betray  the  wild  anguish  I  fear. 
AVhcn  we  meet  him  to-night 

Be  mute,  then,  my  heart. 
And  my  smile  be  as  bright 

As  if  we  were  never  to  part  1 

Girl,  give  me  the  mirror 

That  said  I  was  fair. 
Alas !  fatal  error, 

This  picture  reveals  my  despair. 
Smiles  no  longer  can  pass 

O'er  this  faded  brow, 
And  I  shiver  this  glass 

Like  his  love  and  his  fragile  vow. 

In  the  novel,  all  who  heard  this  song 
became  *'  pensive."  But  it  was  "  to  raise 
a  smile"  that  the  author  of  **The  Young 
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Duke "  |>a1med  off  upon  Count  Frill  the 


What  a  gay  little  girl  is  channiDg  Bignetta! 

She  dances,  she  prattles, 

She  rides  and  she  rallies ; 
Bui  she  always  ischanning— thai  charming  Bignetta ! 


Charming  Bignetta !    Charming  Bignetta ! 
What  a  dear  little  girl  is  cbanning  Bignetta  I 
"  Think  me  only  a  sister," 
Said  she,  trembling.    I  kissed  her. 
What  a  charming  young  sister  is— charming  Bignetta ! 
In  "  Venetia  "  are  four  stanzas,  as  much  in 
of  Byron — one  of  the  novel's 
mixed    heroes  —  as  the 
author  could  make  them. 


Man 


He; 


ert's 


daughter 
among  her  unknown 
father's  manuscripts,  and 
reads  "with  a  flushed 
cheek  and  an  excited 
eye,"  the  lines  he  had 
written  "  On  the  night 
our  daughter  was  born  " ; 
and  this  is  an  "Ada,  sole 
daughter  "  e_pisode  done 
into  verse  by  Disraeli — 

Within  our   heaven  of  love, 

the  new-bom  star 
We  long  devoutly  watched, 

like  shepherd  kings, 
Steals  into  night ;  and,  float- 
ing from  afar, 
Methinks  some  bright  tran- 
scendent seraph  sings, 
Waving   with   flashing  light 

her  radiant  wings, 
Immortal   welcome    to    the 

stranger  fair ; 
To  us  1  child  is  born.    With 

transport  clings 
The  mother  to  the  babe  she 

sighed  to  bear  ; 
Of  all  our  treasured  loves  the 

long-expecled  heir. 
My  daughter  !   can  it   be  a 

daughter  now 
Shall   greet  my  being   with 

her  infant  smile  ? 
And  shall  I   press   that   fair 

and  taintless  brow 
With  my  fond  lips,  and  tempt, 

with  many  a  wile 
or  playful  love,  those  features 

A  parent  with   their  mirth  ? 

In  the  wild  sea 
Of  this  dark  life,  behold  a 

Rises  amid  the  waters,  bright 

and  free, 
A   haven   for  my   hope's   of 


fond  s 


Charming  Bignetta  !    Charming  Bignetta  ! 
What  a  wild  little  witch  is  charming  Bignetta ! 

When  she  smiles  I  'ra  all  madness  ; 

When  she  frowns  I'm  all  sadness  ; 
But  she  always  is  smiling — 'hat  charming  Bignetta! 
Charming  Bignetta  1    Charming  Bignetta ! 
What  a  wicked  voung  rogue  is  charming  Bignetta! 


And  thou  shalt  bear  a  name 

my  line  has  loved, 
And    their     fair    daughters 
owned  for  many  an  age, 
fiery  blood  a  wanderer  roved, 
sunnier  lands  his  pilgrimage, 
Where  proud  defiance  with  the  waters  wa/;e 
The  sea-born  city's  walls  ;  the  graceful  lowers 
Loved  by  the  bard  and  honoured  by  the  sage  I 
My  own  Venetia  now  shall  gild  our  bowers. 
And  with  her  spell  enchain  our  life's  enchanted 
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d  to  thy  gentle  being  to  impart, 


On  tliee  I 


.  .  and  avoidlcss  care, 

H»th  not  gone  forlli,  oh,  spare  this  gentle  guest. 
And  wreak  Thy  needfiil   wrath   on   my  resign^ 

And    Lord   Cadurcis    writes    ten    sonnets 
to    Venetia  —  at     one     sitting.       To    he 


Livei  in  the  mouths  or  laen.  and  diituil  dunes 
Re-echo  h's  wide  glon' ;  where  the  bnve 
Arc  honoured,  where  'xis  nohle  deemed  to  aave 

A  priHtratc  nation,  and  for  future  limes 

Work  with  a  high  devotion  that  no  taonl, 
Or  ribald  lie,  or  zealot 's  eager  cime, 

Or  the  short-sighted  world's  neglect   may  daunt, 
worshipped  !      His    mimoilal 


sure,  there  were  [  1  nt  of  preparat  ons 
"Cadtircis  began  alk  n  uf  an  i  i  n 
the  room,  evidentl  und  r  a  o  s  derat  1 
degree  of  excitement  for  h  g  sturcs  re 
violent    and    h  s  e       i^   as]       ofte 

audible.  About  an  hour  after  m  dn  ght 
he  rang  for  his  al  t  tore  ff  1  n  era  at 
and  hurled  it  to  one  eorner  of  tht  apart 
ment,  called  for  nb  d  h  1r  sola 
water  and  mori.  1  ghts  seat  d  h  Hat 
began  pouring  fortl  fa  t  -tl  t  tl  a 
his  pen  could  tra  c  th  |  o  n  1 
had      been     med  tal    e;  J  h       f  ur  1 

and  liftb  sonn  ta  compa  Fa  urabl  I 
anrthing,  with  the  rest  of  th  s  cs  as 
compositions  ;  and  thei  nter  t  a  tpr 
sions  of  the  personal  1  omage  wh  h 
Disraeli,  in  common  with  the  rest  of 
the  golden  youth  of  1837,  offered  to  "the 
godlike  deeds"  of  Bvron,  Moore's  life 
of  his  "noble  friend''  notwithstanding. 
So  it  is  that  he  makes  Cadurcis  write  to 
and  of  Venetia — 
She  was  the  daughter  of  a  noble  race. 

That  beauteous  girl,  and  yet  she  owed  her  name 
To  one  who  needs  no  herald's  skill  to  trace 

His  blazoned  lineage,  for  his  lofty  fame 


That    name 


Far  from  \i\i.  ancient  home,  a  scattcrling 
'["hey  <<rove  him  forth,  unconM:iou.s  of  their  prize. 

And  branded  as  a  vile,  unhal]iiw(.-d  thin); 
The  man  who  struggled  only  to  tie  wise. 

An  1  even  hin  hearth  rt'liellcd.  the  duteous  wife 
WhciM-  \visam  well  miKht  >o.nhe  in  that  darli 

-Swelled  with  her  gentle  force  the  world'^  hanh 

And  aimed  bet  dart  at  his  devoted  life. 
That  struck  ;  the  rest  his  mighty  soul  might  scorn. 
But  when  his  houscholii  gods  averted  stood, 
as  be  borne 

ed  his    heart's 

od 


grand - 
li  the 
headed 


R  as 

'Tis  well ;  thy  face  and  form  agree. 

And  iKith  are  fair. 
I  would  not  that  the  child  should  be 

As  others  are ; 
1  love  to  mark  her.  in  derisinn. 
Smiling  ttilh  seraphic  lision 

At  our  gifts  of  vulgar  sense. 

That  cannot  stain 
Xor  mar  bet  m;-slic  innocence. 

Xor  cloud  her  brain 
With  all  the  dreams  of  worldly  folly. 
And  its  creative  melancholy. 

To  thee  I  dedicate  these  lines ; 

Yet  read  them  not. 
Cursed  be  the  art  that  e'er  refines 

Thy  natural  lot ; 
Read  the  bright  stars,  and  read  the  lloweti. 
And  hold  sweet  converse  with  the  bowew. 

A  sonnet  was  written  by  Mr.  Disraeli 
in  1831)  ■'  On  the  Portrait  of  Lady 
Mahon,"  afterwards  the  Countess  Stan- 
hope (for  whose  daughter,  bv-the-way. 
Lord  Macaulay  later  composed  rhnnes). 
This  is  the  sonnet- 
Fair  lady !  thee  the  pencil  of  Vandyke 

Might  well  have  painted  ;  thine  the  English  air. 

Graceful  yet  earnest,  that  his  portraits  bear. 
In  that  far,  troubled  lime  when  sword  and  pike 

Gleamed  roiud  the  ancient  halls  and  castles  fair 
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That   shrouded   Albion's    beauty ;    tbongh   when 

They,  too,  though  sofl  nithal,  could  boldly  due 
Defend  llie  leagueied  breach,  or  charging  steed 
Mount  in  their  tnmpled  parks.     Far  different 

Tlie  boweis  present  before  thee ;  yet  serene 
Though  now  our  davs,  if  coming  time  impait 

Out  andeni  troubles,  well  I  ween  thy  hfe 
Would  not  reproach  thy  bt,  and  what  thou  art — 

A  warrior's  daughter,  and  a  slalesmati't  wife. 

People  to  whom  Lord  Beaconsfield  was 
nothing  if  not  sardonic  will  find  his  poems 
a  puzzle.  There  is  a  vein  of  Byrony  about 
them,  no  doubt,  but  of  irony  never.  True, 
his  verse  caught  some  of  his  character- 
istics. You  could  not  say  he  was  always 
sensitive  to  the  difference,  in  diction, 
between  pomp  and  dignity.  You  must 
allow  that  he  was  not  simple  even  in 
speeches  that  came  from  the  heart.  His 
heroes  and  heroines  of  fiction  make  love 
in — heroics  ;  and,  if  the  rather  treacherous 
tattle  of  Sir  William  Gregory  is  to  be 
taken,  Disraeli's  own  manners  in  domestic 
life  were  not  altogether  out  of  keeping 
with  those  of  his  characters.  It  is  no  bad 
compliment  to  him  to  say  that  when  he  is 
simplest  he  is  best,  as  when  the  beauty  of 
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Lady  Mahon  touches  him  or  he  is  moved 
by  the  sight  of  a  girl  who  is  a  mute.  If, 
therefore,  he  ever  wrote  poems  to  Mrs. 
Wyndham  -  Lewis  before  or  after  his 
marriage,  in  them,  if  they  are  published,  we 
shall  expect  to  meet  him  at  his  best.   In  one 


sense,  however,  the  lady  put  an  end  to  his 
verses,  for,  by  the  fortune  she  brought  him, 
the  widow  of  Mr.  Wyndham -Lewis  made 
it  possible  for  her  late  husband's  Parlia- 
mentary colleague  to  persist  and  to  triumph 
utterly  in  his  political  career. 

Lord  Beaconsfield's  only  serious  pose  as 
Bard  is  in  "  The  Revolutionary  Epick." 
They  were  still  fond  of  superfluous  A's 
in  1834.  "It  was  on  the  plains  of 
Troy,"  says  he,  "  that  I  first  conceived  the 
idea  of  this  Work."  He  wrote  "work" 
with  a  capital  tV,  because  he  deemed  him- 
self "  in  that  excited  hour,  a  Poet,"  and  he 
remembered  that  "  the  Poet  hath  ever 
embodied  the  spirit  of  his  Time.  Thus 
the  most  I  eroick  incident  of  an  heroick 
age  produced  in  the  Iliad  an  Heroick 
Epick ;  the  revival  of  learning  and  the 
biith  of  vernacular  genius  presented  us  in 
the  Divine  Comedy  with  a  National  Epick; 
and  the  Reformation  and  its  consequences 
called  from  the  rapt  lyre  of  Milton  a 
Religious  Epick.  And  the  spirit  of  my 
Time,  shall  it  alone  be  uncelebrated  ? 
Standing  upon  Asia  and  gazing  upon  Europe, 
with  the  broad  Hellespont  alone  between 
us,  and  the  shadow  of  night  descending  on 
the  mountains,  Ikese  mighty  continents"  {sic) 
(the  poet  here  hath  a  flight  indeed,  and 
stands  not  himself  upon  "these  mighty 
continents,"  but  makes  them  stand  instead 
upon  themselves)  "  appeared  to  me,  as 
it  were,  the  rival  principles  of  govern- 
ment that  at  present  contend  for  the 
mastery  of  the  world.  '  What  I '  I  exclaimed, 
'  is  the  Revolution  of  France  a  less  impor- 
tant event  than  the  siege  of  Troy  ?  Is 
Napoleon  a  less  interesting  character  than 
.\chilles .''  For  me  remains  the  Revo- 
lutionary Epick!'"  Only  the  first  three 
sections  of  the  "  Work  "  were  written  and 
published,  the  author  wishing  to  have  the 
judgment  of  his  contemporaries  before 
proceeding  further.  "  For,"  says  he,  "I 
am  not  one  who  find  "  {sic)  "  consolation 
for  the  neglect  of  my  contemporaries  in 
the  imaginary  plaudits  of  a  more  sym- 
pathetic posterity." 

The  expression  of  this  public  judgment 
must  have  been  looked  for  in  criticisms 
rather  than  in  sales ;  for  only  fifty  copies 
of  this  edition  were  issued.  When,  in 
1864,  Mr.  Disraeli  sent  forth  a  second 
edition  of  his  fragment,  he  did  so,  one 
must  think,  principally  because  he  wanted 
to  dedicate  something  to  his  political 
colleague  and  leader,  the  Earl  of  Derby, 
then  Lord  Stanley,  "to  whom  I  am 
indebted  for  an  interesting  and  faithful 
friendship."  Of  this  new  edition  he  says : 
"  It  is  printed  from  the  only  cqq-j  ^svtocj 
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possession  and"  {sic^  "which  was  corrected 
in  1837  when,  after  three  years'  reflection, 
I  had  resolved  not  only  to  correct,  but  to 
complete  the  work"  ("work,"  alas!  with 
the  capital  Ifno  longer,  after  the  lapse  of 
thirty  j-ears),  "  The  somewhat  sudden 
Accession  of  Her  Most  Gracious  Majesty." 
he  adds,  "occasioned  in  that  year  a  dissolu- 
tion of  Parliament,  and  being  then  rtlumrd 
to  the  House  of  Commons,  these 
drmms"  {sic)  "for  ever  vanished." 
This  is  the  gist  of  the  Prefaces  to 
the  two  editions,  with  that  busy 
interval  between  them.  The  style 
of  the  Prefaces  has  at  least  the 
interest  of  being  charactcristicallj- 
Disraelian.  Of  the  grammar  one 
may  say  (since  there  arc  superfluous 
k'&  about)  that  it  frequently  makes 
one  sic-k. 

Of  the  Work  itself  there  is  not 
much  to  be  made.  It  is  designed. 
says  the  author,  to  profit  "  governors 
and  the  governed,"  and  "  to  leach 
wisdom  both  to  monarchs  and 
multitudes."  In  fact,  it  much  re- 
minds one  of  a  modem  Encytlical. 
The  poem  opens  with  the  appear- 
ance of  Magros,  the  genius  of 
Feudalism,  and  of  I.yridon,  the 
genius  of  Federalism,  before  the 
throne  of  Demogorgon.  Each 
makes  his  plea,  and  the  poem  moves 
through  a  sort  of  survey  of  the 
social  conditions  of  i\Ian.  The 
sentiments  are  all  cxemplar>' ;  and 
the  expression  is  made  in  blank 
verse  neither  better  nor  worse, 
neither  more  nor  less  inverted  ami 
stilted  than  most  of  the  blank  verse 
of  the  time,  though  some  of  it 
has  had  a  larger  audience  and  a 
kinder  appreciation.  His  description  of 
the  "  Feudal  Papacy,"  of  the  union  between 
Religion  and  Loyalty,  may  be  taken  as  a 
sample  of  the  rest.  He  has,  first,  a  sort 
of  picture  of  a  Pontiff,  with  "  Kings  as  his 
vassals,"  and  "  a  kneeling  world,  alike 
alone  in  faith  " — 

The  children  of  the  South  with  burning  zeal 

Ecstatic,  wild ;  of  Etormier  sotila  the  test 

Their  tJashing  eyes.    The  Northman's  heart  devout, 

Deep,  and  serenely  gazing  with  a  glance 

Stem  as  his  dune.     Hark  !  the  ascending  prayer, 

As  universal  dew — the  vesper  beads 

That  nun-like  Nature  telts.    Send  forth  iheir  voices 

The  mountains  of  the  world;  each  stream  its  choir; 

The  simultaneous  cities  and  the  woods 

Echo  that  song  sublime,  and  o'er  the  sea 

Tribute  their  praise  the  isles.    But  silent  now. 

For  from  his  vest,  in  likeness  or  a  dove. 

A  vase  forth  draws  that  mighty  Presbyter. 

.\  crowd  of  crowned  beings  round  his  throne 

Gather ;   aS  earth  the  consecrated  Kin^ : 


On  them  that  vase  he  pourt ;  a  deed  it  done 
That  takes  Time's  breath  aw«y— of  mighty  bith 
A  re;>al  baptism.    To  each  purple  robe 
A  nation  clin^.    To  heavenly  delegates 
A  willing  fealty  what  soul  denies  ? 
Thus  all  its  hariher  attributes  are  lost 
To  stem  Authority ;  Obeilience  now 
Worship  becomes.    Thus  Loyally  is  bom. 

So  much   for    Magros.     In    the   Second 
Book  the  turn  of  l.yridon  comes ;  and  the 


Thiril  Book  has  the  First  Napoleon's 
Italian  campaign  for  its  theme.  The 
abandonment  of  the  Work  at  that  point — 
an  abandonment  ratified  complacently  in 
the  retrospect — wasthcPoct'sftankacknov- 
ledgment  of  failure.  He  did  not  try  the 
vaunt — "  The  time  will  come  when  you 
will  hear  me  " — upon  Parnassus.  That 
limitation,  and  the  recognition  of  it,  give 
new  force  to  his  otherwise  abounding 
success.  They  accentuate  the  assurance 
with  which  he  made  his  amazing  march 
irom  his  desk  in  Old  Jewry  to  the  right 
hand  of  the  Queen  as  her  Prime  Minister 
and  Prime  Favourite,  not  forfeiting  by  the 
way  his  individuality — or  even  his  idio- 
syncrasy. So  that  there  are,  perhaps, 
people  who,  like  myself,  can  spare  some 
passing  interest  for  even  a  failure  of  the 
Earl  of  Beaconsfield. 
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ORE  than 
once  in 
these  papers  I  have 
mentioned,  as  I 
passed,  the  wind- 
swept and  weather-beaten  Scotch  fir  ®n 
which  the  night-jar  perches,  and  which 
forms  such  a  conspicuous  object  in  the 
wide  moorland  view  from  our  drawing- 
room  windows.  I  love  that  Scotch  fir,  for 
its  very  irregularity  and  rude  wildness  of 
growth ;  a  Carlyle  among  trees,  it  seems 
to  me  to  breathe  forth  the  essential  spirit 
of  these  bold  free  uplands.  Not  that  any- 
one would  call  it  beautiful  who  has  framed 
his  ideas  of  beauty  on  the  neatness  and 
trimness  of  park-like  English  scenery ;  it 
has  nothing  in  common  with  the  well- 
grown  and  low-feathering  Douglas  pines 
which  the  nursery  gardener  plants  out  as 
**  specimen  trees  "  on  the  smooth  velvety 
sward  of  some  lawn  in  the  lowlands.  No, 
no ;  my  Scotch  fir  is  gnarled  and  broken- 
boughed,  a  great  gaunt  soldier,  scarred 
from  many  an  encounter  with  fierce  wintry 
winds,  and  holding  its  own  even  now, 
every  January  that  passes,  by  dint  of  hard 
struggling  against  enormous  odds  with 
obstmate  endurance.  Life,  for  it,  is  a 
battle.  And  I  love  it  for  its  scars,  its 
toughness,  its  audacity.  It  has  chosen  for 
its  post  the  highest  summit  of  the  ridge, 
where  north-east  and  south-west  alternately 
assault  it ;  and  it  meets  their  assaults  with 
undiminished  courage,  begotten  of  long 
familiarity  with  fire  and  flood,  with  light- 
ning and  tempest. 

Has  it  never  occurred  to  you  how  such 
a  tree  must  grow.^  what  attacks  it  must 
endure,  what  assaults  of  the  evil  one  it 
must  continually  fight  against  ?  Its  whole 
long  life  is  one  endless  tale  of  manful 
struggle  and  dear-bought  victory.  What 
survives  of  it  now  in  its  prime — for  it  is 
still  a  young  tree,  as  trees  go  on  our 
upland — is    at    best    but  a  maimed   and 
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mutilated  relic.  From  its  babyhood 
upward  it  has  suffered,  like  man,  an  eternal 
martyrdom.  It  began  life  as  a  winged 
seed,  blown  about  by  the  boisterous  wind 
which  shook  it  rudely  adrift  from  the 
sheltering  cone  of  its  mountain-cradled 
mother.  Many  a  sister  seed  floated  lightly 
with  the  breeze  to  warm  nooks  in  the 
valley,  where  the  tree  that  sprang  from  it 
now  grows  tall  and  straight  and  equally 
developed  on  ever}'  side  into  a  noble 
Scotch  fir  of  symmetrical  dimensions.  But 
adventures  are  to  the  adventurous ;  you 
and  I,  mv  tree,  know  it.  You  were 
caught  in  its  fierce  hands  by  some  mighty 
sou'wester  that  whirled  you  violently 
over  the  hilltop  till  you  reached  the  very 
summit  of  the  long  straight  spur ;  and 
there,  where  it  dropped  you,  you  fell  and 
rooted  in  a  wind-swept  home  on  a  wind- 
swept upland.  Your  growth  was  slow. 
For  many  and  many  a  season  your  green 
sprouting  top  was  browsed  down  by 
wandering  cattle  or  gnawing  rabbits  ;  you 
had  some  thirty  rings  of  annual  growth, 
I  take  it,  in  your  stunted  rootstock,  just 
below  the  level  of  the  soil,  before  you 
could  push  yourself  up  three  inches  towards 
the  free  and  open  air  of  heaven.  Year 
after  year,  as  you  strove  to  rise,  those  ever- 
present  assailants  cropped  you  close  and 
stunted  you  ;  yet  still  you  persevered,  and 
natheless  so  endured,  till,  in  one  lucky 
season,  you  made  just  enough  growth, 
under  the  sun's  warm  rays,  to  overtop  and 
outwit  their  continual  aggression.  Then, 
for  a  while,  you  grew  apace ;  you  put  forth 
lush  green  buds,  and  you  looked  like  a 
sturdy  young  tree  indeed,  with  branches 
sprouting  from  each  side,  when,  with 
infinite  pains,  you  had  reached  to  the 
height  of  a  man's  shoulder. 

But  your  course  was  still  chequered. 
Life  is  hard  on  the  hilltops.  You  had  to 
stand  stress  and  strain  of  wind  and  weather. 
Like  every  other  tree  on  ov3x  ^^^^'es^  ^wns^^Xs 


"s:^ 


MOORI.AXn   1I1VI.I.S. 


MOORLAND   IDYLLS. 


3S 


I  notice  you  are  savagely  blown  from  the 
south-west ;  for  the  south-west  wind  here 
is  by  far  our  most  violent  and  dangerous 
enemy,  l)l()win<i:  great  guns  at  times  up  the 
narrow  funnel-shaped  valleys,  and  so  much 
more  to  be  dreaded  than  the  bitter  north- 
east, which  is  elsewhere'  so  inhospitable. 
"Blown  from  the  south-west,"  we  say  as 
a  matter  of  course  in  our  bald  human 
language ;  and  so  indeed  it  seems.  I 
suppose  most  casual  spectators  who  look 
upon  you  now  really  believe  it  is  the 
direct  blowing  of  the  wind  that  so  distorts 
and  twists  you.  You  and  I  know  better. 
We  know  that  each  spring,  as  the  sap  rises 
in  your  veins,  you  put  forth  afresh  lush 
green  sprouts  symmetrically  from  the  buds 
at  your  growing-points ;  and  that  if  these 
sprouts  were  permitted  to  develop  equally 
and  evenly  in  every  direction,  you  would 
have  grown  from  the  first  as  normally  and 
formally  as  a  spruce- fir  or  a  puzzle-monkey. 
But  not  for  us  are  such  joys.  We  must 
grow  as  the  tempests  and  the  hail-storms 
l)ermit  us.  Soon  after  you  have  begun 
each  year  to  put  forth  your  tender  green 
shoots  comes  a  frost — a  nipping  frost — 
whirled  along  on  the  wide  wings  of  some 
angry  sou'wester.  We,  your  human  neigh- 
bours, lie  abed  in  our  snug  cottage,  and 
tremble  at  the  groaning  and  shivering  of 
our  beams,  and  silently  wonder  in  the 
dark  amid  the  noise  how  much  of  our  red- 
tiled  roof  will  remain  over  us  by  morning. 
'^P'ive  pounds'  worth  of  tiles  went  off,  1 
recollect,  in  last  Thursday  week's  tempest.) 
But  you  on  your  open  hilltop  feel  the 
fierce  cold  wind  blow  through  and  through 
you ;  till  all  the  buds  on  your  south- 
western face  are  chilled  and  killed  ;  while 
even  the  others,  more  sheltered  on  the 
leeward  side,  have  got  nipped  and 
checked,  so  that  they  develop  irregularly. 
It  is  this  lawless  checking  of  growth  in 
your  budding  and  sprouting  stage  that 
really  "  blows  you  on  one  side,"  as  we 
roughly  state  it.  Only  on  your  sheltered 
half  do  you  ever  properly  realise  the 
ground-plan  of  your  nature.  Your  growth 
is  the  resultant  of  the  incident  energies. 
And  that,  after  all,  is  the  case  with  most 
of  us.  Especially  with  the  stormy  petrels 
of  our  human  menagerie. 


Yet  even  to  you,  too,  have  come  the 
consolations  of  love.  **  Not  we  alone,** 
says  the  poet,  *'have  yearnings  hymeneal." 
Late  developed  on  your  cold  spur,  checked 
and  gnarled  as  you  grew,  there  came  to 
you  yet  a  day  when  your  branches  bur- 
geoned forth  into  tender  pink  cones,  with 
dainty  soft  ovules,  all  athirst  for  pollen ; 
while  on  your  budding  shoots  grew  thick 
rings  of  rich  stamens,  that  flung  their 
golden  powder  adrift  on  the  air  with 
a  lavish  profusion  right  strange  in  so 
slenderly  endowed  an  economy.  But  it  is 
always  so  in  nature.  These  gnarled  hard 
lives,  as  people  think  them,  are  gilded 
brightest  by  the  glow  and  fire  of  love  ; 
these  poorest  of  earth's  children  are  made 
richest  at  last  in  the  holiest  and  best  of 
her  manifold  blessings.  It  was  nothing 
to  you,  I  know,  my  tree,  that  the  fire 
which  swept  over  the  heath  some  five 
years  since  charred  all  your  lower  branches 
and  killed  half  }Our  live  bark  ;  you  had 
courage  to  resist  and  heart  to  prevail ; 
and  though  those  poor  burnt  boughs  are 
dead  and  gone  for  all  time,  you  still  put 
forth  smiling  bundles  of  green  needles 
above  quite  as  bravely  as  ever.  It  was 
nothing  to  you  that  the  great  storm  of  last 
autumn  rent  one  huge  branch  in  twain, 
and  tore  oft'  a  dozen  lesser  arms  from  vour 
bleeding  trunk  in  a  wild  outburst  of  fury. 
The  night-jar  now  sits  and  croons  to  you 
every  evening  in  the  after-glow  from  those 
self-same  stumps  ;  and  struggling  sheaths 
of  young  buds  push  through  on  the  blown 
boughs  that  just  escaped  with  their  lives 
the  fury  of  the  tempest.  No  wonder  the 
Eastern  fancy  sees  curled  dragons  in  the 
storms  that  so  rend  and  assail  us ;  but  we 
like  them,  you  and  I,  for  the  sake  of  the 
breadth,  the  height,  the  air,  the  space,  the 
freedom.  What  matters  it  to  us  though 
fire  rage  and  wind  blow,  so  long  as  they 
leave  us  our  love  in  peace,  and  permit  us 
to  spread  our  sheltering  shade  over  our 
strong  young  saplings  ?  The  hilltops  are 
free,  the  hilltops  are  open,  from  their 
peaks  we  can  catch  betimes  some  crimson 
glimpses  of  the  sunrise  and  the  morning. 

So  now,  my  Scotch  fir,  gnarled  and 
broken  on  the  ridge,  you  know  how  I  love 
you,  and  why  I  sympathise  with  you. 


l.v  I'KNsivt:  Muuu- 


FROM    THE    MEMOIRS    OF   A   MINISTER    OF   FRANCE. 

By   STANLEY  J.   WEYMAN. 
THE      OPEN       SHUTTER. 


FEW  arc  iu^norant  of  that  weakness  of 
the  vulgar  which  leads  them  to 
admire  in  the  great  not  so  much  the 
qualities  which  deserve  admiration  as 
those  which,  in  the  eves  of  the  better 
informed,  are  defects  ;  so  that  the  amours 
of  Caesar,  the  clockmaking  of  Charles, 
and  the  jests  of  Coligny  are  more  in  the 
mouths  of  men  than  their  statesmanship 
or  valour.  For  one  thing  commendable, 
two  that  are  diverting  are  told  ;  and  for 
one  man  who  in  these  davs  recalls  the 
thousand  great  and  wise  deeds  of  the  late 
King  a  thousand  remember  his  occasional 
freaks,  the  duel  he  would  have  fought,  or 
his  habit  of  visiting  the  streets  of  Paris  by 
night  and  in  disguise.  That  this  last  has 
been  much  exaggerated,  I  can  myself  bear 
witness,  for  though  Varenne  or  Coquet, 
the  Master  of  the  Household,  were  his 
usual  companions  on  these  occasions,  he 
seldom  failed  to  confess  to  me  after  the 
event,  and  more  than  once  I  accompanied 
him. 

If  I  remember  rightly,  it  was  in  April 
or  May  of  this  year,  1606,  and  conse- 
quently a  few  days  after  his  return  from 
Sedan,  that  he  surprised  me  one  night  as 
I  sat  at  supper,  and,  requesting  me  to 
dismiss  my  servants,  let  me  know  that  he 
was  in  a  flighty  mood ;  and  that  nothing 
would  content  him  but  to  play  the  Caliph 
in  my  company.  I  was  not  too  willing, 
for  1  did  not  fail  to  recognise  the  risk 
to  which  these  expeditions  exposed  his 
person ;  but  in  the  end  I  consented, 
making  only  the  condition  that  Maignan 
should  follow  us  at  a  distance.  This  he 
conceded,  and  I  sent  for  two  plain  suits, 
and  we  dressed  in  my  closet.  The  King, 
delighted  with  the  frolic,  was  in  his 
wildest  mood.  He  uttered  an  infinity  of 
jests,  and  cut  a  thousand  absurd  antics ; 
and,  rallying  me  on  my  gravity,  soon  came 
near  to  making  me  repent  of  the  easiness 
which  had  led  me  to  fall  in  with  his 
humour. 

However,  it  was  too  late  to  retreat,  and 
in  a  moment  we  were  standing    in   the 


street.  It  would  not  have  surprised  me  if 
he  had  celebrated  his  freedom  by  some 
noisy  extravagance  there ;  but  he  refrained, 
and  contented  himself — while  Maignan 
locked  the  postern  behind  us — with  cock- 
ing his  hat  and  lugging  forward  his  sword, 
and  assuming  an  air  of  whimsical  reckless- 
ness, as  if  an  adventure  were  to  be  instantly 
expected. 

But  the  moon  had  not  yet  risen,  the 
night  was  dark,  and  for  some  time  we  met 
with  nothing  more  diverting  than  a  stumble 
over  a  dead  dog,  a  word  with  a  forward 
wench,  or  a  narrow  escape  from  one  of 
those  liquid  douches  that  render  the 
streets  perilous  for  common  folk,  and  do 
not  spare  the  greatest.  Naturally,  I  began 
to  tire,  and  wished  mvself  with  all  mv 
heart  back  at  the  Arsenal  ;  but  Henry, 
whose  spirits  a  spice  of  danger  never 
failed  to  raise,  found  a  hundred  things  to 
be  merry  over,  and  some  of  which  he  made 
a  great  tale  afterwards.  He  would  go  on  ; 
and  presently,  in  the  Rue  de  la  Pour- 
pointerie,  which  we  entered  as  the  clocks 
struck  the  hour  before  midnight,  his  per- 
sistence was  rewarded. 

By  that  time  the  moon  had  risen  ;  but, 
naturally,  few  were  abroad  so  late,  and 
such  as  were  to  be  seen  belonged  to  a 
class  among  whom  even  Henry  did  not 
care  to  seek  adventures.  Our  astonish- 
ment was  great,  therefore,  when,  halfway 
down  the  street — a  street  of  tall,  mean 
houses  neither  better  nor  much  worse  than 
others  in  that  quarter — we  saw,  standing 
in  the  moonlight  at  an  open  door,  a  boy 
about  seven  years  old. 

The  King  saw  him  first,  and,  pressing 
my  arm,  stood  still.  On  the  instant,  the 
child,  who  had  probably  seen  us  before  we 
saw  him,  advanced  into  the  road  to  us. 
"  Messieurs,"  he  said,  standing  up  boldly 
before  us  and  looking  at  us  without  fear, 
**  my  father  is  ill,  and  I  cannot  close  the 
shutter." 

The  boy's  manner,  full  of  self-possession, 
and  his  tone,  remarkable  at  his  age,  took 
us    so    completely    by    «.w\v^v^^- — ^-^ 
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noihing  of  ihc  laic  hour  and  the  deserted 
street,  which  gave  these  things  their  full 
effect — that  for  a  moment  neither  of  us 
answered.  Thcnihi'Kinfr  Mmkc.  "Imii-t'ii. 


"Ah  I"    Henry  saiil.     "'And  you  1 
to  close  il .' " 

■'  [f  )^u  please.  Messieurs," 

■'  \V>  do  please,"  Henrj-  replied,  saluting 

him   with    mork    T<-verence.      "  Yol 

may     consider     the    ith utter     dosett 

Lead  on,  Monsieur;  we  follow." 

For  the  first  time  the  boj-  looki 
iloubifal ;  but  he  turned  without  sayiiL 
anything,  and.  passing  through  thq 
dooma) ■  was  in  an  instant  lost  in  th(j 
jiitchy  ilarkness  of  the  eniri'.  I  lai 
my  hand  nn  the  King's  arm.  and  trie* 
to  indui'i-  him  nut  w  follow,  fea 
much  that  this  might  be  some  ne^ 
thieves'  trap,  leading  nowhither  Kavf 
lo  ihefiniir  i/'aitgofsie  and  the  poniai  "■ 
Hut  the  attempt  was  hopeless  from  ti 
lirst ;  he  broke  fnim  me  and  entere 
and  I  followed  him. 

We  groped  for  the  balustrade  ann 
found  il,  and  began  lo  ascend,  goidei 
hy  the  boy's  voice,  who  kept  a  littJ 
before  us,  sajing  continually,  "T" 
way.    Messieurs;    this    way!" 
words  had  so  much  the  sound  of  i 
signal,  and  the  staircase  -waf 
and  ill-smelling,  that,  expecting  ev\ 
moment   to   be  seized    or  to  hare  a  I 
knife  in  my  back,  1  found  it  almost'! 
interminable.       At    last,    however,   u 
gleam  of  light  appeared  above  na,  thq 
boy  opened  a  door,  and  we  found  oui 
SL'lvcs   standing   on   a    mean,  narroa] 
landing,  the  walls  of  which  had  onci 
been  whitewashed.     The  child  signed, 
to  us  to  enter,  and  we  followed  Hink^ 

a  bare   attic,  where  ou     " 
nearly  touched  the  ceiling. 

"  Messieurs,  the  air  is  keen,"  hf 
said  in  a  curiously  forma!  tone.  "  Wil|  J 
ynu  please  to  close  the  shutter  ? " 

The    King,    amused    and   full 
iiniider,   looked  round.      The   room 
mntained    little    besides    a   table, 
=lool,  and  a  lamp  standing  in  a  h 
on  the  floor ;  but  an  alcove,  curtaine^^ 
with    black,   dingy    hangings,   broki 
one  wall.     "Your  father  liesther"^' 
Henry  said,  pointing  to  it. 

"Ves,  Monsieur." 

"  He  feels  the  cold  ? " 

■'Yes.  Monsieur.     Will  you  plw 
10  close  the  shutter  f" 

T    went    to    it,    and,    leaning    o 
managed,    with   a   lillle    difficulty, 
comply.       Meanwhile,     ih 
gazing     curiously     at     the     curtains 
gradually  approached    the    alcove,       H9 
hesitated    long,    he    told    mc   afterwardsg 
before  he  touched  the  hanging 
length,  feeling  sure  that  there  ' 
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thing  more  in  the  business  than  appeared, 
he  did  so.  Drawing  one  gently  aside,  as 
I  turned  from  the  window,  he  peered  in ; 
and  saw  just  what  he  had  been  led  to 
expect  — a  huddled  form  covered  with 
ding)'  bed-clothes,  and  a  grey  head  lying 
on  a  ragged  yellow  pillow.  The  man's 
face  was  turned  to  the  wall ;  but  as  the 
light  fell  on  him,  he  sighed  and,  with  a 
shiver,  began  to  move.  The  King  dropped 
the  curtain. 

The  adventure  had  not  turned  out  as 
well  as  he  had  hoped ;  and,  with  a  whim- 
sical look  at  me,  he  laid  a  crown  on  the 
table,  said  a  kind  word  to  the  boy,  and  we 
went  out.  In  a  moment  we  were  in  the 
street. 

It  was  my  turn  now  to  rally  him,  and  I 
did  so  without  mercy  ;  asking  if  he  knew 
of  any  other  beauteous  damsel  who  wanted 
her  shutter  closed,  and  whether  this  was 
the  usual  end  of  his  adventures.  He  took 
the  jest  in  good  part,  laughing  fully  as 
loudly  at  himself  as  I  laughed ;  and  in 
this  way  we  had  gone  a  hundred  paces  or 
so  very  merrily,  when,  on  a  sudden,  he 
stopped. 

**  What  is  it.  Sire?"  I  asked. 

'*  Hola  !  "  he  said,  "  the  bov  was  clean." 

'^  Clean  .^" 

"  Yes  ;  hands,  face,  clothes.     All  clean." 

"  Well,  Sire  ?  " 

"  How  could  he  be  ?  His  father  in  bed ; 
no  one  even  to  close  the  shutter.  How 
could  he  be  clean  ?  " 

•'But,  if  he  was,  Sire.^" 

For  answer  Henry  seized  me  by  the 
arm,  turned  me  round  without  a  word,  and 
in  a  moment  was  hurrying  me  bacK  to  the 
house.  I  thought  that  he  was  going 
thither  again,  and  followed  reluctantly ; 
but  twenty  paces  short  of  the  door  he 
crossed  the  street,  and  drew  me  into  a 
doorway.  *' Can  you  see  the  shutter.'^" 
he  said.  "  Yes  ?  Then  watch  it,  my 
friend." 

I  had  no  option  but  to  resign  rnyself, 
and  I  nodded.  A  moist  and  chill v  wind, 
which  blew  through  the  street,  and,  pene- 
trating our  cloaks,  made  us  shiver,  did  not 
tend  to  increase  my  enthusiasm  ;  but, the 
King  was  proof  even  against  this,  as  well 
as  against  the  kennel  smells  and  the 
tedium  of  waiting,  and  presently  his  per- 
sistence was  rewarded.  The  shutter  swung 
slowly  open,  the  noise  made  by  its  collision 
with  the  wall  coming  clearly  to  our 
ears.  A  minute  later  the  boy  appeared 
in  the  doorway,  and  stood  looking  up 
and  down. 

"Well,"  the  King  whispered  in  my  ear, 
•*  what  do  you  make  of  that,  my  friend  ?  " 


I  muttered  that  it  must  be  a  beggar's 
trick. 

'*They  would  not  earn  a  crown  in  a 
month,"  he  answered.  *'  There  must  be 
something  more  than  that  at  the  bottom 
of  it." 

Beginning  to  share  his  curiosity,  I  was 
about  to  propose  that  we  should  sally  out 
and  see  if  the  boy  would  repeat  his  over- 
ture to  us,  when  I  caught  the  sound  of 
footsteps  coming  along  the  street.  **  Is  it 
Maignan  ?  "  the  King  whispered,  looking 
out  cautiouslv. 

'*  No,  Sire,"  I  said.  "  He  is  in  yonder 
doorway." 

Before  Henry  could  answer,  the  appear- 
ance of  two  strangers  coming  along  the 
roadway  confirmed  mv  statement.  They 
paused  opposite  the  boy,  and  he  advanced 
to  them.  Too  far  off  to  hear  precisely 
what  passed,  we  were  near  enough  to  be 
sure  that  the  dialogue  was  in  the  main  the 
same  as  that  in  which  we  had  taken  part. 
The  men  were  cloaked,  too,  as  were  we, 
and  presently  they  went  in,  as  we  had 
gone  in.  All,  in  fact,  happened  as  it  had 
happened  to  us,  and  after  the  necessary 
interval  we  saw  and  heard  the  shutter 
closed. 

"Well,"  the  King  said,  "  what  do  you 
make  of  that  ?  " 

"  The  shutter  is  the  catchword,  Sire." 

"  Ay,  but  what  is  going  on  up  there  ?  " 
he  asked.     And  he  rubbed  his  hands. 

I  had  no  explanation  to  give,  however, 
and  shook  my  head ;  and  we  stood  awhile, 
watching  silently.  At  the  end  of  five 
minutes  the  two  men  came  out  again  and 
walked  off"  the  way  they  had  come,  but 
more  briskly.  Henry,  moreover,  whose 
observ-ation  was  all  his  life  most  acute, 
remarked  that  whatever  they  had  been 
doing  they  carried  away  lighter  hearts 
than  they  had  brought.  And  I  thought 
the  same. 

Indeed,  I  was  beginning  to  take  my  full 
share  of  interest  in  the  adventure  ;  and  in 
place  of  wondering,  as  before,  at  Henry's 
persistence,  found  it  more  natural  to  admire 
the  keenness  which  he  had  displayed  in 
scenting  a  myster>'.  I  was  not  surprised, 
therefore,  when  he  gripped  my  arm  to 
gain  my  attention,  and,  as  the  window  fell 
slowly  open  again,  drew  me  quickly  into 
the  street,  and  hurried  me  across  it  and 
through  the  door^vay  of  the  house. 

"  Up  !  "  he  muttered  in  my  ear.  *'  Quickly 
and  quietly,  man  !  If  there  are  to  be  other 
visitors,  we  will  play  the  spy.  But  softly, 
softly ;  here  is  the  boy !  " 

We  stood  aside  against  the  wall,  scarcely 
daring  to  breathe  ;  and  the  cKvUk^  ^x^^n?^ 
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himself  by  the  handrail,  passed  us  in  the 
dark  without  suspicion,  and  pattered  on 
down  the  staircase.  We  remained  as  we 
were  until  wo  heard  him  cross  the 
threshold,  and  then  we  crept  up;  not  to  the 
uppermost  landing,  where  the  light,  when 
the  door  was  open,  must  betray  us,  but  to 
that  immediately  below  it.  There  we  took 
our  stand  in  the  angle  of  the  stairs  and 
waited,  the  King,  between  amusement  at 
the  absurdity  of  our  position  and  anxiety 
lest  we  should  betray  ourselves,  going  off 
now  and  again  into  stifled  laughter,  from 
which  he  vainly  strove  to  restrain  himself 
by  pinching  me. 

I  was  not  in  so  gay  a  mood  myself, 
however,  the  responsibility  of  his  safety 
lying  heavy  upon  me ;  while  the  possi- 
bility that  the  adventure  might  prove  no 
less  tragical  in  the  sequel  than  it  now 
appeared  comical,  did  not  fail  to  present 
itself  to  my  eyes  in  the  darkest  colours. 
When  we  had  watched,  therefore,  five 
minutes  or  more — which  seemed  to  me  an 
hour — I  began  to  lose  faith  ;  and  I  was  on 
the  point  of  undertaking  to  persuade 
Henry  to  withdraw,  when  the  voices  of 
men  speaking  at  the  door  below  reached 
us,  and  told  me  that  it  was  too  late.  The 
next  moment  their  steps  crossed  the 
threshold,  and  they  began  to  ascend,  the 
boy  saying  continually,  **This  way. 
Messieurs,  this  way  !  "  and  preceding 
them  as  he  had  preceded  us.  \\'e  hearcl 
them  approach,  breathing  heavily,  and 
but  for  the  balustrade,  bv  which  I  felt 
sure  that  they  would  guide  themselves, 
and  which  stood  some  feet  from  our 
corner,  I  should  have  been  in  a  panic  lest 
they  should  blunder  against  us.  But  they 
passed  safely,  and  a  moment  later  the  boy 
opened  the  door  of  the  room  above.  We 
heard  them  go  in,  and  without  a  second's 
hesitation  we  crept  up  after  them,  following 
them  so  closely  that  the  door  was  scarcely 
shut  before  we  were  at  it.  We  heard, 
therefore,  what  passed  from  the  first ;  the 
child's  request  that  they  would  close  the 
shutter,  their  hasty  compliance,  and  the 
silence,  strange  and  pregnant,  which  fol- 
lowed, and  which  was  broken  at  last  by  a 
solemn  voice.  **  We  have  closed  one 
shutter,"  it  said,  "but  the  shutter  of  God's 
mercy  is  never  closed." 

**Amen,"  a  second  person  answered  in 
a  tone  so  distant  and  muffled  that  it  needed 
no  great  wit  to  guess  whence  it  came,  or 
that  the  speaker  was  behind  the  curtains 
of  the  alcove.     "  Who  are  you  }  " 

"The  cur^  of  St.  Marceau,"  the  first 
speaker  replied. 

"  And  whom  do  you  bring  to  me  .*'  " 


*'  A  sinner." 

**  What  has  he  done  }  " 

*'  He  will  tell  vou." 

'*  I  am  listening." 

There  was  a  pause  on  this,  a  long  pause ; 
which  was  broken  at  length  by  a  third 
speaker,  in  a  tone  half  sullen,  half  miser- 
able. '*  I  have  robbed  my  master,"  he 
said. 

"Of  how  much?" 

*'  Fifty  livres." 

"Why.?" 

"  I  lost  it  at  play." 

"  And  you  are  sorry  }  " 

*'  I  must  be  sorry,"  the  man  panted  with 
sudden  fierceness,  **  or  hang  !  "  Hidden 
though  he  was  from  us,  there  was  a  tremor 
in  his  voice  that  told  a  tale  of  pallid  cheeks 
and  shaking  knees,  and  a  terror  fast  rising 
to  madness. 

"He  makes  up  his  accounts  to-morrow .?" 

"  Yes." 

Someone  in  the  room  groaned  ;  it  should 
have  been  the  culprit,  but  unless  I  was 
mistaken  the  sound  came  through  the 
curtains.  A  long  pause  followed.  Then, 
"And  if  I  help  you,"  the  muffled  voice 
resumed,  "will  you  swear  to  lead  an  honest 
life  ?  " 

But  the  answer  may  be  guessed.  I  need 
not  repeat  the  assurances/  the  protestations 
and  vows  of  repentance,  the  cries  and 
tears  of  gratitude  which  ensued ;  and  to 
which  the  poor  wretch,  stripped  of  his 
sullen  indifference,  completely  abandoned 
himself.  Suffice  it  that  we  presently 
heard  the  clinking  of  coins,  a  word  or  two 
of  solemn  advice  from  the  cur6,  and  a 
man's  painful  sobbing ;  then  the  King 
touched  my  arm,  and  we  crept  down  the 
stairs.  I  was  for  stopping  on  the  landing 
where  we  had  hidden  ourselves  before ; 
but  Henry  drew  me  on  to  the  foot  of  the 
stairs  and  into  the  street. 

He  turned  towards  home,  and  for  some 
time  did  not  speak.  At  length  he  asked 
me  what  I  thought  of  it. 

"  In  what  way.  Sire  }'' 

"  Do  vou  not  think,"  he  said  in  a  voice 
of  much  emotion,  *'  that  if  we  could  do 
what  he  does,  and  save  a  man  instead  of 
hanging  him,  it  would  be  better  ?  " 

"  For  the  man.  Sire,  doubtless,"  I 
answered  drily;  "but  for  the  State  it 
might  not  be  so  well.  If  mercy  became 
the  rule  and  justice  the  exception,  there 
would  be  fewer  bodies  at  Montfaucon  and 
more  in  the  streets  at  daylight.  I  feel 
much  greater  doubt  on  another  point." 

Shaking  off  the  moodiness  that  had  for 
a  moment  overcome  him,  Henr>'  asked 
with  vivacity  what  that  was. 
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"  Who  is  he,  and  what  is  his  motive  ?  " 

*'  Why  ?  "  the  King  replied  in  some  sur- 
prise— he  was  ever  of  so  kind  a  nature  that 
an  appeal  to  his  feelings  displaced  his 
judgment.  **  What  should  he  be  but  what 
he  seems  ?  " 

**  Benevolence  itself?" 

"  Yes." 

**  Well,  Sire,  1  grant  that  he  may  be 
M.  de  Joyeuse,  who  has  spent  his  life  in 
passing  in  and  out  of  monasteries,  and 
has  performed  so  many  tricks  of  the  kind 
that  I  could  believe  anvthingof  him.  But 
if  it  be  not  he " 

**  It  was  not  his  voice,"  Henry  said 
positively. 

"  Then  there  is  something  here,"  I 
answered,  **  still  unexplained.  Consider 
the  oddity  of  the  conception,  Sire,  the 
secrecy  of  the  performance,  the  hour,  the 
mode,  all  the  surrounding  circumstances  ! 
I  can  imagine  a  man  currying  favour  with 
the  basest  and  most  dangerous  class  by 
such  means.  I  can  imagine  a  conspiracy 
recruited  by  such  means.  I  can  imagine 
this  shibboleth  of  the  shutter  grown  to  a 
watchword  as  deadly  as  the  '  Tuez ! '  of 
'72.  I  can  imagine  all  that,  but  1  cannot 
imagine  a  man  acting  thus  out  of  pure 
benevolence." 

**  No  }  "  Henry  said  thoughtfully.  **  Well, 
I  think  that  I  agree  with  you."  And  far 
from  being  displeased  with  my  warmth  (as 
is  the  manner  of  some  sovereigns  when 
their  best  friends  differ  from  them),  he 
came  over  to  my  opinion  so  completely 
as  to  halt  and  express  his  intention  of 
returning  and  probing  the  matter  to  the 
bottom.  Midnight  had  gone,  however  ;  it 
would  take  some  little  time  to  retrace  our 
steps  ;  and  with  some  difficulty  I  succeeded 
in  dissuading  him,  promising  instead  to 
make  inquiries  on  the  morrow,  and  having 
learned  who  lived  in  the  house,  to  turn  the 
whole  affair  into  a  report,  which  should  be 
submitted  to  him. 

This  amused  and  satisfied  him,  and, 
expressing  himself  well  content  with  the 
evening's  diversion — though  we  had  done 
nothing  unworthy  either  of  a  King  or  a 
Minister — he  parted  from  me  at  the 
Arsenal,  and  went  home  with  his  suite. 

It  did  not  occur  to  me  at  the  time  that 
I  had  promised  to  do  an}^hing  difficult ; 
but  the  news  which  my  agents  brought  me 
next  day — that  the  uppermost  floor  of  the 
house  in  the  Rue  Pourpointerie  was 
empty — put  another  face  upon  the  matter. 
The  landlord  declared  that  he  knew  nothing 
of  the  tenant,  who  had  rented  the  rooms, 
ready  furnished,  by  the  week ;  and  as  I 
ha4    not     seen    the    man's    face,    there 


remained  (jnly  two  sources  whence  I 
could  get  the  information  I  needed — the 
child  and  the  curt*  of  St.  Marceau. 

I  did  not  know  where  to  look  for  the 
former,  however,  and  I  had  to  depend  on 
the  curt^.  But  here  I  came  to  an  obstacle 
I  might  easily  have  foreseen.  I  found 
him,  though  an  honest  man,  obdurate  in 
upholding  his  priest's  privileges  :  to  all 
my  inquiries  he  replied  that  the  matter 
touched  the  confessional,  and  was  within 
his  vows ;  and  that  he  neither  could,  nor 
dared  -to  please  anyone  or  for  any  cause 
however  plausible — divulge  the  slightest 
detail  of  the  affair.  I  had  him  summoned 
to  the  Arsenal,  and  questioned  him  myself 
and  closely ;  but  of  all  armour  that  of  the 
Roman  priesthood  is  the  most  difficult  to 
penetrate,  and  I  quickly  gave  up  the 
attempt. 

Baffled  in  the  only  direction  in  which  I 
could  hoj)e  for  success,  I  had  to  confess 
my  defeat  to  the  King,  whose  curiosity  was 
only  piqued  the  more  by  the  rebuff.  He 
adjured  me  not  to  let  the  matter  drop,  and, 
suggesting  a  number  of  persons  among 
whom  I  might  possibly  find  the  unknown, 
proposed  also  some  theories.  Of  these, 
one  that  the  benevolent  was  a  disguised 
lady,  who  contrived  in  this  way  to  give  the 
rein  at  once  to  gallantry  and  charity, 
pleased  him  most ;  while  1  favoured  that 
which  had  first  occurred  to  me  on  the 
night  of  our  sally,  and  held  the  unknown 
to  be  a  clever  rascal,  who,  to  serve  his 
ends,  political  or  criminal,  was  corrupting 
the  commonalty  and  drawing  people  into 
his  power. 

Things  remained  in  this  state  some 
weeks,  and,  growing  no  wiser,  I  was 
beginning  to  think  less  of  the  affair — 
which,  of  itself,  and  apart  from  a  whimsical 
interest  which  the  King  took  in  it,  was 
unimportant — when  one  day,  stopping  in 
the  Quartier  du  Marais  to  view  the  works 
at  the  new  Place  Royale,  I  saw  the  boy. 
He  was  in  charge  of  a  decent-looking 
ser^'ant,  whose  hand  he  was  holding,  and 
the  two  were  gazing  at  a  horse  that, 
alarmed  by  the  heaps  of  stone  and  mortar, 
was  rearing  and  trying  to  unseat  its  rider. 
The  child  did  not  see  me,  and  1  bade 
Maignan  follow  him  home,  and  learn 
where  he  lived,  and  who  he  was. 

In  an  hour  my  equerr)'  returned  with  the 
information  I  desired.  The  child  was  the 
only  son  of  Fauchet,  one  of  the  Receivers- 
General  of  the  Revenue,  a  man  who  kept 
great  state  in  the  largest  of  the  old- 
fashioned  houses  in  the  Rue  de  B^thisy, 
where  he  had  lately  entertained  the  Kvw%. 
I  could  not  \mag\t\e  cVW^'oyvg  \e^^  X^^-^  \s> 
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be  concerned  in  treasonable  practices ; 
and,  certain  that  I  had  made  no  mistake 
in  the  boy,  I  was  driven  for  a  whih*  U) 
believe  that  some  servant  had  perverted 
the  child  to  this  use.  Presently,  however, 
second  thoughts,  and  the  position  of  the 
father,  taken,  perhaps,  with  suspicicjns  that 
I  had  for  a  hmg  time  entertained  of 
Fauchet — in  common  with  most  of  his 
kind — suggested  an  explanati<»n,  hitherto 
unconsidered.  It  was  not  an  explanation 
verv  probable  at  first  sight,  nor  one  that 
would  have  commended  itself  to  those  who 
divide  all  men  by  hard-and-fast  rules  and 
assort  them  like  shee]).  Hut  I  hail  seen 
too  much  of  the  world  to  fall  into  this 
mistake,  and  it  satisfied  me.  I  began  by 
weighing  it  can^fully.  1  procured  evidence. 
I  had  Fauclu^t  watched  ;  anil,  at  length, 
one  evening  in  August  I  wiMit  to  the 
Louvre. 

The  King  was  dicing  with  Fernandez, 
the  Portugut^se  banker ;  but  I  ventured 
to  internipt  the  game  and  draw  him 
aside.  lie  might  not  have  taken  ihis 
well,  but  that  my  first  word  caught  his 
attention. 

"Sire,*'  I  saiil.  *' the  shutter  is  o|)en." 

lie  understood  in  a  moment. 

'*  St.  (Iris!"  he  exclaimed  with  anim- 
ation.    "  Where  ?     At  the  same  house  ?  " 

**  Xo,  Sire:  in  the  Kue  Cloitre  Notre 
Dame." 

*'  Vou  have  got  him,  then  ?  " 

**  I  know  ^^llo  he  is,  anil  why  lie  is 
doing  this." 

**\Vhy?"  the  King  cried  eagerly. 

'*  Weil,  I  was  going  to  ask  for  your 
Majesty's  com])any  to  the  j)lace,"  I 
answered  smiling.  *'  I  \\ill  iniilertake  that 
you  shall  be  amused  at  leaM  a^  well  as 
here,  and  at  a  cheaj)er  r.ite." 

He  slirugged  his  shoulders.  "  That 
mav  verv  well  be,"  he  said  with  a  grimaie. 
**That  rogue  Pimentel  has  strij^jn-d  me  of 
two  thousand  crowns  sim  e  supper.  lie 
is  plucking  Hassomi)ierre   now." 

Remembering  that  only  that  morning  I 
had  had  to  stop  some  neci'ssar\  works 
through  la<"k  of  means,  I  could  scarcelv 
restrain  my  indignation.  Ihii  it  was  not 
the  time  to  speak,  and  I  contented  mvself 
with  repeating  my  reijuest.  Ash.nned  of 
himself,  he  consmied  with  a  g<»od  grace, 
ami  bidding  me  gt»  to  his  closet,  followed 
a  few  minutes  later.  H*  found  me  cloaked 
to  the  eyes,  ;md  with  a  soutane  and  prit'st's 
baton  my  arm.  "Are  those  f<»r  me.-'" 
he  said. 

\es,  ^ire. 

**  Who  am  I,  then  ?  " 

"The  cure  of  .*si.  ( iermain." 


He  made  a  wry  face.  **  Come,  Grand 
Master,"  he  .said ;  "  he  died  yesterday. 
Is  not  the  jest  rather  grim  ?  "      ' 

**  In  a  good  cause,"  I  said  equably. 

He  flashed  a  rogui-sh  look  at  me. 
"  Ah  !  "  he  saiil,  **  I  thought  that  that 
was  a  wicked  nile  which  only  we 
Romanists  avowed.  But,  there ;  don't  be 
angry.     I  am  ready." 

Cocjuet,  the  Master  of  the  Household, 
let  us  oiu  by  one  of  the  river  gates,  and 
we  went  by  the  new  bridge  and  the  Pont 
St.  Michel.  By  the  way  I  taught  the  King 
the  role  I  ^\  ishinl  him  to  play,  but  without 
explaining  the  my.ster}- ;  the  opportune 
appearance  of  one  of  my  agents,  who  was 
watching  the  end  of  the  street,  bringing 
Henrv's  remonstrances  to  a  close. 

"  It  is  still  open  .^'*  I  said. 

'*  Ves,  your  Kxcellency." 

'*  Then  come.  Sire,"  1  .said.  "I  see  the 
boy  yonder.  Let  us  a.scenii,  and  I  will 
undertake  that  before  you  reach  the  street 
again  you  shall  be  noi  only  a  wiser  but  a 
richer  sovereign." 

*'  St.  (Jris  !  "  he  answered  with  alacrity. 
*'  Why  ilicl  you  not  say  that  before,  and  1 
should  have  asked  no  (jui^stions  ?  On, 
on,  in  (jod's  name,  and  the  devil  take 
Pimentel  I  " 

I  restrained  the  caustic  jest  that  rose  to 
my  lips,  and  we  proceeded  in  silence  down 
the  street.  The  boy,  whom  I  had  espied 
loitering  in  a  doorway  a  little  way  ahead, 
as  if  the  great  bell  above  us  which  had 
just  tolled  eleven  had  drawn  him  out, 
jn-cred  at  us  a  moment  askance ;  and 
then,  coming  forward,  accosted  us.  But 
I  need  not  detail  ihi»  particulars  of  a 
(onversation  which  was  almost  word  for 
word  the  same  as  that  which  had  passed 
in  the  Rue  de  la  Pourpointerie  ;  suffice  it 
that  he  made  the  same  request  with 
the  same  frank  auilacity,  and  that,  grant- 
ing it,  we  were  in  a  moment  following 
him  u}»  a  similar  staircase. 

*'  This  way,  .Messieurs,  this  way  !  "  he 
>aid,  as  he  had  on  that  other  night,  while 
we  grop»-d  our  way  upwards  in  the  dark. 
He  o|)eneil  a  door,  and  a  light  shone  out; 
and  we  entered  a  room  that  seemed,  with 
its  bare  walls  and  rafters,  its  scanty  .stool 

m 

and  table  and  lamp,  the  very  coimterpart 
of  that  other  room.  In  one  wall  appeared 
the  dingv  curtains  of  an  alcove,  closelv 
ilrawn  ;  and  the  shutter  stood  open. 
until,  at  the  child's  request,  expressed 
in  the  same  words,  I  went  to  it  and 
closed  it. 

We  were  both  so  well  mutiled  up  and 
disguised,  and  the  light  of  the  lamp 
shining  upwards  so  completely  distorted 


FROM  THE   MEMOIRS  OF   A   MINISTER  OF   FRANCE.  ^3 


44  KROM   THK    MKMOTRS   OF  A    MINISIKR    OF    FRANCF. 

the  Matures,  tliat   I   had  no  fear  of  recojr-  "T\tc   t'uri;   uf    Si.    CiTTiiain 

nilion,  unless   the    King's  voiiT  lieirayed  responded. , 
him.     But  n-hpn  he  spoke,  lireaking  the  'I'hf  man   liehiud  ilic  iiiriiiiii 

oppressive  silence  of  the  room,  his  tone  and   they    «-ure    lor    n    mrimt-nt 

was  as  strange  and  hollow  as  I  could  "ish.  agitated,  .is  if  a  hand    vi/cd 


"The  shutter  is  closed,"  he  said ;  "  but  the 
shutter  of  God's  mercy  is  never  closed  !" 

Still,  knowing  that  this  was  the  crucial 
moment,  and  that  we  should  be  detected 
now  if  at  all,  I  found  it  an  age  before 
the  voice  behind  the  curtains  answered 
"Amen  ! "  And  yet  another  age  before  the 
hidden  speaker  continued,  "  Who  are  you .'" 


let  them  go  again.  Rut  I  had  reckoned 
that  the  unknown,  nftiT  a  pause  of  horror, 
would  suppose  that  he  had  heard  amiss 
and  continue  his  usual  catechism.  And  so 
it  proved.  In  a  voice  that  shook  a  little, 
he  asked,  "  Whom  do  you  bring  to  me  ?  " 

"A  sinner,"  the  King  answered. 

"What  has  he  done,'" 
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'♦  He  will  tell  you." 

'*  I  am  listening,"  the  unknown  said. 

The  light  in  the  basin  flared  up  a  little, 
casting  dark  shadows  on  the  ceiling,  and 
at  the  same  moment  the  shutter,  which  I 
had  failed  to  fasten  securely,  fell  open 
with  a  grinding  sound.  One  of  the  cur- 
tains swayed  a  little  in  the  breeze.  **  I 
have  robbed  mv  master,"  I  said  slowly. 

"Of  how  much?" 

"  A  hundred  and  twenty  thousand 
crowns." 

The  bed  shook  until  the  boards  creaked 
under  it ;  but  this  time  no  hand  grasped 
the  curtain.  Instead,  a  strained  voice — 
thick  and  coarse,  yet  differing  from  that 
muffled  tone  which  we  had  heard  before — 
asked,  **  Who  are  you?" 

**  Jules  Fauchet." 

I  waited.  The  King,  who  understood 
nothing,  but  had  listened  to  my  answers 
with  eager  attention,  and  marked  no  less 
closely  the  agitation  which  they  caused  in 
the  unknown,  leant  forward  to  listen.  But 
the  bed  creaked  no  more ;  the  curtain 
hung  still ;  even  the  voice,  which  at  last 
issued  from  the  curtains,  was  no  more  like 
the  ordinary  accents  of  a  man  than  are 
those  which  he  utters  in  the  paroxysms  of 
epilepsy.  "Are  you — sorry?"  the  un- 
known muttered — involuntarilv,  I  think  ; 
hopmg  against  hope ;  not  daring  to  depart 
from  a  formula  which  liad  become  second 
nature.  But  I  could  fancy  him  clawing, 
as  he  spoke,  at  his  choking  throat. 

France,  however,  had  suffered  too  long 
at  the  hands  of  that  race  of  men,  and  I 
had  been  too  lately  vilified  by  them  to  feel 
much  pity ;  and  for  answer  I  lifted  a  voice 
that  to  the  quailing  wretch  must  have  been 
the  voice  of  doom.  "  Sorry  ? "  I  said 
grimly.  "  I  must  be — or  hang  !  For  to- 
morrow the  King  examines  his  books,  and 
the  next  day  I — hang  !  " 

The  King's  hand  was  on  mine,  to  stop 
me  before  the  last  word  was  out ;  but  his 
touch  came  too  late.  As  it  rang  through 
the  room  one  of  the  curtains  before  us 
was  twitched  aside,  and  a  face  glared  out, 
so  ghastly  and  drawn  and  horror-stricken 
that  few  would  have  known  it  for  that  of 
the  wealthy  fennier  who  had  grown  sleek 
and  fat  on  the  King's  revenues.  I  do  not 
know  whether  he  knew  us,  or  whether, 
on  the  contrary,  he  found  this  accusation, 
so  precise,  so  accurate,  coming  from  an 
unknown  source,  still  more  terrible  than  if 
he  had  known  us ;  but  on  the  instant  he 
fell  forward  in  a  swoon. 

"  St.  Oris ! "  Henry  cried,  looking  on 
the  body  with  a  shudder,  "  You  have  killed 
him.  Grand  Master !    It  was  true,  was  it  ? 
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"  Yes,  Sire,"  I  answered.  *'  But  he  is 
not  dead,  I  think."  And  going  to  the 
window  I  whistled  for  Maignan,  who  in  a 
minute  came  to  us.  He  was  not  very 
willing  to  touch  the  man,  but  I  bade  him 
lay  him  on  the  bed  and  loosen  his  clothes 
and  throw  water  on  his  face  ;  and  presently 
M.  Fauchet  began  to  recover. 

I  stepped  a  little  aside  that  he  might 
not  see  me,  and  accordingly  the  first 
person  on  whom  his  eyes  lighted  was  the 
King,  who  had  laid  aside  his  hat  and  cloak, 
and  taken  the  terrified  and  weeping  child 
on  his  lap.  M.  Fauchet  stared  at  him 
awhile  before  he  recognised  him  ;  but  at 
last  the  trembling  man  knew  him,  and 
tottering  to  his  feet,  threw  himself  on  his 
knees,  looking  years  older  than  when  I 
had  last  seen  him  in  the  street. 

"  Sire,"  he  said  faintly,  "  I  will  make 
restitution." 

Henry  looked  at  him  gravely  and 
nodded.  "  It  is  well,"  he  said.  "  You 
are  fortunate,  M.  Fauchet ;  for  had  this 
come  to  my  ears  in  any  other  way  I  could 
not  have  spared  you.  You  will  render 
your  accounts  and  papers  to  M.  de  Sully 
to-morrow,  and  according  as  you  are  frank 
with  him  you  will  be  treated.* 

Fauchet  thanked  him  with  abject  tears, 
and  the  King  rose  and  prepared  to  leave. 
But  at  the  door  a  thought  struck  him,  and 
he  turned.  "How  long  have  you  done 
this  ? "  he  said,  indicating  the  room  by 
a  gesture,  and  speaking  in  a  gentler  tone. 

"  Three  years,  Sire,"  the  wretched  man 
answered. 

"And  how  much  have  you  distributed?'* 

**  Fifteen  hundred  crowns.  Sire.** 

The  King  cast  an  indescribable  look 
at  me,  wherein  amusement,  scorn,  and 
astonishment  were  all  blended.  "  St.  Gris! 
man  !  **  he  said,  shrugging  his  shoulders 
and  drawing  in  his  breath  sharply,  "  you 
think  God  is  as  easily  duped  as  the  King  ! 
I  wish  I  could  think  so.** 

He  did  not  speak  again  until  we  were 
halfway  back  to  the  Louvre,  when  he 
opened  his  mouth  to  announce  his  inten- 
tion of  rewarding  me  with  a  tithe  of  the 
money  recovered.  It  was  duly  paid  to  me, 
and  I  bought  with  it  part  of  the  outlying 
lands  of  Villebon — those,  I  mean,  which 
extend  towards  Chartres.  The  rest  of  the 
money,  notwithstanding  all  my  efforts,  was 
wasted  here  and  there,  Pimentel  winning 
thirty  thousand  crowns  of  the  King  that 
year.  But  the  discovery  led  to  others  of  a 
similar  character,  and  eventually  set  me 
on  the  track  of  a  greater  offender,  M. 
TArgentier,  whom  I  brought  to  justice  a 
few  months  later. 


SONG 


DORINOA'S  Sparkling  wiT  and  «yes 
UniUd   cas'    too     fierce    a    I'^ht, 

Wfiich  Uaz«9  ^h,but  ^ulcSly  dies, 
T^in«    not   iKe   h«ai>t,  buf  hurt*  rtit   •i£f>l 


Love  IB  B  eal-nwr  ,  ^antler   joy," 

Smoofh    are    hi'a   looUs,snrf   soft  hi&  paoe^ 
Her  Gupid  15  a   blocWuard    boy, 

"  "ikTull  in  your  f.w. 


That  . 
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MR.  WILLIAM   .MORRIS  Al    THE   KELJLSCOTT   PRESS. 


EVERYBODY  knows,  or  ought  to 
know,  Kelmstott  House,  the  great 
plain  whito  house  facing  the  river  at 
Hammersmitli.  which  is  Mr.  Morris's 
town  abode.  K\'i-n  those  who  have  never 
heard  of  the  little  grey-stone  manor  house 
on  the  far-away  headwaters  of  the  Thames, 
whence  comes  the  name,  now  made 
familiar  through  his  affection  to  so  much 
of  the  world  as  is  moved  by  beauty. 
Kelmscott  House  is  associated  with  every 
one  of  the  fields  of  Mr.  Morris's  super- 
human activity,  was  the  birthplace  of  ihe 
celebrated  Hammersmith  carpets,  and  for 
a  long  while  the  virtual  centre  of  the 
English  Socialist  movement.  In  one  or 
another  way,  there  arc  but  few  among 
those  who  read  or  think  or  care  for  art 
to  whom  it  is  altogether  unknown.  But 
everj-body  does  not  know,  even  among 
those  who  cherish  the  productions  of  the 
Kelmscott  Press  among  their  most  sacred 
treasures,  that  the  Press  also  finds  its 
home  upon  the  Upper  Mall,  but  a  few 
doors  east  away  from  Kelmscott  House. 
As  will  be  seen  from  our  Illustration,  the 
Press  is  housed  in  what  was  once  a 
family  mansion,  that  has  long  since  fallen 
upon  unprosperous  days,  has  lobt  its  view 
of  the  river,  been  shouldered  into  the 
background  by  waterside  cottages,  and  is 
now  split  unequally  to  serve  productive 
purposes. 

I  found  Mr.  Morris  in  his  study  at 
Kelmscott  House,  surrounded  by  his 
books — literally  so,  for  the  walls  are  lined 


the  whole  way  round  with  crowded  shelves. 
Before  him  lay  a  pile  of  proof-sheets  of 
most  imposing  appearance— great  folio 
pages,  many  of  them  with  woodcuts  and 
marvellous  borders,  which  proved  to  be 
part  of  the  magnificent  edition  of  Chaucer 
Mr.  Morris  is  preparing.  When  these 
had  been  carefully  read  through  and 
plentifully  marked,  the  "  master- printer " 
notified  that  he  was  about  to  take  them 
into  the  Press  and  personally  see  that  his 
directions  were  properly  carried  out.  I 
gladly  accepted  his  invitation  to  "go 
along  too,"  coupling  my  acceptance  with 
a  promise  not  to  bother  him  with  questions 
until  he  gave  me  leave. 

There  is  almost  nothing  to  describe  in 
the  Press  itself.  Nothing  whatever  which 
allows  of  eloquent  word  -  painting.  No 
splendour  of  architecture  or  lavishness  of 
ornament.  No  intricate  machinery.  No 
triumph  of  modern  invention  or  engineer- 
ing skill.  The  only  motor  is  human 
muscle,  and  the  appliances  upon  which  it 
acts  are  of  the  ver>'  simplest  description. 
In  fact,  the  one  thing  which  most 
forcibly  strikes  the  visitor  is  the  utter 
simplicity  of  the  means  employed  to 
produce  so  much  beauty.  There  is  nothing 
whatever  in  the  whole  place  that  could 
puzzle  Caxton  himself  were  he  to  happen 
in.  Indeed,  after  about  twenty  minutes 
spent  in  realising  the  advantages  gained 
by  the  use  of  metal  instead  of  wood — in 
the  frames  of  the  presses  and  elsewhere — 
any  one  of  the  old  vra*w*>  ■wx'.'i^^^^^  "-ciisi 
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place  and  resume  the  practice  of  his  craft, 
were  he  allowed  to  reincarnate  himself 
and  come  here. 

By-thc-way,  upon  one  detail  of  liis 
craft  he  would  have  to  spi:nd  mori; 
than  twenty  minutc-s — the  handling  of 
an  ink-roller  instead  of  his  accustomed 
dabber.      Simple  as   it  looks  wh^n  ilom- 


found  him  a  |ierfi-ct  "  subject,"  despite  his 
preoccupation  wiih  the  technical  details 
of  the  work  In-fore  him,  and  that  his 
kindness  and  patimce  in  explaining  the 
recondite  mystiriis  of  artistic  typography 
could  not  have  been  surpassed.  I  came 
away  at  last,  fciliiig  as  ihough  I  could 
pass  a  pretty  stiff  examination  in  the   art 


by  an  expert,  the  proper  roll  and  swing 
is  not  acquired  in  twenty  minutes :  (xptrto 

crrd(. 

As  we  went  from  room  to  room. 
inspected  the  press-work,  questioned  the 
compositors,  and  stood  by  the  "  stone " 
watching  the  wonderful  '"  weepers "  and 
"  bloomers  "  assume  their  proper  positions 
on  the  page,  I  found  that  to  keep  my 
promise  was  altogether  out  of  my  power, 
and  plied  Mr.  ftlorris  with  questions.  I 
must  do  him  the  justice   to   say  that  I 


anil  mystery  of  printing.     Though  I   don't 
feel  so  conlidcnt  now. 

I  quickly  found  that  the  Kelmscott 
Press,  like  most  important  institution*— 
among  which  it  maj'  by  this  time  claim  to 
stand  —  has  a  history  which  dates  from 
some  time  before  it  actually  came  into 
being.  Tt  was  not  until  1888  that  Mr. 
Morris  first  turned  his  attention  to  the 
possibilities  of  modern  printing.  Until 
then,  though  he  had  always  been  a  lover 
and  a  buyer  of  beautiful  books,  it  does  not 
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HATE  THE  DREADFUL 
HOLLOWBEHINDTHE 
LITTLE  WOOD.ITSLIPS 
[N  THE  FIELD  ABOVE 
ARE  DABBLED  WITH 
BLOOD-RED  HEATH,  « 
THE  RED-RIBB'D  LEDG- 
ESDRIPWITHASILENT 
HORROR  OF  BLOOD,  & 
AECHO  THERE,  WHAT- 
■  EVERISASK'DHER,AN. 
SWERS  DEATH. 


j^FOR THERE  INTHE GHASTLY 
PIT  LONG  SINCE  A  BODY  WAS 
FOUND,  HIS  WHO  HAD  GIVEN 
MELIFE:OFATHER!OGOD!WAS 
IT  WELL?  MANGLED  AND  FLAT- 
TENED AND  CRUSH'D  AND  DINT. 
ED  INTO  THE  GROUND:  THERE 
YET  LIES  THE  ROCK  THAT  FELL 
WITH  HIM  WHEN  HE  FELL. 
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seem  to  have  occurred  to  him  to  spend 
tiiM  and  trouble  upon  the  printing  of  his 
ovtH  works ;  **  but  that  was  in  the  days  of 
ignorance."  Printing  remained  among 
the  extremely  small  number  of  decorative 
drts  which  he  had  not  mastered  and  prac- 
tised. As  may  be  seen  from  his  **  Odyssey," 
published  in  1887,  there  is  nothing  dis- 
tinctive or  personal  in  the  appearance  of 
his  books.  Of  course,  their  printing  is  good 
of  its  kind  ;  type  and  paper  and  relativity 
of  type  to  page  have  been  thought  of, 
**  though  I  sinned  in  the  matter  of  large- 
paper  copies."  When  all  is  said  in  their 
favour  that  can  be,  they  remain  respectable 
specimens  of  the  *'  printing  of  the  market- 
place," and  nothing  more. 

In  1888  came  the  first  exhibition  held 
by  the  Arts  and  Crafts  Exhibition  Society, 
in  the  preparation  of  which  Mr.  Morris 
took  a  leading  part.  In  that  Exhibition 
was  included  a  selection  of  modern  book- 
printing  and  woodcuts.  Prefacing  the 
catalogue  were  a  number  of  essays,  each 
dealing  with  some  art  or  craft  from  the 
point  of  view  of  a  practical  worker.  That 
which  treated  of  printing  was  written  by 
Mr.  Emery  Walker,  who  also  delivered  a 
technical  lecture  upon  the  same  subject 
during  the  course  of  the  Exhibition,  illus- 
trating his  remarks  by  means  of  lantern- 
slides.  Alike  in  the  preparation  of  his 
essay  and  lecture,  as  in  the  selection  of  his 
slides,  Mr.  Walker  had  the  advice  and 
assistance  of  Mr.  Morris,  from  books  in 
whose  possession,  indeed,  a  large  number 
of  the  photographs  were  taken.  Many 
and  long  continued  were  the  conferences 
a  deux  held  for  the  purpose  of  **  talking 
type,"  and,  as  they  almost  invariably  took 
place  in  that  book  -  lined  work  -  room 
already  alluded  to,  there  was  no  lack 
of  examples  with  which  to  enforce  a 
point  or  uphold  an  argument.  PVom 
Schweynheim  and  Pannartz  to  Miller  and 
Richard,  from  Gutenberg  to  the  Chiswick 
Press,  the  discussions  ranged  over  all  that 
had  been  or  could  be  done  in  designing, 
making,  and  setting  type,  in  the  propor- 
tion and  presswork  of  the  printed  page. 
Needless  to  say  that  modern  printing,  apart 
from  the  work  of  the  Chiswick  Press  and 
a  very  few  others,  came  in  for  wholesale 
condemnation.  One  outcome  of  the  dis- 
cussions was  a  belief  on  the  part  of  Mr. 
Morris  that  even  modem  printing  under 
commercial  conditions  and  the  domination 
of  the  machine  need  not  be  so  unutterably 
bad  as  it  was.  And  he  determined  to  show 
cause  for  his  belief,  and  to  demonstrate 
what  might  be  brought  about  by  a  little 
thought  and  patience. 


In  the  second  Arts  and  Crafts  Exhibi- 
tion (1889)  there  was  shown  a  copy  of  his 
then  latest  work,  "The  House  of  the 
Wolfings,"  specially  printed  under  his 
direction  by  the  Chiswick  Press.  In  this, 
as  compared  with  any  of  its  predecessors, 
the  change  is  great  and  obvious.  The 
type  in  which  it  is  printed  has  since 
become  familiar  to  the  reading  public 
from  having  been  used  in  several  of  the 
best  printed  books  of  recent  years,  but 
was  then  a  comparative  novelty.  It  is 
founded  upon  a  Basel  type  of  the  sixteenth 
century,  and  is  the  exclusive  property  of 
the  Chiswick  Press.  The  character  of  the 
type,  the  size,  colour,  and  quality  of  the 
paper,  the  proportions  of  the  page  and  the 
relativity  of  the  two  pages  in  an  opening, 
were  all  carefully  thought  over  and  deter- 
mined. As  for  the  titlepage,  with  its 
solid  title  and  specially  written  piece  of 
verse,  device  and  motto  in  one,  it  offended 
in  almost  every  detail  against  some 
accepted  typographical  superstition.  In 
the  "Roots  of  the  Mountains"  (1890), 
the  change  has  gone  further  still.  Type, 
paper,  and  page-proportion  all  show  a 
further  change,  and  the  time-honoured 
headline  has  disappeared  in  favour  of  a 
shoulder  -  note,  while  the  pages  are 
numbered  in  the  middle  of  the  tail- 
margin  instead  of  in  the  usual  top  comer. 
The  page  has  gained  immensely  in  solidity 
and  a  look  of  completeness.  It  is  difficult 
to  see  what  more  could  have  been  done 
with  the  means  at  disposal. 

By  this  time  the  craft  of  printing  had 
thoroughly  taken  hold  of  Mr.  Morris  and 
aroused  him  to  the  mastery  of  its  tech- 
nique. Having  got  as  far  as  even  the 
Chiswick  Press  would  carr}'  him,  there  was 
nothing  for  it  but  to  set  to  work  upon  his 
own  account.  **  I  thought  it  would  be 
nice  to  have  a  book  or  two  one  cared  for 
printed  in  the  way  one  would  like  to  see 
them." 

The  first  essential  was  a  fount  of  type 
which  should  combine  the  beauty  of  the 
types  used  by  the  old  printers  with  a 
certain  regard  for  readability  by  modem 
eyes.  And  this  Mr.  Morris  set  himself  to 
design.  In  weaving  or  woodcutting,  both 
of  which  crafts  he  mastered  long  ago, 
there  stil!  sur\-ived  at  the  time  of  his 
pupilage  a  certain  amount  of  old  tradition. 
It  was  possible  to  find  men  still  at  work 
in  those  crafts  whose  methods  and  train- 
ing were  those  of  a  period  antedating  the 
reign  of  steam.  But  in  the  designing  of 
type  there  was  nothing  of  the  kind. 

**  It  *s  curious  enough  when  you  come 
to  think  of  it,"  said  Mr.  Morris,  "what 
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happened  with  printing.  It  was  bom 
full  grown  and  perfect,  but  began  to 
deteriorate  almost  at  once.  For  one 
thing,  of  course,  it  was  invented  just  at 

the  end  of  the  mediseval  period,  when 
everything  was  already  pretty  far  gone. 
And  its  histoiy,  as  a  whole,  has  practically 
coincided  with  the  growth  of  the  com- 
mercial system,  the  requirements  of  which 


letters.  It  must  not  be  laterally  com- 
pressed, and  its  thicks  and  thins  must  not 
show  the  contrast  which  in  its  extreme 
form  has  so  much  to  do  with  the  "  swelter- 
ing hideousness"  of  the  Bodoni  letter, 
"  the  most  illegible  type  that  was  ever 
cut."  Upon  all  these  points  there  are 
elaborate  rules  which  are  accepted  by 
the  ordinary  type -designer.      "But,"  said 


have  been  fatal,  so  far  as  beauty  is  con- 
cerned, to  anything  which  has  come  within 
its  scope." 

In  default  of  a  living  tradition,  there 
was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  go  back  to 
the  fountain-head,  or  as  near  to  it  as 
might  be,  and  start  thence  afresh.  As 
the  type  was  to  be  aimed  at  modem  eyes, 
it  must  be  "roman."  As  it  was  to  be 
clear  and  easy  to  read,  as  well  as  beau- 
tiful, it  must  be  properly  placed  upon  its 
"body,"  so  as  to  show  a  definite  pro- 
portion  of  white  between  each  pair  of 


Mr.  Morris,  "  they  are  merely  mechanical 
rules,  not  the  living  traditions  of  a  craft ; 
and,  what 's  more,  they  're  all  exasper- 
atingly  wrong,  and  prescribe  exactly  the 
reverse  of  what  they  ought  to,  Thej-  seem 
to  have  been  made  by  mathematicians  or 
engineers,  certainly  not  by  artists."  The 
various  requirements  of  a  really  good  type 
received  the  fullest  existing  fulfilment  in 
the  "generous  and  logical  designs  of  the 
fifteenth  century  Venetian  printers,  at  the 
head  of  whom  stands  Nicholas  jenM 
Jensen  carried  the  development  of  ron 
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about  as  far  as  it  can  go.  I  must  say 
that  I  consider  his  roman  type  to  be  the 
best  and  clearest  ever  struck,  and  a 
fitting  starting-point  for  a  possible  new 
departure." 

Upon  the  type  used  by  Jenson,  then, 
Mr.  Morris  set  to  work,  and  patiently 
analysed  it  until  he  "  got  the  bones  of  it 
in  his  head,"  or,  in  other  words,  had 
mastered  the  principles  upon  which  the 


completed,  and  towards  the  end  of  1890 
actual  work  was  begun. 
At    this    time  the  entire  staif  of  the 

Kelmscott  Press  consisted  of  one  man  and 
a  very  small  boy,  and  it  was  housed  in  a 
tiny  cottage.  In  violent  contrast  with  the 
size  of  the  establishment  was  that  of  the 
first  book  it  embarked  upon.  No  less  an 
undertaking  than  the  priming  of  "  The 
Golden    Legend"    of    William    Caxton, 


old  designer  had  worked.  Not  that  other 
designers  of  the  "  great  period,"  more 
especially  Rossi,  were  by  any  means 
neglected.  When  these  principles  had 
been  discovered  and  abstracted,  they 
had  to  be  modified  into  accordance  with 
the  special  aims  which  Wr.  Morris  had  stt 
before  him,  and  necessarily  underwent  a 
further  modification  in  the  process  through 
the  influence  of  his  individual  taste  and 
habits  of  work.  As  fast  as  the  letters  were 
designed  they  were  handed  over  to  the 
punch-cutter.  As  fast  as  the  punches 
could  be  cut  and  the  matrices  made  the 
types  were  cast.      The  fount  was  rapidly 


ultimately  published  iu  September  i8gi 
in  three  large  quarto  volumes,  containing 
altogether  about  thirteen  hundred  pages. 
This  was  edited  and  seen  through  the  press 
by  Mr.  F.  S.  Ellis.  From  the  fact  of  its 
having  been  first  used  upon  "  The  Golden 
Legend,"  the  roman  type  has  always  since 
been  known  as  "the  (jolden."  This,  by- 
the-way,  once  led  a  country  bookseller 
into  advertising  one  of  the  Kelmscott 
Press  books  as  "  printed  from  golden 
type."  On  another  occasion  the  editor 
of  an  American  trade  magazine  remarked 
that  "for  all  he  could  see"  the  books 
might  just  as  well  have  been  ^nn.twi.^v»& 
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ordinary  type-metal !  For  similar  reasons 
the  two  black-letter  founts  designed  later 
on  by  Mr.  IMorris  have  received  the  names 
of  the  "Troy"  and  the  ''Chaucer." 

Although  Mr.  Morris  had  started  the 
Press  purely  for  his  own  pleasure,  in  order 
to  see  what  he  could  do  as  a  printer  and  in 
order  to  have  a  few  copies  of  his  favourite 
books  printed  after  his  own  fashion,  and 
had  no  idea  to  begin  with  that  any  demand 
would  exist  for  such  things,  he  speedily 
found  that  it  would  be  impossible  to  main- 
tain the  Press  as  a  private  toy  even  had  he 
desired  to  do  so.  The  growing  dissatis- 
faction with  machine  work,  and  the  desire 
for  that  in  the  doing  of  which  the  hand  of 
the  craftsman  has  had  free  ]>lay — a  dis- 
satisfaction and  a  desire  with  the  creation 
of  which  Mr.  Morris  himself  has  had  as 
much  as  any  living  man  to  do — had  gone 
far  enough,  even  among  book-buyers,  to 
create  a  demand  for  his  books  as  soon  as 
he  was  known  to  be  at  work  upon  them. 
Man  after  man  was  added  to  the  staff  until 
the  little  cottage  could  hold  no  more,  when 
the  Press  was  comi)elled  to  migrate  into 
its  present  home.  And  still  it  waxes 
larger,  and  has  again  outgrown  its  shell. 
The  offices,  readers'  and  store  rooms,  and 
one  press,  are  housed  elsewhere. 

Having  got  his  type,  there  was  the  paper 
and  the  ink,  to  say  nothing  of  the  binding, 
to  be  thought  of.  I  i)ass  over  the  troubles 
Mr.  Morris  met  with,  only  noting  that  they 
were  very  great,  before  he  found  a  paper- 
maker  who  eoukl  make  for  him  the  paper 
he  wanted,  or  an  inkmaker  who  could 
come  up  to  his  requirements.  The  type 
he  had,  and  the  ornaments  he  could  design, 
and  for  them  an  engraver  was  at  hand  in 
his  friend  Mr.  W.  II.  Hooper;  but  for  the 
ink  and  |)aper  he  had  to  go  to  others  and 
get  them  to  carry  out  his  wishes.  When 
it  came  to  printing  some  copies  of  the 
"  (jlittering  Plain"  u|)on  vellum,  there 
was  even  more  difficulty  than  over  the 
paper.  However,  even  that  was  managed 
without  having  to  go  to  the  length  of 
stonning  the  Vatican  and  robbing  the 
Pope,  '*  who  buys  up  the  better  part  of 
the  best  vellum  going." 

The  "  (jlittering  Plain,"  a  romance  by 
Mr.  Morris  himself,  was  the  second  book 
put  in  hand,  but  the  first  published,  being 
finished,  as  the  colophon  declares,  on 
April  4,  1 89 1 .  Two  hundred  copies  only 
were  printed  on  paper,  and  six  on  vellum. 
It  was  followed  in  September  by  Mr. 
Morris's  **  Poems  bv  the  Wav,"  of  which 
three  hundred  paper  and  thirteen  vellum 
were  printed.  In  this  book  the  shoulder- 
notes,    refrains,  etc.,  are   printed  in  red, 


the  "  Glittering  Plain "  having  been 
wholly  in  black.  These  books,  as  most 
of  their  successors  have  been,  were  fully 
subscribed  and  at  a  premium  long  before 
they  were  ready  for  delivery.  *'  I  am 
afraid,"  said  Mr.  Morris,  **  that  the  *  fore- 
stallers  and  regraters*  got  most  of  the 
benefit ;  but  although  I  jdon't  like  that,  I 
don't  see  what  *s  to  be  done  to  alter  it  as 
things  are." 

In  May  1892  the  Kelmscott  Press  had 
risen  to  the  height  of  a  printed  list  of  its 
productions,  in  which,  under  the  heading 
of  '*  Books  Already  Printed,"  appear  Mr. 
Wilfrid  Blunt' s  "  Love  Lyrics  and  Songs 
of  Proteus,"  Mr.  Ruskin's  **  Nature  of 
(^othic,"  and  Mr.  Morris's  own  "Defence 
of  Gucnevere"  and  "  Dream  of  John  Ball." 
Copies  of  this  list  itself  are  now  eagerly 
sought  for  by  collectors,  and  arc  the  more 
prized  for  the  fact  that  they  differ  from  all 
subsequent  issues  in  being  printed  on  the 
inside  pages  only  of  the  half-sheet,  with- 
out half-title  or  anything  else  upon  the 
outside. 

A  glance  at  the  latest  list  shows  that 
the  tale  of  completed  work  done  by  the 
Kelmscott  Press  runs  up  to  thirty  separate 
works,  ranging  between  the  giant  **  Golden 
Legend "  and  the  tinv  **  Gothic  Archi- 
tecture."  Of  the  latter,  by-the-way,  there 
were  nearly  sixteen  hundred  copies  sold, 
and  even  then  there  was  a  cry  for  more. 
( )f  the  books  already  printed  the  greater 
number  are  hopelessly  out  of  print.  A  few 
cc^pies  each  of  about  a  dozen  of  them  are, 
however,  still  within  the  reach  of  the 
happy  mortal  whose  gold-lined  i)ockets 
allow  him  to  covet  them. 

**  And  which  of  them  all  were  you  most 
interested  in,  Mr.  Morris  ?  " 

"  Whichever  I  had  in  hanil  at  any  given 
moment.  You  see  each  of  them  has  its 
own  individuality,  and  one  was  interested 
in  all  of  them  from  one  point  of  view  or 
another.  There  are  what  I  will  call  for 
the  moment  the  archaeological  books, 
the  Caxtons  :  *  The  Golden  Legend,' 
'  The  Recuyell,'  '  (iodefrcy  of  Bolo3me,' 
and  '  Reynard  the  Foxc.'  They  have  a 
common  interest  as  coming  from  Caxton 
and  as  belonging  to  that  curic^us  period  in 
the  history  of  the  English  language  when 
the  old  had  hopelessly  gone  to  pieces  and 
the  new  had  not  yet  fonnulated  itself.  And 
then,  besides  all  that,  as  history  or  as  stor)'- 
book,  they  have  all  of  them  a  particular 
value.  The  little  *  Psalmi  Penitentiales ' 
has  not  only  an  archaE?ological  but  a  ver}* 
high  literar}*  value.  Quite  different 
interests  attach,  of  course,  to  the  modem 
books,    such     as     Ruskin's    *  Nature    of 
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Gothic,'  Swinburne's  'Atalanta/  Tenny- 
son's *  Maud/  and  Rossetti's  *  Ballads 
and  Narrative  Poems '  and  *  Sonnets  and 
Lyrical  Poems.'  In  all  these  cases  one 
was  glad  to  have  the  opportunity  of 
putting  good  work  into  a  shape  that 
seemed  worthy  of  it.  Then  there  are 
the  illustrated  books.  The  'Story  of 
the  Glittering  Plain,'  with  woodcuts  by 
Mr.  Walter  Crane,  has  already  been 
published.  '  The  Well  at  the  World's 
End,'  with  woodcuts  by  Mr.  A.  J.  Gaskin, 
is  nearly  ready.  And  the  biggest  under- 
taking on  which  the  Press  has  yet 
embarked — the  folio  Chaucer,  which  will 
contain  nearly  eighty  woodcuts,  designed 
by  Sir  Edward  Bume- Jones.  Indeed,  vou 
may  say  that  I  am  deeply  interested  in 
everything  I  do.  And  for  the  sufficiently 
good  reason  that  I  don't  do  anything 
that  doesn't  interest  me  in  one  way  or 
another." 

The  Chaucer,  which  is  the  most 
important  work  immediately  in  hand,  and 
to  which  I  have  before  alluded,  will  be 
certainly  the  most  magnificent  book  ever 
produced  on  an  English  press.  But  I 
hesitate  to  say  much  about  it,  lest  I  should 
arouse  desires  which  it  is  impossible  to 
gratify,  inasmuch  as  every  copy  is  sold, 
six  months  before  its  possible  completion. 
It  is  being  edited  by  Mr.  F.  S.  Ellis. 
Next  in  order  of  the  larger  works  that  are 
in  preparation    come    *'  The    Tragedies, 


Histories,  and  Comedies  of  William 
Shakespeare,"  edited  by  Dr.  F.  J.  Furni- 
vdl,  and  "The  Cronycles  of  Syr  John 
Froissart,"  reprinted  from  Pynson's  edition 
of  Lord  Bemers'  translation  and  edited 
by  Mr.  Halliday  Sparling.  The  Shake- 
speare will  be  in  several  small  quarto 
volumes,  and  the  Froissart  in  two  folio 
volumes  with  armorial  borders,  designed 
by  Mr.  Morris,  and  including  the  devices 
of  the  more  important  personages  who 
figure  in  its  pages. 

Among  the  other  books  in  preparation 
are  selections  from  the  poems  of  Cole- 
ridge and  Herrick,  the  poems  of  Mr. 
Theodore  Watts,  the  romance  of  "  Syr 
Perceval "  from  the  Thornton  Manuscript, 
and  a  new  prose  romance,  **  Child 
Christopher,"  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  Morris 
himself.  Mr.  Morris  is  also  preparing 
for  publication  an  annotated  catalogue  of 
his  own  wonderful  collection  of  woodcut- 
books,  early  printed  books  and  manu- 
scripts, which  is  to  be  illustrated  with 
over  fifty  facsimiles. 

The  Tenth  Commandment  was  nowhere 
as  I  bowed  myself  out,  after  that  long 
tete-a-tete  amid  books  and  books  and 
books,  especially  after  it  had  been  inter- 
rupted by  Mrs.  Sparling  (Miss  May  Morris), 
who  came  to  show  her  father  a  lovely  piece 
of  embroidery  of  her  design,  intended  for 
the  adornment  of  his  bed  -  chamber  at 
Kelmscott.  A.  B. 
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OU  needn't   have  got  ihem,   for    I    won't 
them,"  said  Madge. 
Then    I  must  speak  to  your  papa,"  said  the 

The  strong  sunlight  was  kept  out  of  the  pleasant 
1  high  up  in  the  big  luxurious  London  house 
by  slanting  sun-blinds,  which  made  the  light  sub- 
dued and  rosy.  There  were  flowers  in  the  window- 
hexes,  the  geraniums  and  lobelias  and  calceo- 
larias which  symbolise  the  height  of  the  London 
season  in  the  window-boxes  of  the  Best  People 
and  many  others.  There  were  birds  in  a  cage,  a  fox-terrier  on  the  hearth-rug,  and 
photographs  of  a  favourite  pony  from  various  points  of  view  on  the  mantelpiece.  On 
the  walls  hung  a  few  good  engravings  of  some  well-known  modern  pictures, 
chiefly  those  by  the  more  celebrated  painters  of  animals.  The  room  suggested  not 
so  much  a  schoolroom — which  it  was— as  a  handsome  boudoir^the  boudoir  of 
a  young  lady  of  probably  rather  sporting  tastes.  There  were  certainly  books,  but 
they  were  not  prominently  displayed,  and  there  was  a  grand  piano,  but  it  was  wont  to 
resound  more  frequently  to  the  praiseworthy  performances  of  the  Fraulein  than  to 
those  of  her  pupil.  Madge  preferred  riding  to  practising,  and  the  pursuit  of  her  own 
inclinations,  generally,  to  that  of  the  fine  arts  in  any  form.  She  was  a  handsome, 
resolute-looking  girl  of  fifteen,  with  abundant  light-brown  hair  still  falling  over 
her  shoulders,  with  a  figure  upright,  and  promising  beauty  but  as  yet  unformed, 
and  a  fair  complexion  which  stood  the  contact  of  her  bright  pink  gingham  summer 
frock  with  an  impunity  only  possible  to  the  tints  of  youth.  In  an  attitude  expressive 
of  rebellion,  with  her  mutinous  face  Instinct  with  contempt  and  dislike,  Madge  was 
engaged  in  her  favourite  occupation  of  defying  the  governess. 

"You  needn't  have  got  them,"  she  repeated,  referring  to  a  parcel  of  beautiful, 
most  delicately  tinted  French  kid  gloves  which  lay  half-opened  on  the  table,  "  for 
1  won't  wear  them — ridiculous,  nasty,  sticky,  useless  things  ;  and  a  size  too  small, 
of  course  I" 

The  size  and  texture  of  her  gloves,  the  length  of  her  dresses,  the  manner  in  which 
her  hair  should  be  "put  up,"  these  were  points  upon  which  Madge  occupied,  at 
present,  the  proud  attitude  of  a  free  individuality  rebelling  against  a  social  tyranny. 
It  was  a  matter  of  long-standing  argument  that  she  should,  when  in  town,  wear  neat 
and  dainty  gloves,  of  a  proper  size  and  fit,  that  she  should  wear  her  skirts  below  her 
ankles,  and  that  she  should  allow  her  charming  silky  tresses  to  be  coiled  up  about 
her  head  in  the  prevailing  fashion  of  the  day.  But  these  had  been  matters  of  argument 
quite  in  vain.  Madge  continued  to  wear  dogskin  gloves  a  size  too  large,  to  have  her 
skirts  abbreviated  according  to  her  own  ideas  of  comfort  and  convenience,  and  to 
toss  her  long,  bright  hair,  as  she  had  always  done,  about  her  girlish  shoulders.  In 
vain  the  Fraulein  protested— her  arguments  ending  always  with  the  "  I  must  tell  your 
papa" — of  an  incapable  authority  appealing  for  support  to  something  hii^VAt  v^co.-^ 
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itself.  The  daughter  of  John  Musgrave, 
of  Arlington  Street,  had  a  will  of  her  own, 
quite  worthy  of  the  heiress  of  a  million- 
aire. 

The  father,  meanwhile,  so  often  and  so 
despairingly  appealed  to  by  the  stout  and 
distraught  Fraulein,  the  expensive  and 
highly  responsible  instructress  of  his  only 
child,  sat  this  morning,  as  on  most  other 
mornings  of  his  life,  in  his  library  down- 
stairs, alone.  Much  of  John  Musgrave's 
home  life  was  necessarily  lived  alone.  The 
wife,  who  should  have  shared  it,  had  left 
him  years  ago,  a  most  guilty  woman. 
When  Madge  was  but  three  years  old — 
down  the  very  stairs  of  this  great  house, 
on  which  the  little  feet  of  the  baby 
daughter  had  but  newly  learned  to  toddle, 
had  slipped  the  mother,  betrayed  and 
betraying,  to  join  her  paramour.  It  had 
been  a  disgraceful  business,  but  it  was  an 
old  story  now.  Her  pictured  face,  smiling 
and  beautiful,  had  been  banished  from  the 
wall  for  thirteen  years  and  more.  He 
had  tried  to  banish  the  face  itself  from  his 
memory  as  he  had  banished  the  picture 
from  its  place,  but  he  could  not  do  it.  It 
confronted  him  and  haunted  him  in  the 
daughter  she  had  left, — in  Madge,  who 
was  growing  up,  and  who  looked  at  him 
out  of  her  mother's  eyes— too  often  her 
mother's  cold  and  angry  eyes. 

Madge !  He  did  not  know  whether 
the  presence  of  this  young  creature,  the 
knowledge  of  this  new  life  growing  up 
under  the  shelter  of  his  own,  was  more  of 
a  joy  to  him  or  of  a  terror  and  a  torment. 
The  older  she  grew,  the  more  difficult 
became  the  problem  of  her  up-bringing 
and  her  destiny.  Money  lavished  on  her 
education,  her  accomplishments,  her 
pleasures,  was  not  enough,  he  knew. 
There  was  much  that  money  could  not  do 
that  should  be  done  for  this  motherless 
girl.  He  himself,  partly  from  disinclina- 
tion, partly  from  want  of  knowledge 
what  to  do,  could  not  do  much.  The 
demands  upon  his  time  of  business,  of 
the  colossal  industry  of  which  he  was  the 
hereditary  head  and  representative,  and 
of  pleasure — for  he  was  a  man  upon  whom 
the  gay  world  laid  many  claims— left  him 
but  little  time  for  the  companionship  of 
a  daughter  of  fifteen.  Sometimes  on 
Saturday  afternoons  he  would  take  her 
for  a  walk,  to  a  picture  gallery,  perhaps, 
or  to  the  Zoo.  He  was  proud  of  her 
when,  well  turned  out,  her  pretty  hair 
floating  over  her  shoulders,  her  slim,  up- 
right young  figure  in  its  pretty  girlish 
coat — she  walked    beside  him   with    her 


demure  step,  her  indisputable  air  of  lady- 
hood. But  even  these  occasions  he 
dreaded — dreaded  the  chance  meetings 
with  acquaintances  who,  while  they 
stopped  to  speak  to  him,  looked  curiously 
at  the  young  girl.  **  That  woman's  child,'* 
so,  it  seemed  to  him,  they  must  be  saying  to 
themselves  ;  that  woman  who  had  dragged 
his  name  through  the  gutters  of  the 
Divorce  Court,  and  left  to  her  daughter 
that  unspeakable  heritage  of  shame.  With 
a  feeling  that  was  partly  an  intense  and 
morbid  personal  sensitiveness,  and  partly 
a  correct  notion  that  a  young  girl  should 
be  kept  in  the  background,  he  had  com- 
pletely secluded  the  child.  The  guests 
whom  he  entertained  in  his  house,  and 
even  his  most  intimate  friends,  saw  noth- 
ing of  her.  Madge  had  her  own  rooms, 
her  own  servants,  her  own  carriage,  her 
own  ponies,  which  latter  were  her  pre- 
vailing passion.  John  Musgrave,  walk- 
ing in  the  Row  of  a  summer  morning, 
would  often  turn  to  watch  with  brooding 
eyes  the  figure  of  a  girl  with  flying  hair 
upon  a  scampering  pony  careering  up  and 
down  the  ride,  and  many  of  those  with 
whom  he  walked  and  talked  were  quite 
unconscious  that  it  was  his  daughter  that 
he  turned  to  see. 

**You  must  marry  again,  you  know," 
said  the  ladies  of  his  acquaintance,  sapient 
matrons  in  high  places  with  daughters  on 
their  hands.  And  though  the  usages  of 
society  did  not  allow  them  to  say,  in  so 
many  words,  that  from  among  those 
daughters  he  might  choose  a  wife  when- 
ever he  felt  inclined  that  way,  they  made 
the  matter  quite  plain  to  him  by  other 
means.  *'You  must  marry  again,  you 
owe  it  to  your  daughter.  Who  is  to  bring 
that  girl  out  for  you  ?  Of  course  you 
must  marry  again."  So  they  were  always 
saying. 

Was  it  of  his  marriage  that  he  thought, 
on  this  morning  of  a  London  June,  sitting 
alone  in  the  darkened  room  of  the  great, 
costly  London  house  ?  Not  quite ;  and 
yet  the  subject  uppermost  in  his  mind 
was  not  altogether  unallied  with  the  sub- 
ject of  his  marriage.  One  among  the 
photographs  which,  after  the  fashion  of 
the  day,  crowded  his  mantelpiece  was  that 
of  a  beautiful  woman  in  court  dress.  He 
was  looking  at  it  intently.  Nothing  could 
have  been  more  graceful  than  the  pose, 
than  the  outline  of  her  charming  shoul- 
ders and  the  poise  of  her  head ;  nothing 
more  lovely  than  her  profile  with  its  soft, 
dreaming  smile.  One  of  the  favourite 
beauties     of    the    London     season — the 
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■reatest  beauty  of  many  seasons,  whom 
wople  crowded  to  see  as  she  passed  down 
i  room.  He  took  the  photograph  down 
rom  its  place  and  looked  at  it.  His  face, 
pith  its  expression  of  a  coldness  half  of 


"Shall  I?— or  shall  1  not?"  he  was 
saying  to  himself.  "  Sht  would  if  J 
would ;  there's  no  doubt  about  that.  I 
have  only  to  speak.  Shall  I  ?  or  shall  I 
not  ?  " 

He  threw  himself  into  a  chair,  clasped 
his  hands  behind  his  head,  and  stared  at 
the  ceiling. 

"There  would  be  the  devil  to  pay,"  he 

inking.       "  No    home    for    Madge 

e,  of  course,  and   all   the  old  hell 

raked  up  again.    And  then — 

that     stupid     fool— but 

why  the    devil   should 


oubt  and  half  of  scorn,  was  not  alto- 
«dwr  pleasant  to  see,  although  it  was 
tuutdsome  face  enoug:h. 


I  think  of  him?     Who  thought 
of   "<rf 

Then  he  began  to  think  about 
the  woman — the  woman  as  he 
knew  her — young,  beautiful, 
and  bored  —  married  to  the 
boorish  country  squire,  too 
stupid  to  realise  her  beauty  and 
its  dangers— and  driven  by  every 
impulse  of  the  age,  by  love  of 
pleasure,  by  craving  for  excite- 
ment, by  the  very  restlessness  of 
the  hour,  to  seek  distraction  for 
herself  on  any  and  every  side. 
Young,  beautiful,  and  bored  and 
poor— ah,  poorf  there  was  the 
rub  where  he  was  concerned. 
That  suspicion  which  lies,  a 
canker,  at  the  hearts  of  the  rich, 
ate  into  John  Musgrave's  nature 
too,  and  burrowed  even  at  the 
roots  of  passion.  How  much,  of 
this  woman's  obvious  impulse 
towards  himself,  was  feeling,  and 
how  much  venality?  He  knew 
her  to  be  extravagant,  and 
knew  intimately  to  what  straits 
her  love  of  luxury  had  more 
than  once  reduced  her.  Was 
she  merely  going  to  sell  herself— 
to  sell  herself  to  him  because  Vv*  '«^'*- 
rich,     and    wou\d     MnAon^x.^^'j      «vi.t\Ocv 
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her  too?  The  question  tormented  him. 
Should  he,  or  should  he  not,  take 
the  plunge?  What  would  he  gain? 
What  would  he  lose?  Would  the  gain 
counterbalance  the  loss?  He  was  no 
boy,  no  victim  of  a  first,  over-mastering 
passion.  He  was  perfectly  critical,  per- 
fectly cool ;  he  could  calculate  to  a  nicety 
the  ins  and  outs,  the//w  and  co7is  of  the 
affair.  What  impelled  him  towards  so 
momentous  a  step  at  all  ?  Merely,  that 
he  was  devoured  with  restlessness,  tired 
of  the  empty  dulness  of  his  private  life, 
reckless  with  long  brooding  upon  the 
bitter  past.  And  she  was  very,  very  fair. 
Presently  he  left  the  room  and  left  the 
house  and  drove  off  to  keep  his  many 
morning  engagements.  It  was  a  splendid 
morning  ;  London,  in  her  hour  of  brief 
June  beauty,  was  at  her  best,  and  wore 
her  most  enthralling  aspect.  As  he 
rattled  down,  behind  his  two  fine  horses, 
on  the  way  to  Knightsbridge,  he  knew 
that  the  world  could  offer  nothing  more 
brilliant,  hardly  anything  more  fair,  than 
the  scene  around  him.  The  soft  green  of 
the  Parks,  down  the  long  vista,  rose  like 
foam  and  blocked  itself  out  against  the 
dull,  yet  cloudless  blue  of  the  sky  ;  the 
early  heat,  not  yet  without  the  freshness 
of  the  morning,  made  the  air  quiver  above 
the  gray  and  red  buildings  and  the  white 
arch.  The  crowds  and  the  shops  were 
gay  ;  the  sound  of  the  horses'  feet,  the 
hum  of  wheels,  the  rattle  and  the  glitter 
of  the  harness,  the  gloss  upon  the  horses* 
coats,  the  thousand  sights  and  sounds  of 
life  lived  to  the  utmost  capacities  of  life — 
how  fine  it  all  was,  how  superb  in  its  way  I 
And  the  sight  and  sense  of  it  all  filled 
him,  as  it  fills  the  poor,  the  ambitious  and 
the  striving,  with  no  longing,  no  ache  of 
unattained  desire.  It  was  all  his.  What 
was  there  about  it  that  his  wealth  could 
not  buy — had  not  bought?  Yet  there 
was  something  that  he  wanted  that  money 
could  not  buv.  What  was  it  ?  He  did 
not  know.  He  hardly  knew  that  he 
wanted  it.  Onlv,  as  he  turned  into  the 
park  by  one  of  the  Kensington  gates  on 
his  way  home,  and  let  the  horses  step  out 
to  their  full,  spanking  pace,  he  deter- 
mined that,  just  as  at  that  moment  he 
was  letting  them  go,  so  he  would  let  him- 
self go  from  that  hour  ;  and  that  that 
night  when  he  met  the  Beauty,  as  he 
would  at  a  certain  great  ball  at  a  great 
lady's  house,  the  impulse  of  the  moment, 
and  nothing  else,  should  rule  his  fate. 

Meanwhile,  in  his  house  at  home,  up  in 


the  airy  schoolroom  with  its  sun-blinds 
and  its  flowers,  the  bickering  between 
his  daughter  and  her  governess  went  on 
merrily.  The  Fraulein  was  hot  and  cross ; 
Madge  was  also  cross,  but  provokingly 
fresh  and  cool,  although,  no  doubt,  the 
sudden  summer  heat,  throbbing^  with 
intensity  of  life,  had  something  to  do 
with  the  exacerbated  condition  of  her 
young  temper.  She  had  pushed  the  art 
of  exasperation,  which  she  cultivated  to 
a  remarkable  degree,  to  its  utmost  limits, 
and  the  Fraulein  was  on  the  verge  of 
spiteful  tears.  The  dispute  about  the 
gloves  had  long  since  merged  into  a 
dispute  about  things  in  general,  mainly 
concerned  with  **  lessons"  and  the  study 
of  geography,  at  that  moment  in  hand. 

The  Fraulein,  battered  with  long  years 
of  **governessing,"  was  no  match  for 
her  irrepressible  antagonist,  fresh  in  all 
the  vigour  and  insolence  of  youth.  Her 
patience  gave  way  at  last,  and  she  rose 
from  her  chair  with  a  flounce  and  banged 
the  book  upon  the  table. 

**  Ach  "-  -she  exclaimed  bitterly — "  1 
can  no  more !  This  is  what  I  will  no 
longer  endure.  There  will  be  a  change 
soon,  thank  Gott !  It  will  soon  be  no 
longer  the  poor  Fraulein  to  torment  and 
enrage,  you  will  soon  know  that,  miss! 
You  will  have  some  one  else  soon — and 
the  sooner  the  better,  for  me.  Wait  till 
there  is  a  fine  stepmother.  Ach  !  there 
will  be  a  change  then  !  We  will  see  who 
will  be  the  mistress  then  !  *' 

**  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  said  Madge 
haughtily,  with  something  of  her  father's 
frown  upon  her  fair,  straight  forehead. 
The  expression  on  the  governess's  face 
changed  from  one  of  rage  to  one  of 
cunning. 

**  I  mean  what  I  mean  !  "  she  said  with 
a  triumphant  leer  into  her  pupil's  face. 
*^  You  wait  and  you  will  see,  miss  .  .  . 
you  wait  and  you  will  see.  Ah — the  nice 
stepmother  !  I  know  what  I  know.  Ach 
— the  poor  little  Madge — she  does  not 
know — but  she  will  know  soon — Mein 
Gotty  yes — quite  soon  !  "  And  with  a 
succession  of  violent  nods  and  angry 
smiles,  the  outraged  governess  left  the 
room,  triumphantly  conscious  that  she 
had  launched  a  poisoned  shaft  at  her 
foe. 

The  hot  day  wore  on.  Madge  had  her 
daily  ride,  her  walk  with  her  dogs,  her 
visit  to  the  stables — all  the  usual  routine 
of  her  carefully  regulated  day.  But  she 
was  far  from  happy  or  comfortable. 
What  was   that   the    Fraulein   had   said 
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about    a  stepmother?      What  could  she  room,    large,  airy,   virginal,  with  its  pale 

mean  ?     But  it  was  not  until  night  came,  paper  and  white  hangings.     The  windows 

and  bedtime  at  the  .still  childish  hour  of  were  open  wide  to  the  warm  nig;ht  air  of 

half-past  nine  in   the  long  daylight,  that  June,  which  wafted  in  the  spicy  scent  of 

the  poison  of  that  baleful  idea  began  to  the  mignonette  in  the  china  pots  on  the 

work.  window    sills.      In    the    broad    daylight 

The    bedroom,   too,    was    a   beautiful  Madge  could  not  sleeij,  but  Vti^  K\s,v«^->.'^-«, 
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to  the  accustomed  evening    sounds — the 
muffled  roar  of  Piccadilly  in  the  distance, 
the  cries  and  voices  of  the  nearer  streets, 
the   sound   of  horses'  feet   and  whirr  of 
wheels,  and  far,  far  away,  the  jangling  of 
a  piano-organ,  now  heard,  now  lost,  now 
heard    again.       No,     Madge    could    not 
sleep,  and  could  not  lie  still,  in  the  grasp 
of  a  most  unwelcome  idea  which  would 
not  let  her  go.     What  had  the  Fraulein 
meant   by   those   dark    sayings   about    a 
stepmother?     Not    that    the    idea    of   a 
stepmother  was  new  to   Madge  ;  nurses 
and    servants  had  often    talked   of  such 
a  possibility  in  her  childish  hearing,  but 
always  vaguely,  as  of  a  most  remote  con- 
tingency.    But    the    Fraulein    with    that 
sly  look  upon   the  fat,  sallow  face  which 
Madge   hated    with    the   pettish    hate   of 
a     rebellious     schoolgirl — what     did    she 
mean  ?     Madge  could  not  know  that  she 
meant,  really, — nothing.       The    vaguest 
rumours  only  had  reached  the  Fraulein  of 
her   employer's  penchant  for   a   beautiful 
lady  in  society,  and  were  totally  uncom- 
prehended  of  that  virtuous  woman,  guile- 
less   of  the    existence  of  intrigue.      But 
Madge  knew  nothing  of  this,  and  as  the 
night  wore  on  the  hateful  idea  born    of 
the      Fraulein's      mysterious     utterances 
loomed  larger  and  larger.     The  mind  of 
childhood  has   no  powers   of  focus,    the 
nearest  object  to  its  vision  is  always  the 
largest,  ousting  everything  from  its  place. 
A  stepmother  !     Most  hateful    of  ideas  ! 
Madge  was  a  child,  but  no  simple  one. 
She  knew  perfectly  what  the  advent  of  a 
stepmother  would  mean  for  her.       Child 
though  she  was,  she  appreciated  and  held 
dear  her  position  in  her  father's  house, 
and  had  been  jealous  of  her  independence 
almost  since  her  babyhood.     She  reigned, 
and  knew   she    reigned,   and    knew   also 
that  with  the  appearance  of  a  stepmother 
that    reign    would    cease.     A    feeling  of 
desperation  was  coming  upon  her,  as  she 
tossed  and  turned  upon  her  dainty  bed, 
her  fair  face  flushed,  her  hair  all  tumbled, 
— wakeful,    miserable,   angry.     How   hot 
it  was  !     She  got  up  and  soaked  her  fore- 
head and  her  hair  in   the  cold  water  of 
her  morning   bath,    and    then    went    and 
leaned   against   the  open  window.     Cer- 
tainly, she  would  catch  cold — consumption 
perhaps— and  die  young — all  the  better  ! 
Then  they  would  be  sorry — that  hateful 
Fraulein  and  her  cruel   father.     And   at 
the  thought  of  early  death— that  favourite 
vision  of  youthful  misery — Madge's  mood 
became  a  melting  one,  and  she  began  to 
cry — tears  of  self-pity ,  of  balked  ambition, 


of  rudely  arrested,  impotent  will.  Pres- 
ently, she  crept  miserably  back  to  bed, 
and  went  on  crying  still.  And  so  passed 
the  first  **  white-night  "  of  Madge's  life. 

To  her  father  also  it  was  a  momentous 
night  enough.     While  his  daughter  tossed 
and  turned  upon   her  uneasy  little  bed, 
John  Musgrave,  in  the  balcony  of  a  great 
ballroom,    was    face    to    face    with    the 
woman   who   tempted   him.      The   most 
beautiful  woman  in  London,  people  said, 
-most   beautiful    indeed!      So   tall,    so 
dark,  so  brilliant,  with  cheeks  so  flushed, 
with  eyes  so  bright  which  neither  hid,  nor 
cared  to  hide,  the  daring  of  the  lost  spirit 
which    lit   them  ;    with   lips   upon   which 
trembled  the  words — words  which  Mus- 
grave   had   but    to    speak     to    hear    in 
answer.     She  had  never  looked  so  lovely, 
could  never,  surely,  look  so  lovely  again. 
Could  he  resist  her  ?     He  had  no  wish  to 
resist  her,  and  yet,  resistance,  hardness 
of  heart,  mockery  of  spirit  were  all  in  his 
mood  to-night.     She  could  not  move  him. 
The  sea-green  satins  of  her  dress  shim- 
mered in  the  rosy  light ;  the  diamonds  in 
her  hair  and  on  her  breast  sparkled  with 
the  countless  colours  of  the  prism.     They 
stirred  with  her  breath,  they  were  alight 
with  the  burning  light  of  her  eyes  ;  they 
seemed  a  part  of  the  living,   breathing, 
moving  beauty  of  the  woman.     But  was 
he  a  boy  to  be  maddened  with  the  beauty 
of  a  face  and  the  flash  of  gems  ?     He  had 
seen  a  beautiful  face  before,  and  unluckily 
he  knew  too  much  about  those  diamonds 
already. 

When  he  left  the  ballroom  and  left  the 
house,  he  had,  as  usual,  left  behind  him 
so  much  more  for  the  tongues  of  scandal 
to  w^het  themselves  upon.  But  he  was 
still  a  free  man,  master  of  himself  and  of 
his  actions. 

He  walked  home.  It  was  broad  day- 
light, the  light  of  the  June  morning.  The 
hands  of  a  clock  over  a  gateway  pointed 
nearly  to  five.  The  pearly  lights  of  the 
dawn  still  lay  gray  upon  the  roofs  and 
chimneys  ;  the  birds  were  twittering, 
almost  singing,  in  the  trees  of  the  Green 
Park.  The  streets  were  nearly  silent,  and 
in  the  air  was  a  fresh  chilliness,  almost 
sweet,  with  the  sweetness  of  the  countr}'. 
But  John  Musgrav^e — out  of  hot  rooms, 
sleepless,  depressed  and  miserable,  he 
knew  not  why — shivered.  He  let  himself 
into  his  house  by  a  private  entrance  from 
the  side  of  the  park.  Deep  silence  reigned 
in  the  empty  hall,  and  on  the  darkened 
stairway,  and  in   the   tenantless    rooms. 
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He  walked  upstairs,  and  happening  to 
notice  that  the  door  of  the  main  drawing- 
room  stood  open,  he  went  in. 

It  was  a  long  room,  its  length  of  line 
broken  by  groups  of  palms  and  statuary 
and  a  large  piano.  The  master  of  the 
house  walked  up  to  a  spot  where,  oppo- 
site to  him,  on  the  well-covered  wall, 
there  was  an  obvious  blank.  It  was 
where  his  wife's  picture  once  hung  ;  pos- 
sibly he  may  have  wished  It  hung  there 
still,  to  drive  him  to  the  devil  a  little 
faster,  with  evil  memories  and  bitter 
thoughts.  He  had  stood  there  for  some 
minutes,  when  he  heard  a  slight  sound 
behind  him,  and  turning,  saw  his 
daughter  Madge  standing  a  little  way 
off  down  the  long  room. 

The  "white-nights"  of  fifteen  do  not 
make  desperate  ravages  on  the  beauty 
of  that  early  age.  Madge  looked 
charmingly  fresh,  charmingly  child> 
like,  as  she  stood  there  in  the 
half-light,  looking  towards  her 
father  in  obvious  surprise 
and  hesitation.  Musgrave 
was  conscious  of  a  de- 
cided leap  of  the  heart 
as  he  saw  her,  and 
he  looked  at  her  a  full 
minute  before  speaking, 
while  a  tumult  of  thought 
rushed  across  his  brain. 
Madge,  in  her  simple  pink 
frock,  with  her  flowing 
hair,  her  fresh  girlish 
face,  her  virginal  look  of 
innocence — Madge  was  his 
child,  his  pearl  of  a  child, 
unspotted  from  the  world 
— bone  of  his  bone,  flesh  of 
his  flesh,  life  of  his  life ; 
sinner  that  he  was,  had  he 
forgotten  her?  As  he  saw 
her  now  she  seemed  to 
symbolise  for  him  the  peace 
and  purity  that  had  pas.sed  out  of  his 
own  life  so  long  ago,  and  a  sudden  and 
tender  impulse  towards  her  stirred  at  his 
heart. 

"Madge,"  he  said  kindly,  "  Madgie, 
child,  what  on  earth  are  you  doing  here  at 
this  hour  of  the  morning?  " 

For  answer,  Madge  came  nearer,  and 
then  he  saw  that  she  was  on  the  verge  of 
tears  and  that  her  lips  trembled. 

"Papa,"  she  cried — and  her  voice 
quivered  pitifully  on  the  silence — "oh, 
papa — say  it's  not  true!  say  it's  not 
true ! " 

"What  is   not  true,    my  child?"  said 


Musgrave,  holding  out  his  hands.  "  Who 
has  been  frightening  you?  Have  you 
been  dreaming?  Are  you  ill  ?  What  is 
not  true  ?" 

'■  That  you — are  going  to  be  married," 
said  Madge,  with  a  quick  catch  in  her 
breath  which  became  a  sob  as  she  burst 
out,  "Oh — papa— papa,  I've  been  awake 
all  night.  I  couldn't  sleep.  Say  it  isn't 
true  !  oh,  say  it  isn't  true!" 

John  Musgrave's  face  grew  stern.     He 
took    the  girl    gently   by    the    shoulder 
and,  pushing  her  in  front  of  him,  went  out 
of  the  room  and  down  the  stairs  and  into 
his  own  sanc- 
tum, when  he 
, .    -r,,;  shut  the  door, 


and  sitting  down,  drew  the  girl  towards 
him. 

"Tell  me  all  about  it,  Madge,"  he  said. 
"Who  has  been  telling  you  a  pack  of 
lies?     Out  with  it  !  " 

Madge  was  crying,  but  a  sense  of  her 
wrongs,  hatred  of  the  Fraulein,  and  u 
knowledge  that  she  had  her  father's  ear, 
gave  her  self-command,  a  quality  she  very 
rarely  was  without.  She  poured  out  her 
little  story,  in  which  invectives  against 
the  governess,  the  agony  of  the  long 
sleepless  night  just  passed,  the  terrible 
fear  that  "papa  was  going  away 
to  leave  her,  or  sending  het  a.>»4vj  V,t<- 
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self,"  as  she  put  the  haunting  terror  of 
the  stepmother  which  tormented  her, 
mingled  volubly  and  found  passionate 
expression.  Musgrave  watched  her 
curiously,  a  little  wistfully. 

**  You  would  care,  Madge,  if  I  went 
away  from  you,  or  sent  you  away  from 
me,  or  brought  a  third  person  here,  to 
come  between  us,  and  take  your  place  to 
me  ?     You  would  care  ?  " 

"  I  should  hate  it !  **  said  Madge,  with 
a  vehemence  which  carried  conviction. 

"Why,  Madge?  Why?"  said  Mus- 
grave, musingly.  **  It  wouldn't  make 
much  difference  to  you,  practically  ;  you 
would  have  what  you  have  always  had, 
and  go  your  own  way  as  you  have 
generally  gone,  it  seems  to  me.  That  I 
should  certainly  see  to.  But,  Madge, 
can  it  be  .  .  .  Do  you  love  your  father, 
Madge  ?  " 

He  had  drawn  the  child  on  to  his  knee 
as  he  sat,  and  his  arms  were  about  her. 
Was  it  instinct,  or  was  it  mere  luck — 
Madge's  prevailing  star — which  made 
her  give,  at  this  juncture,  precisely  the 
right  answer  to  her  father's  cry  ?  for  it  7uas 
a  cry,  though  the  voice  in  which  it  was 
spoken  was  quiet  and  low.  She  did  not 
speak  at  all,  she  simply  let  her  head  rest 
upon  her  father's  shoulder,  and  snuggled 
against  him  with  the  nestling  movement 
of  a  young  bird.  The  contact,  more  ex- 
pressive than  all  words,  was  as  sweet  to 
Musgrave  as  the  touch  of  baby  fingers  to 
the  cravings  of  maternity. 

**  Love  me  a  little,"  said  the  man  of 
millions,  echoing  the  cuckoo  cry  of 
humanity,  lonely  always,  whether  millions 
or  mites  are  its  share.  "  Love  me  a 
little,  Madge,  for  myself — for  myself,  not 
for  what  I  give."  And  Madge,  for 
answer,  only  nestled  closer.  Musgrave 
went  on  in  firmer  tones : 

**  I  was  not  going  to  be  married, 
Madge — at  least,  not  immediately,  not 
now — never,  perhaps.  What  I  was  going 
to  do  I  hardly  know  myself,  and  you  will 
never,  neverunderstand,  I  hope.  But  never 


mind,  it  will  not  be  done  now.  Look 
here,  Madge,  if  you  are  a  good  child, 
if  you  will  promise  to  love  your  father 
always,  I  will  promise  something  too. 
Child  as  you  are,  I  will  swear  to  you  that 
no  one  shall  ever  come  between  us.  It 
will  be  something  to  hold  by.  Shall  it 
be  a  bargain,  Madge  ?  " 

Madge's  childish  vocabulary  had  no 
words  in  which  to  give  an  answer,  but  she 
slipped  her  arms  about  her  father's  neck, 
which  was  answer  enough.  Little  given 
to  caresses  as  a  rule,  caresses  came 
easily  to  her  in  this  moment  of  emotion. 
The  morning  sun  was  streaming  into  the 
room  by  this  time  upon  the  dusty  tables, 
upon  the  general  disarrangement  of  the 
room  with  its  dissipated  air  of  over-night 
— upon  the  figure  of  the  man  in  evening 
dress — upon  the  fresh  face  and  fair  hair  of 
the  child  in  his  arms.  A  strange  scene, 
bizarre^  unexpected,  unlikely,  but  it  meant 
much  to  John  Musgrave  as  he  sealed  the 
queer  compact  between  himself  and  his 
daughter  with  a  kiss  upon  her  tear-stained 
cheek. 

And  he  never  married  again — a  fact 
which  people  said  was  the  ruin  of  his  girl. 
That  young  lady  grew  rapidly  up  to  be 
one  of  the  most  domineering,  exacting, 
and  unmanageable  of  young  heiresses, 
promising  well  to  take  a  line  in  life  en- 
tirely independent  of  the  wishes  and  in- 
clinations of  those  about  her.  Whether 
she  ever  really  fulfilled  her  part  of  that 
compact  so  strangely  made  between  her 
father  and  herself,  ever  gave  him  the  pure 
affection  that  he  asked  for,  I  think  my- 
self is  a  very  doubtful  matter.  But  since 
the  promise  of  it  effected  its  purpose, 
since  it  certainly  prevented  him  from  con- 
summating a  design,  more  than  half- 
formed,  of  running  away  with  another 
man's  wife,  it  must  be  looked  upon  and 
condoned  as  one  of  those  pious  frauds  by 
means  of  which  Providence  entices  a  re- 
calcitrant humanity  towards  the  way  it 
should  go. 


^S    dim  wit>.  nge  and   dujt  . 
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By  MRS.   ANDREW   DEAN. 


MY  friends  say  that  poor  Captain 
Ellison  has  gone  to  the  devil.  I 
know  that  this  is  not  a  pretty  phrase  for  a 
lady  to  repeat,  but  I  feel  strongly  on  the 
subject,  because  they  say  that  I  helped 
him  there.     This  1  steadfastly  deny. 

I  am  ver}'  rich.  1  am  not  married.  On 
an  average  I  get  one  proposal  a  week.  1 
do  not  mean  that  1  receive  an  offer  cverv 
Saturday  with  the  Athentcum  and  the 
lUusiratcd  London  Ncivs.  But  on  looking 
back  at  last  year's  crop  1  can  count  up 
nearly  fifty  men  who  made  a  bid  for  my 
money.  I  am  systematic,  and  so  1  always 
put  down  their  names  in  a  pocket-book. 
Don  Juan's  conquests  were  few  and  far 
between  compared  to  mine.  They  gen- 
erally say  they  love  me.  Some  of  them 
say  so  when  we  have  waltzed  once 
round  the  room  together.  I  do  not 
waltz  well.  Others  show  more  caution, 
and  wait  until  we  have  been  acquainted 
at  least  three  days.  I  have  had  proposals 
by  post  from  persons  I  have  never  seen. 
Therefore  if  I  die  unwed  it  will  not  be  for 
want  of  opportunities  to  change  my  state. 
The  truth  is  that  the  kind  of  man  I  should 
like  to  marry  does  not  run  and  gather  me 
to  his  heart. 

I  would  have  said  **  Yes  "  to  Gcraint.  I 
have  looked  out  for  Le  Maitre  de  Forges. 
Petruchio  is  my  favourite  hero  in  fiction. 
Do  you  begin  to  understand  what  kind  of 
man  I  admire  .^  1  often  think  that  I  ought 
to  have  been  bom  two  hundred  years  ago, 
when  women  still  considered  men  their 
masters.  Even  if  I  had  been  early  Vic- 
torian I  might  have  knelt  at  someone's 
feet  and  called  him  my  lord  and  my  love. 
How  nice  it  sounds ! 

It  is  a  great  misfortune  to  have  a  plain 
person  and  a  romantic  mind.  Behaviour, 
like  bonnets,  must  be  chosen  to  suit  one's 
features,  and  for  a  stout  girl  with  no  com- 
plexion to  carrj'  on  like  a  beauty  would  be 
ridiculous.  I  should  wish  to  be  wooed  by 
a  man  I  could  worship.  But  on  the  one 
occasion  when  this  came  to  pass  I  had 
to  neglect  the  rites  for  which  my  heart 
hungered  and  behave  like  a  sensible 
woman.     Men    always    tell  me  I  am  a 


sensible  woman,  and  I  do  not  consider 
this  a  proof  of  insight  on  their  part.  When 
they  propose  they  nearly  always  mention 
that  they  do  not  call  for  looks. 

Captain  Ellison  said  something  of  the 
kind  when  he  proposed  to  me,  but  though 
I  felt  annoyed  I  accepted  him.  I  saw  that 
he  was  fond  of  me  in  a  friendly  fashion, 
and  at  the  time  I  thought  that  might 
serve.  I  loved  him  in  the  other  fashion, 
which  1  suppose  is  not  sensible.  His 
uncle,  old  General  Ellison,  pushed  him  to 
my  feet.  He  invited  us  together  to  his 
house,  and  then  showed  his  tactics  at  once. 
1  did  not  object.  An  unmarried  woman 
with  fifty  thousand  a  year  gets  hardened  to 
pursuit,  and  I  have  never  found  that  what 
is  called  **  tact "  on  the  part  of  the  hounds 
deceives  the  hare. 

So  we  were  engaged  ;  and  for  a  little 
while  I  lived  in  a  fool's  paradise.  I  wish 
I  could  have  stayed  there.  However,  if 
one  must  be  turned  out,  I  suppose  it  is 
better  done  before  marriage  than  after. 
I  am  glad,  on  the  whole,  that  Captain 
Ellison  came  to  stay  at  Lenham  Court,  my 
country  home. 

As  1  have  no  parents,  and  am  not  thirty, 
my  friends  consider  that  I  am  bound  to 
provide  myself  with  a  chaperon.  I  find 
this  a  great  trial.  The  first  one  left 
because  I  objected  to  the  frequent  visits 
of  her  son,  who  drank  more  than  was  good 
for  him,  and  proposed  to  me  five  times. 
The  second  married  the  curate,  a  widower 
with  a  large  family  and  bills.  The  third 
was  Mrs.  Augustus  Fazackerj'. 

If  you  advertised  for  a  lady  companion 
and  got  a  reply  in  an  old-fashioned  angular 
hand  from  someone  who  said  she  was  a 
widow  and  who  signed  herself  **  Matilda 
Fazackery,"  what  sort  of  person  would  you 
expect  }  1  did  not  even  ask  her  age  or 
express  a  desire  to  see  her  photograph. 
She  wrote  from  somewhere  in  the  north 
of  Ireland,  and  gave  me  references  to  the 
wife  of  an  Irish  baronet  and  to  the  wife  of 
an  English  dean.  Both  ladies  said  that 
they  had  the  highest  opinion  of  Mrs. 
Fazackery.  So  have  I,  in  spite  oC  ^nVv^x 
has  happened.    BuX  *\l  ^xv^oxv^  ^^^^  xcw^ 
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in  a  general  way  what  she  was  like,  I 
think  1  should  mention  that  she  was  only 
twenty-two  and  very  pretty. 

I  shall  never  forget  the  shock  of  my 
first  meeting  with  her.  I  went  into  the 
hall  when  I  heard  the  carriage  arrive,  and 
now  that  it  was  too  late  I  considered  how 
silly  I  had  been  not  to  get  some  impression 


I  am  afraid  that  the  first  thing  I  said  to 
Mrs.  Fazacket)'  startled  her,  but  I  could 
not  help  it.  She  ran  up  the  hall-steps  to 
meet  me,  and  as  the  full  light  fell  on  her  1 
cried — 

■'  Great  Scott,  child !     Who  are  you  ?  " 

She  looked  quite  taken  aback. 

"  I  am  Matilda  Fa^-ackcn,"  she  said.  "  I 


of  Matilda  Fazatkery's  personal  appear- 
ance. The  baronet's  wife  had  said  she 
was  a  lady,  the  dean's  wife  had  saiil  she 
was  a  Christian,  but  they  might  have  said 
these  things  of  someone  who  squinted  or 
went  about  with  her  face  tied  up.  When 
your  looking-glass  gives  you  pain  it  is 
really  important  that  the  other  faces  in 
your  view  should  give  you  pleasure.  I 
hoped  that  my  new  companion  would  be  a 
cheerful,  dignified  woman  of  middle  age. 


mi   Mickev  ; 


if  vou  don't  like 


I  guessed  that  she  referred  to  a  huge 
Persian  kitten  in  her  arms. 

"  Have  vou  brought  any  other  animals  ?  " 
I  asked. 

*'  Only  a  tortoise,"  she  said. 

I  nearly  replied  that  she  ought  to  have 
brought  a  nurse,  but  I  did  not  want  to  hurt 
her  feelings. 

I  suppose  I  have  a  tell-ule  countenance. 
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because  after  staring  at  each  other  rather 
awkwardly  she  said — 

"  I  hope  I  shall  suit  you.  Perhaps  you 
think  I  don*t  look  old  enough  ?  " 

I  have  great  self-control,  and  I  consider 
that  I  showed  it  on  that  occasion.  I  did 
not  tell  her  she  would  not  suit  me  at  all.  I 
did  not  even  smile.  By  the  time  we  had 
finished  dinner  I  had  discovered  that  at 
any  rate  it  was  a  pleasure  to  look  at  her. 

The  next  few  weeks  we  spent  in 
London  buying  clothes  for  ourselves.  I 
did  not  send  her  away  after  all.  There 
really  seemed  nowhere  to  send  her  to 
when  I  came  to  inquire  more  closely  into 
her  affairs.  Besides,  Mickey  got  a  cold, 
and  when  I  saw  how  tenderly  she  nursed 
him  I  thought  she  might  do  as  much  for 
me  some  day  if  I  won  her  affection.  The 
tortoise  stayed  behind  at  Lenham  Court. 

I  really  could  not  call  her  "  Mrs.  Faz- 
ackerv"  and  I  am  not  fond  of  **  Matilda"  : 
so  one  day  when  we  were  both  feeding 
Mickey  with  beef-tea  I  asked  her  whether 
she  liked  the  name  of  Una.  She  said  she 
had  never  heard  it.  I  was  not  surprised, 
because  only  the  day  before  she  had  asked 
me  whether  **  The  Corsican  Brothers " 
was  by  Shakspere.  She  did  not  care  for 
reading. 

However,  she  said  I  might  call  her  what 
I  pleased.  That  evening  1  tried  to  tell  her 
the  story  of  Una  and  her  lion,  but  she  did 
not  seem  much  interested,  and  we  were 
interrupted  by  a  message  from  the  stables. 
I  forget  what  it  was  now,  though  I 
remember  that  she  ran  off  at  once  to  see 
some  sick  animal.  I  never  knew  anyone 
so  unromantic,  but  with  proper  training 
she  would  have  made  a  first-rate  vet. 
And,  after  all,  I  never  got  used  to  **  Una." 
She  said  she  had  been  called  Tilly  at  home, 
and  she  seemed  to  think  that  name  did  as 
well  as  another.  So  Tilly  she  became  to  me. 

When  she  had  lived  with  me  for  some 
months  I  went  to  stay  with  the  Ellisons, 
and  got  engaged  to  their  nephew.  I  told 
Gerald  a  good  deal  about  my  new  com- 
panion, and  he  said  he  would  like  to  see 
her.  Pf^rhaps  when  we  were  married  she 
might  suit  his  maiden  aunt,  who  was 
old  and  cross,  and  liked  someone  bright 
about  her.  I  said  so  did  I,  and  that  I 
would  as  lief  turn  sunshine  from  my  doors 
as  Tilly  and  her  Mickey.  I  told  him  that 
it  was  possible  to  get  very  fond  of  a  pretty 
girl  in  three  months.  Gerald  said  that 
when  we  were  married  I  should  have  him 
for  a  companion,  and  that  a  young  married 
couple  ought  to  live  by  themselves.  Some- 
how, even  when  I  was  engaged  to  him,  I 
never  could  think  of  myself  as  one  of  a 


young  married  couple.  I  don't  believe  I 
looked  young  when  I  was  bom.  I  asked 
him  to  remember  that  he  would  often  be 
smoking  and  shooting  and  getting  about 
out  of  doors  on  a  hunter.  I  have  never 
taken  the  least  interest  in  sport  myself. 
I  once  tried  to  sit  on  a  horse  and  failed  ; 
so  I  never  tried  again.  I  hate  making  a 
fool  of  myself. 

Of  course,  I  had  to  give  in  about  poor 
Tilly.  Gerald  did  not  treat  me  at  all  like 
a  doll  or  a  dicky-bird.  If  he  had,  I  am 
sure  I  should  have  enjoyed  it.  His  way 
was  to  take  for  granted  that  a  sensible 
woman  would  agree  with  him  ;  and  he 
always  persisted  until  I  did  agree.  How- 
ever, I  said  that  I  would  not  tell  Tilly  her 
fate  just  yet.  In  fact,  I  persuaded  Gerald 
to .  come  and  make  her  acquaintance 
first,  because  I  thought  that  when  he 
saw  what  a  pretty  chirpy  creature  she  was, 
he  might  change  his  mind  about  turning 
her  adrift. 

He  came  at  Easter,  and  at  his  request 
I  asked  no  one  to  meet  him.  He  said  he 
wished  to  get  to  know  me  better  before 
our  marriage  in  June.  Tilly  was  not  at 
home  when  he  arrived,  so  he  and  I  had 
tea  together  in  my  favourite  corner  of  the 
hall.  We  were  soon  busy  making  plans. 
We  always  made  plans  or  talked  of  sensible 
subjects,  and  we  never  quarrelled.  A 
courtship  without  quarrels  is  like  a  summer 
without  showers. 

My  friends  say  that  at  this  period  of  my 
life  I  behaved  like  an  idiot.  I  can't  see  it. 
I  could  not  guess  that  Captain  Ellison 
would  throw  up  everything  for  the  sake  of 
a  pretty  face.  He  must  have  seen  a  good 
many  in  his  time,  and  yet  he  asked  me  to 
marry  him.  Anyhow,  I  could  not  have 
kept  Tilly  out  of  his  way.  She  danced  in 
while  we  were  at  tea,  her  hands  full  of 
daffodils,  and  Micky,  as  usual,  trotting  at  her 
heels.  She  stopped  short  when  she  saw 
that  oac  guest  had  come,  and  seemed 
ready  to  run  away.      But  I  did  not  let  her. 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  later  we  had  cleared 
a  space  on  the  floor,  and  were  all  three  on 
our  knees  teaching  Mickey  and  Captain 
Ellison's  fox-terrier  Tobv  to  make  friends. 
The  fox-terrier  barked,  and  Mickey  spit 
and  swore,  and  we  laughed.  I  had  never 
seen  Gerald  in  such  good  spirits.  I  was 
afraid  Toby  would  kill  ^lickey,  but  Gerald 
said  that  he  was  a  most  intelligent  dog 
and  quite  understood  that  Mickey  must 
not  be  molested.  To  prove  it  he  let  him 
loose,  and  the  next  moment  everyone  and 
everything  seemed  to  scatter  as  if  an 
explosion  had  taken  place.  Toby  with 
a  yelp  had  pounced  ow  \.Vve  caX.    ^\Owe^ 


A  SENSIBLE   WOMAN. 


ItlL  AND  I  HAU  TEA  TOGETHER. 
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wtnt  off  like  fireworks  in  Tilly's  hands. 
Gerald  got  hold  of  the  dog.  I  started  back 
and  upset  the  tea-tray.  I  am  sure  there  had 
never  been  such  a  noise  in  the  house  before. 
At  dinner  we  talked  mainly  about  horses, 
and  next  morning  at  breakfast  our  fancy 


heavily  and  I  caught  a  severe  cold  driving 
home.  If  I  had  known  that  I  should  spend 
most  of  the  next  week  in  my  bed-room  I 
should  probably  have  asked  Gerald  to  go 
off  somewhere.  As  it  was  I  told  Tilly  day 
by  day  that  she  must  look  after  him.     My 


turned  to  dogs.  These  two  people  seemed 
to  think  animals  more  interesting  than 
human  beings,  because  when  I  invited  them 
to  drive  to  a  rubbishy  little  dog-show  in 
our  county  town  they  looked  pleased,  but 
when  I  mentioned  that  some  of  the  neigh- 
bours were  coming  to  dinner  they  showed 
no  pleasure  whatever  ;  on  the  contrary. 

1  am  inclined  now  to  regret  that  I  went 
to  the   dog-show.     It  came  on  to  rain 


S  TEVISG  TO  CONSOLE  HF.R. 

friends  say  I  ought  to  have  known  what 
would  come  of  it.  Friends  are  sometimes 
offensively  plain-spoken. 

I  shall  always  believe  that  I  owe  my 
present  forlorn  condition  to  Mickey,  and 
1  bear  no  one  else  a  grudge.  One  after- 
noon, when  I  had  been  upstairs  nearly  a 
week,  I  put  on  a  tea-gown  and  went  down. 
I  thought  I  would  give  them  a  pleasant 
surprise  and  appear  in  the  hall  fo\  \e.'ik. 
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To  my  alarm  when  1  got  to  the  foot  of  the 
staircase  I  heard  Tilly  sobbing  as  if  her 
heart  would  break.  I  also  heard  Gerald 
talking  to  her  in  a  low,  coaxing  manner. 
I  did  not  catch  what  he  said,  nor  did  I  see 
them  yet,  because  a  large  screen  sheltered 
that  part  of  the  hall.  But  as  I  went 
towards  it  Toby  slunk  past  me  with  the  air 
of  a  criminal,  and  I  had  a  presentiment  of 
what  had  happened — at  least  of  one  event. 
I  advanced  a  little  further  and  then  stopped 
short.  Mickey  lay  stretched  out  on  the 
hearthrug,  Tilly  drooped  over  him  and  wept, 
Captain  Ellison  was  trying  to  console  her. 

I  still  think  he  ought  not  to  have 
addressed  her  as  **  darling"  until  he  had 
come  to  an  understanding  with  me  ;  but  I 
daresay  he  was  a  good  deal  agitated.  It 
did  not  seem  to  soothe  them  to  look  up 
suddenly  and  see  me.  1  felt  uncomfort- 
able, and  I  suppose  I  showed  it.  Tilly 
picked  up  her  inanimate  Mickey  and 
bolted  upstairs.  I  sat  down  and  waited 
for  Gerald  to  explain. 

He  began  by  saying  I  was  a  sensible 
woman,  so  I  steeled  myself  to  hear  some- 
thing disagreeable.  He  acknowledged 
that  he  had  fallen  in  love  with  Tilly ;  but 
he  said  that  he  had  not  known  it  until 
Toby  killed  Mickey  and  made  her  cry. 
He  did  not  know  whether  she  cared  for 
him  ;  and  he  considered  that  he  could  not 
ask  her  unless  I  gave  him  permission  to 


do  so.  He  said  that  things  should  remain 
as  they  were  if  I  thought  it  best. 

He  looked  most  dejected,  and  fiddled 
with  his  moustache. 

I  had  taken  his  ring  off  my  finger,  and 
when  he  finished  speaking  I  gave  it  back 
to  him. 

**  It  will  have  to  be  made  smaller  for 
Tilly,"  I  said. 

He  stared  and  stammered,  and  then  he 
looked  indecently  delighted.  I  had  to 
laugh  or  to  cry,  so  I  laughed.  Tears  do 
not  become  me  as  they  do  Tilly.  I  laughed 
at  his  stupidity.  I  could  see  he  thought  1 
did  not  mind  giving  him  up. 

**  Then  it 's  all  right  ?  "  he  said,  offering 
to  shake  hands. 

I  nodded,  and  he  went  off  like  a  shot. 
I  hear  he  tells  everyone  I  behaved  like  a 
brick.  I  am  very  glad  he  thinks  so.  My 
friends  say  I  behaved  like  a  fool.  They 
were  annoyed  because  I  let  Tilly  stay  with 
me  until  Captain  Ellison  took  her  away  ; 
but  she  had  nowhere  to  go.  General 
Ellison  has  not  forgiven  his  nephew  yet. 
He  is  one  of  those  who  says  that  Gerald 
has  gone  to  the  devil.  I  always  reply  that 
he  seems  very  happy  there,  and  then  they 
call  me  blasphemous. 

Tilly  is  coming  here  in  November  to 
plant  rose-trees  on  Mickey's  grave.  I 
have  told  her  she  may  bring  her  husband 
if  she  likes. 
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^HE  Assembling  of  ihe  Outcasts  is  not 
mentioned  even  in  the  most  voluminous 
guide  to  London,  yet  it  is  a  sight  that 
all  should  see  who  wish  to  realise  tiie 
depths  to  which  men  can  sink  in  the  richest  city  in  the  world.  It  takes  place  every 
week-day  morning,  chiefly  in  Ham  Yard,  in  Dean  Street,  and  near  the  Savoy.  Be- 
tween the  hours  of  eight  and  nine  there  come  to  those  places  hundreds  of  the  most 
miserable  and  hopeless  wretches  in  I^ngland,  all  seeking  work  as  sandwich  men. 

When,  one  morning,  1  walked  into  Ham  Yard,  decked  in  the  usual  attire  of  the 
"  dosser,"  i  shared  in  the  common  impression  that  any  man  can  obtain  a  job  as 
board-carrier  by  applying  at  one  of  the  oflices.  But  I  soon  learnt  my  mistake. 
Scores  of  others  had  come  on  the  same  errand  as  myself,  and  a  few  words  with 
them  sha^ttered  all  my  hopes,  "  There's  no  chance  of  a  new  hand  getting  taken  on," 
one  and  all  told  me.  "  Sometimes,  about  May,  when  all  the  plays  and  the  picture 
galleries  are  on,  they'll  have  strangers,  but  they  always  pick  out  the  old  hands 
first,  as  they  ought  to.  It's  no  use  waiting  here,  for  you're  only  wasting  your  lime. 
There's  not  enough  for  us,  let  alone  you," 

But  in  spite  of  the  warning  of  the  experienced  carriers  most  of  us  remained  in 
the  yard.  We  formed  up  in  rows  near  the  oRice  door,  and  every  time  the  manager 
came  out  we  all  looked  eagerly  towards  him.  He  would  beckon  first  to  one,  then 
to  another,  until  he  had  got  as  many  as  he  wanted.  The  fortunate  ones  would  be 
g^ven  their  boards  and  go  off,  under  the  guidance  of  one  specially  chosen  leader  ; 
while  the  remainder  of  us  waited  and  hoped  that  next  time  we  should  be  selected. 

The  crowd  in  the  yard  might  have  been  divided  into  several  distinct  groups.  There 
were  some  among  us  with  bleared  eyes  and  shaking  frames,  who  had  spent  the 
previous  night  on  the  street,  striving  in  vain  to  get  snatches  of  sleep  on  the  seats 
of  the  Embankment  or  the  recesses  of  the  Thames  bridges,  and  hurried  on  overj'- 
wherc  by  the  police.  One  or  two  of  these  could  have  told,  had  ihey  wished,  how  it 
feels  to  live  for  three  days  without  food.  Strange  stories  of  starvation  get  whispered 
from  one  to  another  in  the  crowd  in  Ham  Yard.  Another  group  represented 
the  most  hopeless  class  of  any,  the  confirmed  "  dossers."  These  can  be  distinguished 
ata  glance  by  their  filthy  condition,  their  contented  expression,  and  their  dirty  pipes. 
They  have  grown  to  like  the  life  of  an  outcast,  and  now  would  not  take  anything 
better  if  it  were  offered  to  them.  They  are  the  plague  of  every  philanthropic  society, 
the  absorbers  of  most  of  the  money  that  is  scattered  in  charity,  and  the  greatest 
ne'er-do-wells  possible.  But  most  of  us  were  not  of  this  class,  we  were  simply  honest 
seekers  after  work.     Our  trousers,  it  is  true,  had  all  whiskers  at  the  bottom,  and  most 
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of  our  coats  had  nearly  every  trace  of  colour 
washed  out  of  them.     But  it  was  pitiful  to 


see  the  attempts  that  had 
been  made  to  keep  tidy 
[lotwithstanding,  the 
dean  boots,  the  neatly 
folded  neckerchiefs,  and 
ihe  well-washed  faces. 
The  usual  age  was 
between  twenty-six  and 
forty-live,  the  very 
prime  of  life,  though 
among  us  were  to  be 
found  a  few  who  had 
seen  three  score  years 
and  several  who  were 
hardly  more  than 
boys. 

A  little  before  nine 
o'clock  the  manager 
came  out   of  his   office 

loud  enough  for  all  to 
hear:  "  No  more  men 
will  be  wanted  to-day," 
On  hearing  this,  most 
of  us  made  off.  Some 
who  had  money  went 
to  invest  their  cash 
m  fancy  articles  to  sell 
on  the  streets ;  others 
went  to  the  railway 
stations  to  see  if  they 
could  earn  a  few  coppers 
by  opening  cab  doors 
or  the  like,  while 
several  of  us  went  the 
round  of  the  remain- 
ing advertising  yards. 
But  we  might  have 
spared  ourselves  the 
trouble.  Everywhere  we 
met  with  the  same  re- 
ception, "There  is  no 
chance  for  you  to-day. 
We  cannot  find  our  old 
hands  work,  much  less 
others." 

Street  after  street 
many  of  us  walked,  for 
hour  after  hour.  Even 
to-day  the  hopeless 
horror,  the  bitterness 
and  despair  of  that 
unavailing  search,  re- 
main stamped  on  my 
ejljt  mind.      "  Work  !  "  cried 

one  man  to  me. 
"Work !  I'd  as  soon 
look  for  gold  on  tlie 
streets  of  London  as 
I'd  look  for  work.  You  can't  find  it, 
and    it's     not  to    be    had.      Once    they 
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l^et    us    down    they  keep    us    down,  and 
here  we  stick." 

There  is  no  need  for  me  to  relate  tn 
what  way  I  did  at  last  succeed  in  getting 
taken  on.  One  morning  I  found  myself 
one  of  a  lucky  band  of  seven,  chosen  by 


like  sails.  Consequenlly,  in  the  slightest 
breeze  the  carrier  is  almost  tloublcd  up, 
or  feels  that  his  buck  will  break  in  the 
effort  to  stand  uprifjht. 

My  companions    were  carrying  adver- 
tisements of  a  South   London  boot  shop. 


a  well-known  firm  in  Dean  Street,  to 
I>eranibulate  the  classic  thoroughfares  of 
the  Old  and  the  New  Kent  Roads.  Our 
boards  were  of  the  latest  pattern,  the 
"overhead"  style,  and  we  were  pro- 
vided with  a  special  tniiform.  In  place 
of  our  own  hats  and  coats  we  were  given 
peaked  caps,  and  somi-mililary  coats  ol 
blue  cloth,  with  red  collars  and'cuffs,  and 
brass  buttons.  Each  of  us  carried  inir 
boards  by  means  of  a  metal  frauK',  fitting 
over  the  shoulders  and  secured  by  a  straji 
round  the  waist.  This  frame  .supported 
a  small  iron  advertising  plate  at  one's 
back,  and  a  large  canvas  covered  board 
over  one's  head.  The  overhead  frames 
are  not  at  all  uncomfortable  to  carry,  and 
experienced  hands  say  Ihey  ivould  far 
rather  have  them  than  the  old-fashiuncd 
kind.  Pads  are  provided,  so  that  the 
weight  shall  not  press  heavily  on  the 
shoulders,  and  they  are  lighter  than  they 
look.  Their  chief  disadvantage  is  that 
the  large  boards  overhead  catch  the  wind 


of  adilTereni  kind. 


"H -a   PATENT    ADVERTISING 

BOARDS. 

50,000  rivUSONS  SKK  THIS  O.SE  i:VEHV  DAY. 

T/ii-  iiwit  iffii'tive  means  i<f  >fairiiii;  publicity 
evi-r  iiivcnied." 

The  sevon  of  us  started  ofi  from  Dean 
Street  at  about  nine  o'clock,  carrying  our 
boards  on  our  shoulders.  Two  of  us  were 
Irishmen,  one  was  a  Welshman,  one  a 
half-bred  Scotchman,  ami  the  nationality 
of  the  others  I  could  not  ti'll.  Judging  from 
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had  at  one  time  been  in  the  Army, 
not  surprised  at  this,  for  one  linds  nearly 
everywhere  that  about  half  of  the  unem- 
ployed are  army  reserve  men.  This  is 
often  not  the  fault  of  ihe  old  soldiers 
themselves,  for  they  usually  know  no 
trade,  and  employers,  as  a  whole,  are 
unwilling  to  give  them  work.  Tl\»i  ^f!i%«A 


76 


HOW  THE  OTHER  HALF  LIVES. 


aversion  to  the  military  is  our  national 
method  of  making  the  defence  of  our 
country  popular. 

Our  leader  was  a  specially  fine  fellow, 
tall,  clear-eyed,  and  intelligent.  He 
looked,  in  spite  of  his  dress,  a  very  ideal 
business  man,  and  one  could  not  help 
wondering  what  it  was  that  had  brought 
him  down  so  low. 

We  had  not  to  reach  the  New  Kent 
Road  till  eleven  o'clock,  so  we  went 
slowly  along  and  took  abundant  rest  by 
the  way.  Every  now  and  then  we  would 
turn  into  a  side  street,  place  our  boards 
against  a  wall,  and  sit  down  on  the  pave- 
ment. In  the  course  of  our  talks  while 
lingering  thus,  I  learnt  many  things.  The 
subject  of  the  best  place  to  dine  formed  a 
leading  topic  of  conversation.  One  was  in 
favour  of  Ham  Yard  Soup  Kitchen,  where 
a  dish  of  pea  soup  (so  thick  that  the 
spoon  stands  up  in  it)  and  an  unlimited 
supply  of  bread  can  be  had  for  a  penny. 
The  bread,  it  may  be  added,  is  collected 
each   morning  from   the  West-end  clubs. 

**Grosvenor  Mews  is  a  sight  better 
than  Ham  Yard,"  interposed  another. 
**  You  have  to  pay  tuppence  at  the  Mews, 
but  then  you  don*t  have  such  a  crush, 
and  the  food  is  ever  so  much  nicer. 
They  give  you  a  good  dish  of  mutton 
broth,  and  you  have  another  thing  as 
well.  Ham  Yard  is  all  very  well  in 
winter,  but  I  can't  stand  its  thick  pea 
soup  this  hot  weather.  It  fills  a  man  up 
and  makes  him  that  uncomfortable  that  it's 
awful." 

**This  is  very  poor  work,"  said  another 
to  me.  Here  let  me  observe  in  passing 
that  sandwichmen  do  not  always  talk  such 
ungrammatical  slang  as  certain  delineators 
cf  poor  life  make  out.  **  Board-carrying 
is  the  most  degrading  work  to  be  had." 

**  But  it  brings  in  honest  money,  at  all 
events,"  I  responded,  feeling  that  I  must 
say  something. 

**  Honest?  yes,  but  it's  a  poor  business. 
A  man  might  do  a  great  deal  better  for 
himself  than  this.  If  you  only  keep  up  a 
decent  appearance,  and  don't  let  yourself 
go  down,  you  always  stand  a  chance." 
As  he  said  this  he  looked  at  me  keenly, 
as  though  he  would  convey  a  reproach  for 
my  rags,  which  were  the  reverse  of 
decent. 

•*  But  what  is  a  man  to  do  ?  "  I  asked. 
**  Clothes  wear  out,  and  boots  go  in 
holes  ;  "  and  I  pointed  to  the  leaky  pair  of 
shoes  I  was  wearing.  **  Where  are  new 
ones  to  come  from  ?  " 

**  That's  very  true  ;  but  yet  this  is  only 


a  hand-to-mouth  existence,  just  enough 
to  live  on  and  no  more.  Now  you  know 
Holborn  ?  " 

**Yes." 

**  Well,  behind  Holborn  there  is  a  place, 
Field  Lane,  where  they  do  a  fine  work. 
If  you  go  there,  and  have  got  a  character 
from  your  last  place,  they'll  take  you  in, 
and  keep  you,  and  find  you  something 
to  do.  A  young  fellow  like  you,  who's 
been  educated,  would  get  along  all  right 
there.    But  you  must  have  a  character." 

Then  we  all  fell  to  discussing  the  best 
ways  of  earning  a  livelihood.  There  was 
a  general  agreement  that  the  surest 
method,  on  the  whole,  is  to  get  taken  on 
by  one  of  the  penny  evening  papers  as  a 
regular  street-seller.  They  give  their 
men  six  shillings  a  week,  besides  the 
regular  commission  of  fourpence  on  every 
thirteen  sold  ;  and  most  of  us  thought  that 
any  one  ought  to  be  able  to  make  a  very 
decent  living  out  of  this. 

At  eleven  o'clock  we  paraded  up  in  front 
of  the  establishment  of  the  boot-seller 
whose  wares  my  companions  were  adver- 
tising, and  started  our  perambulations  of 
the  Kent  Roads.  To  the  ordinary  reader, 
the  Old  Kent  Road  will  probably  only  be 
known  as  the  locale  of  a  popular  comic 
song  ;  but  before  I  had  been  tramping  up 
and  down  it  for  a  couple  of  hours  I  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  both  the  Old  and 
the  New  Roads  are  well  worthy  of  study. 
They  are  wide,  granite-paved  streets, 
remarkable  for  their  noise,  business,  and 
bons  marches.  Part  of  the  roadway  on  either 
side  is  occupied  by  open  fish,  ^fruit,  and 
clothing  stalls,  and  many  of  the  trades- 
men deposit  half  of  their  wares  on  the 
pavement  for  people  to  see  in  passing. 
The  price  of  provisions  of  all  kinds  is 
remarkably  low.  **  Sterling  tea"  is  ad- 
vertised at  a  shilling  a  pound;  **pure" 
butter  (Kent  Road  tradesmen  are  very 
insistent  on  the  purity  of  their  goods)  is 
8//.  a  pound,  and  **pure  new"  milk 
twopence  halfpenny  a  quart.  The 
amount  of  heavy  traffic  rattling  along  the 
road  all  day  long  is  considerable,  and  the 
noise  is  so  great  that  at  one  time  I  stood 
within  a  dozen  yards  of  a  barrel  organ 
without  being  able  to  hear  a  note  of  the 
music  played  by  it. 

The  seven  of  us  paced  along,  thirty 
yards  apart,  in  single  file.  I  was  the  back 
man,  and  I  could  see  the  long  line  of 
yellow  boards  ahead  of  me.  Rival  trades- 
men gazed  enviously  at  us,  and  for  a 
moment  I  felt  quite  proud  of  being  the 
cause  of  a  trade  triumph.     But  my  high 
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spirits  were  soon  check- 
ed. "  Whatryronthft- 
path  putyrnprsn,"  I 
heard  a  threatening 
voice  cry  in  my  ear ;  I 
looked  up,  and  saw  a 
short,  stout,  and  ver>' 
much  excited  constable 
standing  by  me. 

"What  did  you  say, 
sir?"  I  asked. 

The  man  grew  calmer. 
"What  are  you  doing 
on  the  footpath?"  he 
asked.  "Don't  you 
know  I  can  put  you 
in  prison?     Goolf!" 

"Please,  sir,  have  I 
to  walk  in  the  gutter  ?  " 
I  asked  respectfully. 
No  one  shall  be  able 
to  say  that  1  do  not 
obey  the  Catechism,  and 
"order  myself  lowly 
and  reverently  to  all  my 
betters." 

"  Get  off  the  foot- 
path, or  I'll  lock  you 
up,"  he  replied  majes- 
tically. 

I  had  now  to  tramp 
in  the  gutter.  This  did 
not  make  my  walk  any 
the  easier,  for  the  Kent 
Road  gutters  are  not 
like  ordinary  ones.  In 
one  spot  is  a  pile  of 
fish  heads,  deposited 
from  a  neighbouring 
barrow,  not  far  off  is 
a  heap  of  refuse  from 
the  greengrocer's,  and 
next  to  it  is  a  semi- 
liquid  heap  made  by 
the  water  and  rubbish 
thrown  from  the  road- 
side stalls.  But  we 
board  -  men  trudged 
along  so  slowly  that 
we  could  well  step  out 
of  the  way  of  all  this, 
though  we  had  to  keep 
our  eyes  open  at  the 
same  time  to  avoid 
being  nm  over  by  pass- 
ing traps. 

"Papa,"  said  a  little 
boy  to  his  father,  as 
they  stood  in  front  of 
me,  and  gazed  hard  at 
my  boards,  "  what  is 
that  man  ?  " 
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**  Oh,  that's  only  an  advertising  board, 
my  child,"  the  father  replied.  No  doubt 
he  was  quite  right,  but  there  was  no  need 
to  proclaim  the  fact  so  loudly  right  in 
front  of  my  face.  Even  boards  sometimes 
have  feelings. 

I  soon  found,  however,  that  if  boards 
have  feelings  they  must  not  show  them. 
People  regarded  us  as  quite  legitimate 
objects  of  curiosity.  Not  content  with 
.staring  at  one*s  advertisement,  they  would 
also  gaze  intently  rt  the  board-carrier, 
taking  in  every  detail  of  his  personal 
appearance.  My  co  ipanions  were  accus- 
tomed to  this,  and  took  it  as  a  matter  of 
course,  but  I  found  myself  more  than 
once  wishing  that  folks  would  direct  their 
gaze  elsewhere. 

In  the  course  of  our  morning  march  we 
came  across  a  rather  unusual  specimen 
of  the  sandwich  man.  He  was  a  well- 
dressed,  venerable-looking  old  man,  with 
long  white  beard  and  white  hair.  He 
carried  two  boards  suspended  from  his 
shoulders,  each  having  a  text  painted  on 
it  in  large  letters  ;  and  fastened  to  the  top 
button  of  his  coat  was  a  piece  of  white 
ivory,  with  the  words  *' Jesus  only*' 
stamp>ed  on  it.  He  stopped  me  and 
entered  into  conversation.  *'  Men  want  to 
know  what  good  1  am  doing  going  about 
like  this,"  he  said.  **  What  good  are 
you  doing  ?  Why  do  you  go  round  ?  To 
let  men  know  that  boots  are  for  sale,  so 
that  when  they  see  your  notice  they  may 
think  about  boots.  I  go  round  too  to 
make  people  think."  Then  he  gave  me, 
with  a  beaming  smile,  a  little  homily.  **  Ah 
well!"  he  concluded,  **God  bless  you, 
my  brother,  God  bless  you,"  and  he 
handed  me  a  tract  and  passed  on. 

I  echoed  his  blessing,  for  the  old  man 
was  the  only  individual  that  day  (with  the 
exception  of  a  sergeant  of  police)  who 
seemed  to  treat  us  sandwichmen  as  men 
and  brothers.  Some  swore  at  us,  some 
roughly  ordered  us  out  of  the  way,  some 
mocked  at  our  poverty.  One  cad  in  a 
trap   made    ludicrous    imitations   of    our 


woe-begone  attitudes,  as  though  our 
miser)'  were  the  merriest  jest  in  the  world. 
Did  we  dare  to  rest  for  a  moment, 
pert  errand  boys  would  be  sure  to  com- 
mand us  to  move  on.  We  were  ever 
made  to  remember  that  we  were  nothing 
but  pariahs — outcasts. 

At  one  o*clock  we  had  an  hour  off  for 
dinner.  We  were  far  away  from  the  usual 
resorts  of  board-men,  so  we  had  to  be 
content  with  what  could  be  obtained  for 
a  few  coppers  in  the  local  cheap  cook 
shops.  In  the  afternoon  we  were  careful 
not  to  overwork  ourselves.  We  could 
not  rest  quite  so  much  as  the  ordinary 
board-man  does,  for  we  had  every  now 
and  then  to  pass  the  shop  of  our  employer, 
who  kept  a  sharp  watch  on  us.  Our  rule 
was,  at  the  end  of  each  hour  and  a  half, 
to  turn  down  a  by-street  and  sit  down 
for  half  an  hour.  Ordinarily,  I  may  say, 
the  board-man  reckons  to  have  something 
like  half  an  hour's  rest  for  half  an  hour's 
walk,  so  our  gang  was  very  industrious. 
But  even  with  the  rests,  the  walk- 
ing and  the  noise  began  to  tell  on  one 
before  the  afternoon  was  out,  and  I 
was  heartily  glad  when  the  time  at 
last  came  to  unstrap  our  boards,  sling 
them  over  our  shoulders,  and  set  out  for 
home. 

For  carrying  overhead  boards  from 
nine  in  the  morning  till  half-past  five  at 
night,  the  rate  of  pay  is  sixteenpence  a 
day.  For  the  old-fashioned  boards  only 
fourteenpence  is  given,  and  not  many 
years  ago  the  remuneration  was  a 
shilling  a  day.  But  it  must  be  re- 
membered that  very  few  get  regular 
employment,  even  at  these  rates,  and  the 
few  who  get  taken  on  six  days  a  week 
are  considered  quite  the  aristocracy  of 
the  calling.  For  working  longer  hours 
the  men  are  paid  extra,  and  sometimes  a 
specially  favoured  man,  keeping  at  it  in 
the  evening  as  well  as  during  the  day, 
will  earn  as  much  as  fifteen  shillings  a 
week.  This  is  the  height  of  the  dosser's 
ambition. 

Fred.  A.  McKbnzib. 
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By  GEORGE  GISSING. 


AT  the  top  of  a  dim-windowed  house 
near  Gray's  Inn  Road,  in  two  rooms 
of  his  own  furnishing,  lived  a  silent, 
solitary  man.  He  was  not  old  (six-and- 
thirty  at  most),  and  the  gentle  melancholy 
of  his  countenance  suggested  no  quarrel 
with  the  world,  but  rather  a  placid  absorp- 
tion in  congenial  studies.  His  name  was 
Filmer ;  he  had  occupied  this  lodging 
for  seven  or  eight  years  ;  only  at  long 
intervals  did  a  letter  reach  him,  and  the 
sole  person  who  visited  his  retreat  was 
Mrs.  Mayhew,  the  charwoman.  Mrs.  May- 
hew  came  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
and  busied  herself  about  the  rooms  for  an 
hour  or  so.  Sometimes  the  lodger  re- 
mained at  home,  sitting  at  his  big  table 
heaped  with  books,  and  exchanging  a 
friendly  word  with  his  attendant  ;  some- 
times he  had  gone  out  before  her  arrival, 
and  in  that  case  he  would  have  been  found 
at  the  British  Museum.  Filmer  abjured 
the  society  of  men  for  that  of  words  ;  he 
was  a  philological  explorer,  tracking 
slowly  and  patiently  the  capricious  river 
of  human  speech.  He  published  nothing, 
but  saw  the  approaching  possibility  of  a 
great  work,  which  should  do  honour  to 
his  name. 

Proud  amid  poverty,  and  shrinking 
with  a  nervous  sensitiveness  from  the 
commerce  of  mankind,  he  often  passed 
weeks  at  a  time  without  addressing  a 
familiar  word  to  any  mortal  save  Mrs.  May- 
hew.  He  had  made  friends  with  his  char- 
woman, though  not  till  the  experience  of 
years  taught  him  to  regard  her  with  en- 
tire confidence  and  no  little  respect.  To 
her  he  even  spoke  of  his  studies,  half 
soliloquising  indeed,  but  feeling  it  not  im- 
possible that  she  might  gather  some 
general  conception  of  what  he  meant.  In 
turn,  Mrs.  Mayhew  confided  to  him  some 
details  of  her  own  history,  which  threw 
light  upon  the  fact  that  she  neither  looked 
nor  spoke  like  an  ordinary  charwoman. 
She  was  a  meagre  but  trim-bodied  little 
person  of  about  the  same  age  as  her 
employer ;  clean,  neat,  and  brisk ;  her 
face  sharply  outlined,  with  large  good- 


humoured  eyes,  and  a  round  mouth.  A 
widow,  she  said,  for  ten  years  and  more  ; 
childless  ;  pretty  much  alone  in  the  world, 
though  she  had  relatives  not  badly  off. 
Shamefaced  hints  made  known  to  Filmer 
that  she  blamed  only  herself  for  her  poor 
condition,  and  one  day  she  confessed  to 
him  that  her  weakness  had  been  drink. 
When  first  he  engaged  her  services,  she 
was  struggling  painfully  out  of  the  mire, 
battling  with  old  temptations,  facing  toil 
and  hunger.  **  And  now,  sir,*'  she  said, 
with  her  modest,  childish  laugh,  **  I  feel 
almost  a  respectable  woman  ;  I  do  in- 
deed." Whereat  Filmer  smiled  pensively, 
and  nodded. 

No  life  could  be  less  eventful  than 
his.  He  enjoyed  an  income  of  seventy 
pounds,  and  looked  not  for  increase.  Of 
his  costume  he  took  no  thought,  his  diet 
was  the  simplest  conceivable.  He  wanted 
no  holidays.  Leisure  to  work  in  his 
own  way,  blessed  independence — this 
sufficed  for  him. 

On  a  morning  of  December  (the  year 
was  1869)  Mrs.  Mayhew  came  to  the 
house  as  usual,  went  upstairs,  and  tapped 
at  Filmer's  door.  On  entering,  she 
was  surprised  to  see  a  fireless  grate,  and 
on  the  table  no  trace  of  breakfast.  Fil- 
mer stood  by  the  window  ;  she  bade  him 
good-morning,  and  looked  about  the  room 
in  surprise. 

*'  I'm  going  out,"  said  the  student,  in  a 
voice  unlike  his  own.  *'  I  didn't  trouble 
to  light  the  fire." 

She  observed  his  face. 

**  But  won't  you  have  breakfast,  sir? 
I'll  get  some  in  a  minute." 

**  No,  thank  you.  I  shall  get  some — 
somewhere " 

He  went  into  the  bedroom,  was  absent 
a  few  minutes,  and  returned  with  his 
overcoat. 

**  I  wanted  to  speak  to  you,  sir,"  said 
Mrs.  Mayhew,  diffidently.  **  But  if  you 
are  in  a  hurry " 

*'  No,  no.  Certainlv  not.  I  have 
plenty  of  time." 

**  I  am  very  sorry  to  tell  you,  sir,  that, 
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after  next  week,  I  sha'n't  be  able  to  come. 
But,**  she  hastened  to  add,  **  I  can  re- 
commend some  one  who'll  do  the  work 
just  as  well.** 

Filmer  listened  without  appearance  of 
concern  ;  he  seemed  to  have  a  difficulty 
in  fixing  his  thoughts  on  the  matter. 

**  1  am  going  to  take  a  little  shop," 
pursued  the  other,  **a  little  general  shop. 
lt*s  part  of  the  house  where  Tve  been 
living.  The  woman  that's  had  it  hasn*t 
done  well ;  but  it  was  her  own  fault ;  she 
didn't  attend  to  business,  and  she — but 
there's  no  need  to  trouble  you  with  such 
things,  sir.  Some  one  advised  me  to  see 
what  1  could  do  in  that  way,  and  I  thought 
it  over.  The  landlord  will  let  me  have 
the  shop,  and  a  room  behind  it,  and 
another  room  upstairs,  for  twenty-eight 
pounds  a  year,  if  I  pay  a  quarter  in 
advance.  That's  seven  pounds,  you  see, 
sir  ;  and  I  ought  to  have  about  twenty 
pounds  altogether  to  start  with.  I've  got 
a  little  more  than  ten,  and  I  know  some 
one  who'll  lend  me  another  ten,  I  think.** 
She  spoke  quickly,  a  glow  of  excitement 
in  her  cheeks.  **And  I  feel  sure  I  can 
make  the  business  pay.  Tve  seen  a  good 
deal  of  it,  from  living  in  the  house. 
There's  lots  of  people  round  about  who 
would  deal  with  me,  and  of  course  I 
could  begin  with  a  small  stock,  and " 

Her  breath  failed  ;  she  broke  off  with  a 
pant  and  a  laugh.  Filmer,  after  standing 
for  a  moment  as  if  in  uncertainty,  said  that 
he  was  very  glad  to  hear  all  this,  and  that 
he  would  talk  witli  her  about  it  on  the  mor- 
row. At  present  he  must  go  out  — on  busi- 
ness— special  and  disagreeable  business. 
But  he  would  talk  to-morrow.  And  so, 
without  further  remark,  he  went  his 
way. 

The  next  morning  Mrs.  May  hew  saw 
that  her  employer  was  still  in  a  most  un- 
usual frame  of  mind.  He  had  a  fire,  but 
was  sitting  by  it  in  gloomy  idleness.  To 
her  **  good-morning '*  he  merely  nodded, 
and  only  when  she  had  finished  putting 
the  bedroom  to  rights  did  he  show  a  dis- 
position to  speak. 

**VVeIl,  Mrs.  Mayhew,"  he  said  at 
length,  '*  I  also  have  news  to  tell.  I  have 
lost  all  my  money,  and  have  nothing  to 
live  upon." 

Her  largi-  eyes  gazed  at  him  with 
astonishment  and  compassion. 

**0h,  Mr.  Filmer!  What  a  dreadful 
thing  ! " 

**  Bad  ;  there's  no  disguising  it.**  He 
struggled  to  speak  without  dolefulness ; 
his  limbs  moved  nervously,  and  he  stared 


away  from  his  companion.  **  No  hope, 
now,  of  writing  my  book.  All  over  with 
me.  I  must  earn  my  living — I  don't  know 
how.  It*s  twelve  years  since  I  ever 
thought  of  such  a  thing  ;  I  felt  safe  for 
my  whole  life.  All  gone  at  a  blow  ;  you 
can  read  about  it  in  the  newspaper." 

**  But — but  you  can*t  surely  have  lost 
everything,  sir  ?  ** 

**I  have  a  few  pounds.  About  thirty 
pounds,  I  think.  What*s  the  use  of 
that  ?  I  don*t  want  very  much,  but  " — he 
tried  to  jest—**  I  can't  live  on  ten  shillings 
a  year.** 

**  But  with  all  your  learning,  Mr. 
Filmer ** 

**  Ves,  I  must  find  something.  Go  and 
teach  in  a  school,  or  something  of  the 
kind.  But  Tm  afraid  you  can't  under- 
stand what  it  means  to  me.** 

He  became  silent.  Mrs.  Mayhew  looked 
up  and  down,  moved  uneasily,  played 
with  the  corners  of  her  apron,  and  at  last 
found  resolution  to  speak. 

**  Mr.  Filmer** — her  eyes  were  very 
bright  and  eager — **you  couldn't  live  in 
one  room,  I'm  afraid,  sir?" 

**One  room?**  He  glanced  vacantly 
at  her.  **  Why  not  ?  Of  course  I  could. 
I  spend  nearly  all  my  time  at  the  Museum* 
But ** 

**  I  hardly  like  to  say  it,  sir,  but  there's 
something — if  you  thought — I  told  you  I 
was  going  to  have  a  room  behind  the 
shop,  and  one  upstairs.  I  meant  to  let 
the  one  upstairs.** 

He  interrupted,  rather  coldly. 

*'Oh,  I  would  take  it  at  once,  if  I  had 
the  least  prospect  of  being  able  to  live. 
But  what  is  the  use  of  settling  down  any- 
where with  thirty  pounds  ?  To  write  my 
book  I  need  at  least  two  years,  and  a 
quiet  mind '* 

**  But  I  was  going  to  say  something* 
else,  sir,  if  you'll  excuse  the  liberty.  I 
told  you  I  shall  have  to  borrow  some 
money,  and — and  I'm  not  quite  sure, 
after  all,  that  I  can  get  it.  Will^^?iy  lend 
it  me,  sir?**  This  came  out  with  a  jerk, 
on  an  impulse  of  great  daring.  **  If  you 
would  lend  me  ten  pounds,  I  could  afford 
to  let  you  have  the  room,  and — and  to 
supply  you  with  meals,  and  in  that  way 
pay  it  back.  Tm  quite  sure  I  could." 
She  grew  excited  again.  ''  If  I  miss 
getting  the  shop,  somebody  else  will  step 
in,  and  make  money  out  of  it.  I  know 
I  could  very  soon  make  two  or  three 
pounds  a  week  out  of  that  business  !  *' 

She  stopped  suddenly,  awed  by  the 
listener's  face.     Filmer,  for  the  first  time 
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since  her  knowledge  of  him,  looked  coldly 
distant,  even  oFFended. 

"  I  begyour  pardon,  sir.  I  oughtn't  to 
have  said  such  -a  thing." 

He  stood  up. 

"  It  was  a  kind  thought,  Mrs.  Mayhew  ; 


"couldn't    last — for    my    support — more 
than  a  few  weeks." 

"  Not  by  itself,  sir,"  replied  the  other, 
eagerly  ;  "but  money  grows  so  when  it's 
put  into  trade.  I  do  believe  it  would 
bring  in  a  pound  a  week.  Or,  at  all 
tvents,  I'm  quite  sure  it  would  bring 
enough-  .-■■ 

She  glanced,  involuntarily,  at  the 
breakfast  table,  which  seldom  showed 
anything  but  bread  and  butter. 


AVIIBW    IllFFlLJE.STLY, 


but — I  really  don't  know  — "  His  face 
was  changing.  "I  should  very  much 
like  to  let  you  have  the  money.  A  few 
days  ago  I  would  gladly  have  done  so. 
But " 

His  tongue  faltered.  He  looked  at  the 
woman,  and  saw  how  her  countenance 
had  fallen. 

"Ten     pounds,"     he     said    abruptly, 

139.     April  1895. 


"  In  that  case,"  said  Filmcr,  laughing, 

"  I  should  be  a  partner  in  the  business." 

Mrs.     Mayhcw    smiled,  and    made    no 

That  day  they  could  not  arrive  at  a 
decision  ;  but  after  nightfall  Kilmer 
walked  along  the  street  in  which  he  knew 
Mr.s.  Mavhew  lived,  and  looked  for  the 
shop.       That    which    answered     to    her 
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description  was  a  miserable  little  hole, 
where  seemingly  business  was  still  being 
carried  on  ;  the  glimmer  of  one  gas-jet 
rather  suggested  than  revealed  objects 
in  the  windows — a  loaf,  some  candles, 
a  bundle  of  firewood,  and  so  on.  He 
hurried  past,  and  got  into  another  street 
as  quickly  as  possible. 

Later,  he  was  prowling  in  the  same 
locality,  and  again  he  we.^t  past  the  shop. 
This  time,  he  observed  it  more  deliber- 
ately. After  all,  the  place  itself  was  not  so 
squalid  as  it  had  seemed  ;  by  daylight  it 
might  look  tolerable.  And  the  street 
could  not  be  called  a  slum.  Other  con- 
siderations apart,  he  could  contemplate 
having  his  abode  here  ;  for  he  knew 
nobody,  and  never  had  to  fear  a  visit. 
Besides  the  little  chandler's  there  were 
only  two  shops  ;  no  public-house,  and 
hardly  any  traffic  of  a  noisy  kind. 

In  his  great  need,  his  horror  of  going 
forth  among  strangers  (for  of  course  his 
lodgings  were  now  too  expensive  to  be 
kept  a  day  longer  than  he  could  help), 
Filmer  compromised  with  himself.  By 
lending  Mrs.  Mayhew  ten  pounds  he 
might  justly  accept  from  her  a  lodging 
and  the  plainest  sustenance  for,  say,  ten 
weeks,  and  in  that  time  he  would  of 
necessity  have  taken  some  steps  towards 
earning  a  livelihood.  Some  of  his  books 
and  furniture  he  must  sell,  thus  adding 
to  the  petty  reserve  which  stood  between 
him  and  starvation.  If  it  would  really 
be  helping  the  good  woman,  as  well  as 
benefiting  himself,  common-sense  bade 
him  disregard  the  fastidiousness  which  at 
first  had  been  shocked  by  such  a  pro- 
posal. Beggars  cannot  be  choosers,  said 
the  old  adage  ;  he  must  swallow  his 
pride. 

Waking  at  the  dead  hour  of  night,  and 
facing  once  more  the  whole  terrible  sig- 
nificance of  what  had  befallen  him,  not 
easily  grasped  in  daytime,  he  resolved 
to  meet  the  charwoman  next  morning  in 
a  humble  and  grateful  spirit.  His  im- 
mediate trouble  thus  overcome,  he  could 
again  sleep. 

And  so  it  came  about  that,  in  some 
ten  days,  Filmer  found  himself  a  tenant 
of  the  front  room  above  the  chandler's 
shop.  As  he  still  had  the  familiar  furni- 
ture about  him,  he  suffered  less  uneasiness 
— his  removal  once  over — than  might 
have  been  anticipated.  True,  he  moaned 
the  loss  of  beloved  volumes  ;  but  on  the 
other  hand  his  purse  had  gained  by  it. 
As  soon  as  possible,  he  repaired  to  the 
Museum,   and  there,  in  the  seat  he  had 


occupied  for  years,  and  with  books  open 
before  him,  he  tried  to  think  calmly. 

Mrs.  Mayhew,  meanwhile,  had  entered 
exultantly  into  possession  of  her  business 
premises  ;  the  little  shop  was  stocked 
much  better  than  for  a  long  time,  and  cus- 
tomers followed  each  other  throughout 
the  day.  In  his  utter  ignorance  of  such 
transactions,  the  philologist  accepted 
what  she  had  at  first  told  him  as  a  suflfi- 
cient  explanation  of  the  worthy  woman's 
establishment  in  shop-keeping.  To  a 
practical  eye,  it  would  have  seemed  not 
a  little  mysterious  that  some  twenty 
pounds  had  sufficed  for  all  the  prepara- 
tions ;  but  Filmer  merely  glanced  with 
satisfaction  at  the  shop-front  as  he  came 
and  went,  and  listened  trustfully  when 
Mrs.  Mayhew  informed  him  that  the  first 
week's  profits  enabled  her  to  purchase 
some  new  fittings,  as  well  as  provide  for 
all  current  expenditure. 

Under  these  circumstances,  it  was  not 
wonderful  that  the  student  experienced 
a  diminution  of  personal  anxiety.  Saying 
to  himself  every  day  that  he  must  take 
some  step,  he  yet  took  none  save  that 
literal  step  which  brought  him  daily  to 
the  Museum.  A  fortnight,  and  he  had 
actually  resumed  work  ;  three  weeks, 
and  he  was  busy  with  the  initial  chapter 
of  his  great  book;  a  month,  and  he 
scarcely  troubled  himself  to  remember 
that  his  income  had  vanished.  For  Mrs. 
Mayhew  did  not  let  a  day  pass  without 
assuring  him  that  his  ten  pounds — his 
share  in  the  partnership — produced  more 
than  enough  to  represent  the  cost  of  his 
board  and  lodging.  He  lived  better  than 
in  the  old  days,  had  an  excellent  supper 
on  coming  home  from  the  Museum,  a 
warm  breakfast  before  setting  out.  And 
these  things  caused  him  no  astonishment. 
The  literary  recluse  sees  no  limit  to  the 
potentialities  of  **  trade." 

At  length  he  remembered  that  ten 
weeks  had  gone  by,  and  on  a  Sunday 
morning  he  summoned  his  partner  to  a 
conference.  The  quondam  charwoman 
looked  a  very  presentable  person  as 
she  entered  in  her  Sunday  gown. 
Though  she  still  did  a  good  deal,  of 
rough  work,  her  hands  were  becoming 
softer  and  more  shapely.  In  shop 
and  house  she  had  the  assistance  of  a 
young  girl,  the  daughter  of  the  people 
who  occupied  the  upper  rooms,  and  it  was 
this  girl — Amanda  Wilkes  by  name,  and 
known  to  her  friends  as  'Manda — who 
generally  waited  upon  Filmer. 

"  Mrs.    Mayhew,"  he   began    gravely, 
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"  1  begin  to  feel  that  I  have  no  right 
to  continue  living  in  this  way.  You  have 
long  since  paid  me  back  the  small  sum  I 

lent  you " 

"  Oh,  but  I  have  explained  to  you,  sir," 
broke  in  the  ■  ther,  who  bated  nothing  of 
her     accustomed     respect,    that    money 
is  always  making  more — in- 
deed it  is.   It  makes  enough 
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"  No,  no  ;  I  do  well  enough  :  I'm  used 
to  it.  But  the  point  is  that  I  may  be  a 
year  or  two  on  this  book — a  year  or  two, 
and  how  can  I  possibly  go  on,  presuming 
upon  your  great  kindness  to  me " 

Mrs.  May  hew  laughed,  and  for  the 
hundredth    time    put     before     him     the 


for 
long- 


as    long    M 


the  fli 

'■  Now  don't  trouble  j 
self,  sir ! "  begged  \ 
Mayhew,  "  please  don  t 
you  can  be  content  to 
here— until— —" 

"  I  am  more  than  t,oni 
so  far  as    personal   comfort 
goes.      But— well      let     me 
explain    to     you       \t    last 
]   have    really    made    a   be 


ginning  with  my  book.  If  my  mis- 
fortune hadn't  happened.  I  might  have 
put  it  off  for  years ;  so,  in  one  way,  per- 
haps that  loss  was  a  good  thing.     I  am 

working  very  hard " 

"Oh,  I  hum-  you  are,  Mr.  Filmer.  I 
can't  think  how  you  do  with  so  little 
sleep,  sir.  I'm  sure  I  wonder  your  health 
doesn't  break  down." 


commercial 

again  he  su 


w    of    the    matter.     Once 
'd  himself  to  be  reassured, 
inch   nervous  twitching  of 
head  and  limbs  ;  and  after  this  he  seldom 
recurred  to  his  scruple. 

Two  years   went  by,  and  in   the  early 

months  of  the  third  Filmer's  treatise  lay 

finished.      As  he  .sat  one  evening  by  his 

fireside,    smoking    a    delicious    ^i^e^   Vv& 

d  1 
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flattered  himself  that  he  had  made  a  solid 
contribution  to  the  science  of  Comparative 
Philology.  He  was  thirty-eight  years 
old  ;  young  enough  still  to  enjoy  any 
honour  or  reward  the  learned  world 
might  choose  to  offer  him.  What  he  now 
had  to  do  was  to  discover  a  publisher 
who  would  think  this  book  worth  the 
expense  of  printing.  Long  ago  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  that,  if  profit  there 
were,  ^Irs.  Mayhew  must  sliare  in  it. 
Though  his  ten  pounds  had  kept  him  alive 
all  this  time,  yet  clearly  it  would  not  have 
done  so  but  for  Mrs.  Mayhew's  skill  and 
labour  ;  he  felt  himself  vastlv  indebted  to 
her,  and  earnestly  hoped  that  he  might 
be  able  to  show  his  gratitude  in  some 
substantial  form. 

Fortune  favoured  him.  His  manuscript 
came  into  the  hands  of  a  generous  scholar, 
a  man  after  his  own  heart,  who  not  only 
recommended  it  to  the  publisher  in  terms 
of  enthusiasm,  but  expressed  an  earnest 
desire  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  the 
author.  Kilmer,  no  longer  ashamed 
before  his  fellows,  went  forth  from  the 
hermitage  above  the  chandler's  shop,  and 
was  seen  of  men.  He  still  had  money 
enough  to  provide  himself  with  decent 
clothing,  and  on  a  certain  day  his  appear- 
ance so  astonished  Mrs.  Mavhew  that  she 
exclaimed  tremulously  : 

**  Are  you  going,  Mr.  Kilmer  ?  Are  you 
going  to  leave  us  ?  " 

**  I  can't  sav,"  was  his  nervous  answer. 
*'  I  don't  know  yet  whether  I  shall  make 
anv  monev  bv  mv  book." 

He  told  her  how  things  were  tending. 

**Oh/'she  ansvvered,  "then  I'm  sure 
you  will  soon  get  back  to  your  proper 
position.  After  all,  sir,  you  know,  you 
oughtn't  to  be  living  in  this  poor  way. 
You  are  a  learned  gentleman." 

Her  voice  was  agitated,  and  her 
thoughts  seemed  to  wander.  The  philo- 
logist examined  her  for  a  moment,  but 
she  turned  away  with  a  hurried  excuse 
that  she  was  wanted  down  stairs. 

That  day  Kilmer  brooded. 

In  another  month  it  was  known  that 
his  book  would  be  published  ;  whether  he 
profited  thereby  must  depend  upon  its 
success.  In  the  meantime,  one  or  two 
fragments  of  the  work  were  to  appear 
in  the  Journal  of  Comparative  Philology  ; 
moreover,  the  author  himself  was  to  read 
a  paper  before  an  erudite  society.  Over- 
coming false  delicacy,  he  had  made  known 
his  position  (without  detail)  to  the  philo- 
logical friend  who  took  so  much  interest 
in  him,  and  before  long  a  practical  sug- 


gestion was  made,  which,  if  it  could  be 
carried  out,  would  assure  him  at  all 
events  a  modest  livelihood. 

Amid  all  this  promise  of  prosperity, 
Kilmer  was  beset  by  graver  trouble  than 
he  had  known  since  that  disastrous  day, 
now  two  years  and  a  half  ago.  He  could 
no  longer  doubt  that  the  prospect  of  his 
departure  affected  Mrs.  Mayhew  very 
painfully.  She  kept  out  of  his  way,  and 
when  meeting  was  inevitable  spoke  the 
fewest  possible  words.  More,  he  had 
once,  on  entering  his  room  unexpectedly, 
surprised  her  there  in  a  tearful  condition  ; 
yes,  unmistakably  weeping ;  and  she 
hurried  out  of  his  sight. 

What  could  it  mean  ?  Her  business 
throve  ;  all  appeared  well  with  her.  Could 
the  mere  thought  of  losing  his  com- 
panionship cause  her  such  acute  distress  ? 
If  so 

He  took  long  walks,  musing  anxiously 
over  the  situation.  At  home  he  shrank 
into  himself,  moved  without  sound,  tried, 
if  such  a  thing  were  possible,  to  dwell  in 
the  house  and  yet  not  be  there.  He 
stayed  out  late  at  night,  fearing  to  meet 
Mrs.  Mayhew  as  he  entered.  Ludicrous 
as  it  sounded  to  a  man  who  had  long 
since  forgotten  the  softer  dreams  of 
youth,  Mrs.  Mayhew^ — might  perchance 
have  conceived  an  attachment  for  him. 
They  had  now  known  each  other  for  many 
years,  and  long  ago  the  simple-minded 
woman  used  to  talk  with  him  in  a  way 
that  betrayed  kindly  feeling.  She,  it 
must  be  remembered,  did  not  strictly 
belong  to  the  class  in  which  he  found  her  ; 
she  was  the  daughter  of  a  man  of 
business,  had  gone  to  school,  had 
been  married  to  a  solicitor's  clerk.  Prob- 
ablv  her  life  contained  a  darker  incident 
than  anything  she  had  disclosed  ;  perhaps 
she  had  left  her  husband,  or  been  re- 
pudiated by  him.  But  a  strong  character 
ultimately  saved  her  ;  she  was  now 
beyond  reproach.  And  if  he  were  about 
to  inflict  a  great  sorrow  upon  her,  his 
own  suff*ering  would  be  scarcely  less 
severe. 

As  he  crept  softly  into  the  house  one 
night,  he  came  face  to  face  with  a  tall 
man  whom  he  remembered  to  have  seen 
here  on  one  or  two  former  occasions  : 
decently  dressed,  like  a  clerk  or  shopman, 
forty  years  old  or  so,  and  not  ill-looking. 
Filmer,  with  a  glance  at  him,  gave  good- 
evening,  and  to  his  surprise  the  stranger 
made  no  reply  ;  nay,  it  seemed  to  him 
that  he  was  regarded  with  a  distinctly 
unamiable  stare.     This  troubled  him  for 
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the  moment,  sensitive  as  he  tvas,  but  he 
concluded  that  the  ill-conditioned  fellow 
was  a  friend  of  the  family  upstairs,  and 
soon  forgot  the  occurrence. 

A  day  or  two  later,  as  the  girl  'Manda 
served  his  breakfast,  she  looked  at  him 
oddly,  and  seemed  desirous  of  saying 
something.  This  young  person  was 
now  about  seventeen,  and  rather  given 
to  frisk iness,  though  Mrs.  Mayhew  called 


However,  his  resolve  was  taken.  He 
had  no  right  to  remain  here.  Prospects 
or  no  prospects,  he  would  engage  a  room 
in  quite  a  different  part  of  the  town,  and 
make  his  few  pounds  last  as  long  as 
possible. 

And  on  this  resolve  he  had  the  strength 
lo  act.  Dreadful  to  him  in  anticipation, 
the  parting  with  Mrs.  Mayhew  came 
about  in  the  simplest  and   easiest  way. 


her  an  excellent  girl,  and  treated 
her  like  a  sister. 

"  If  you  please.  Mr.  Filmer," 
she  began,  in  an  unusually 
diffident  tone. 

•■  Yes  ?  '■ 

"  Is  it  true  that  you're  going 
to  leave  u.s,  sir  ?  " 

She  smirked  a  little,  and 
altogether  behaved  strangely. 

"  Who  told  you  1  was 
going    to  ?  "   asked    Filmer. 

"Oh— Mrs.  Mayhew  said  as  ii  was 
likely,  sir." 

Again  she  dropped  her  eyes,  and 
fidgeted.  The  philologist,  much  disturbed, 
spoke  on  an  impulse. 

"Yes,"  he  said,  "1  am  going  very 
soon.     1  may  have  to  leave  any  day." 

"  Oh !  "  was  the  reply,  and,  to  his  ears, 
it  sounded  like  an  expression  of  relief. 
But  why  'Manda  should  be  glad  of  his 
d^wrture  he  could  not  imagine. 


When  he  had  made  known  his  purpose — 
with  nervous  .solemnity  which  tried  to 
mask  as  genial  friendliness— the  listener 
kept  a  brief  silence.  Then  she  asked,  in 
a  low  voice,  whether  he  was  quite  sure 
that  he  had  means  enough  to  live 
upon.  Oh  yes ;  he  felt  no  uneasi- 
ness ;  things  were  shaping  themselves 
satisfactorily. 

"Of  course,  Mrs.  Mayhew,  we  are  not 
saying  good-bye."  He  laughed,  as  if  in 
mockery    of    the    idea.      "We    shall   se« 
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each    other — from    time  to   time — often  ! 

Such  old  friends " 

Her  dubious  look  and  incomplete 
phrase  of  assent — her  eyes  cast  down  — 
troubled  him  profoundly.  But  the  dreaded 
interview  was  over.  In  a  few  days  he 
removed  his  furniture.  Happily  the 
leave-takinjj  was  not  in  private  ;  'Manda 
and  her  mother  both  witnessed  it ;  yet 
poor  Mrs.  Mayhew's  eyes  had  a  sorrowful 
dimness,  and  her  attempted  gaiety 
weighed  upon  his  spirits. 

He  lived  now  in  the  south-west  of 
London,  and  refrained  even  from  visits 
to  the  British  Museum.  The  breaking-up 
of  his  lifelong  habits,  the  idleness  into 
which  he  had  fallen,  encouraged  a  morbid 
activity  of  conscience ;  under  gray 
autumnal  skies  he  walked  about  the 
roads  and  the  parks,  by  the  riverside, 
and  sometimes  beyond  the  limits  of 
town,  but  there  was  no  escape  from  a 
remorseful  memory.  When  two  or  three 
weeks  had  passed,  his  unrest  began  to 
be  complicated  with  fears  of  destitution. 
But,  of  a  sudden,  the  half-promise  that 
had  been  made  to  him  was  fulfilled  : 
the  erudite  society  offered  him  a  post 
which,  in  his  modest  computation,  re- 
presented all  that  a  man  could  desire  of 
worldly  prosperity.  He  could  now 
establish  himself  beneath  some  reputable 
roof,  repurchase  his  books,  look  forward 
to  a  life  of  congenial  duty  and  intellectual 
devotion.     Br.t 

His  wandering  steps  brought  him  to 
the  Chelsea  Embankment,  where  he 
leaned  upon  the  parapet,  and  gazed  at  the 
sullen  river. 

To  whom — to  whom  did  he  owe  all 
this?  Who  was  it  that  had  saved  him 
at  that  black  time  when  he  thought  of 
death  as  his  only  friend  ?  Who  had 
toiled  for  him,  cared  for  him,  whilst  he 
wrote  his  big  book  ?  Now  at  length 
he  was  able  to  evince  gratitude  otherwise 
than  in  mere  words,  and  like  a  dastard 
he  slunk  away.  He  had  deserted  tlie 
woman  who  loved  him. 

And  why  ?  She  was  not  his  equal  ; 
yet  certainly  not  so  far  his  inferior  that, 
even  in  the  sight  of  the  world,  he  need 
be  ashamed  of  her.  The  merest  coward- 
ice, the  plainest  selfishness,  withheld 
him  from  returning  to  Mrs.  Mayhew  and 
making  her  that  offer  which  he  was  in 
honour  bound  to  make. 

Yes,  in  honour  bound.  Thus  far  had 
his  delicate  sensibilities,  his  philosophical 
magnanimity,  impelled  the  lonely  scholar. 
Love    of    woman    he   knew   not,    but   a 


generous  warmth  of  heart  enabled  him 
to  contemplate  the  wooing  and  wedding 
of  his  benefactress  without  repugnance. 
In  a  sense  it  would  be  loss  of  liberty; 
but  might  he  not  find  compensation  in 
domestic  comfort,  in  the  tender  care  that 
would  be  lavished  upon  him  ?  But  the 
higher  views — a  duty  discharged,  a  heart 
solaced 

The  next  day  was  Sunday.  In  the 
morning  there  fell  heavy  rain  ;  after  noon 
the  clouds  swept  eastward,  and  rays  of 
sunlight  glistened  on  the  wet  streets. 
Filmer  had  sat  totally  unoccupied.  He 
made  a  pretence  of  eating  the  dinner  that 
was  brought  to  him,  and  then,  having 
attired  himself  as  though  he  had  not  a 
minute  to  lose,  left  home.  Travelling  by 
omnibus,  he  reached  the  neighbourhood 
hitherto  so  carefully  shunned  ;  he  walked 
rapidly  to  the  familiar  street,  and,  with 
heart  throbbing  painfully,  he  stood  before 
the  little  chandler's  shop,  which  of  course 
was  closed. 

A  knock  at  the  house-door.  It  was 
answered  by  'Manda,  who  stared  and 
smiled,  and  seemed  neither  glad  nor  sorr)* 
to  see  him,  but  somehow  in  perturbation. 

*ns  Mrs.  Mayhew  in?**  whispered, 
rather  than  spoke,  the  philologist. 

**  No,  sir.  She  went  out  not  long  ago — 
with  Mr.  Marshall.  And  she  won't  be 
back  just  yet— pVaps  not  till  supper.'* 

''  With -with  Mr.  Marshall  ?  ** 

**  Yes,  sir."  *Manda  grinned.  "They're 
going     to     be    married    next    Saturday, 


sir. 

Filmer  straightened  himself,  and  stood 
like  a  soldier  at  attention. 

*'  To  be  married  ? — Mrs.  Mayhew  ?  " 

The  girl  laughed,  nodded,  seemed 
greatly  amused. 

**I  should  like  to  come  in,  and  — and 
speak  to  vou  for  a  moment." 

**  Oh  yes,  sir.'*  She  smirked.  "There's 
nobody  in.  Would  you  mind  coming*  into 
the  shop  ?  " 

He  followed.  The  well-remembered 
odour  of  Mrs.  Mayhew's  merchandise 
enveloped  him  about,  and  helped  still 
further  to  confuse  his  thoughts  in  a  med- 
ley of  past  and  present.  Over  the  shop 
window  hung  a  dirty  yellow  blind,  through 
which  the  sunshine  struggled  dimly. 
Filmer  hesitated  for  a  moment. 

"Who  is  Mr.  Marshall,  'Manda?" 
he  was  able  to  ask  at  length. 

"Don't  you  know,  sir?"  She  stood 
before  him  in  a  perky  attitude,  her  fingers 
interlaced.  "You've  seen  him.  A  tall 
man — dark-looking ** 
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**Ah!  Yes,  I  remember.  I  have 
seen  him.  How  long  has  Mrs.  Mayhew 
known  him  ?  '* 

**  Oh,  a  long,  long  time.  He  lent  her 
a  lot  of  money  when  she  started  the  shop. 
They'd  have  been  married  before,  only 
Mr.  Marshall's  wife  was  alive — in  a' 
asylum." 

**  In  an  asvlum  ?  " 

"Brought  on  by  drink,  they  say. 
There's  all  sorts  of  tales  about  her." 

The  philologist  eased  himself  by  mov- 
ing a  few  paces.  He  looked  from  the  pile 
of  firewood  bundles  before  the  counter  to 
a  row  of  canisters  on  the  topmost 
shelf. 

**rm  glad  to  hear  this,"  at  length  fell 
from  his  lips.  **Just  say  I  called;  and 
that  I — ril  call  again  some  day." 

'Manda's  odd  expression  arrested  his 
eyes.  He  turned  away,  however,  and 
stepped  out  into  the  passage,  where  little 


if  any  daylight  penetrated.  Behind  him, 
'Manda  spoke. 

'*  I  don't  think  I'd  come  again,  sir." 

'*  Why  not?" 

He  tried  to  see  her  face,  but  she  kept 
in  shadow. 

**  Mr.  Marshall  mightn't  like  it,  sir.  Nor 
Mrs.  Mayhew— Mrs.  Marshall  as7f//7/be." 

*^  Not  like  it?" 

**  You  won't  say  anything,  if  I  tell 
you  ?  "  said  the  girl,  in  a  low  and  hurried 
yet  laughing  tone.  **  It  made  a  little 
trouble — because  you  was  here.  Mr. 
Marshall  thought — "  a  giggle  filled  the 
lacuna.  "  And  Mrs.  Mayhew  didn't  like 
to  say  anything  to  you.  She's  that  kind 
to  everybody " 

Filmer  stretched  his  hand  to  the  door, 
fumbled  at  the  latch,  and  at  length  got 
out.  It  took  some  hours  before  his 
shamefaced  misery  yielded  to  the  blissful 
sense  of  relief  and  of  freedom. 
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By     \M  O  L  E  T     hunt. 


MDLLE.  EMILIA  QUIXANO'S  song 
"took"  in  the  most  unexpected 
manner.  Its  place  in  the  programme 
between  **  Hybrias  the  Cretan  "  and  Men- 
delssohn's solid  Da  liegt  ich  utiter  den 
Bdumen  was  perhaps  responsible  more 
than  anything  else  for  its  success. 

The  applause,  merely  intermittent  at 
first,  grew  and  grew,  as  caprice  grows  to 
passion,  and  an  encore  was  eagerly  called 
for.  But  Mademoiselle  Emilia  Quixano 
had  already  made  her  little  bow  of  ac- 
knowledgment, and  fled  lightly  down 
"the  well." 

"Mdlle.  Quixano!  Mdlle.  Quixano! 
Will  some  one  be  good  enough  to  find 
Miss  Quixano  ?  "  called  out  the  burly  man 
in  evening  dress,  whose  mission  it  is  to 
escort  the  singers  on  and  ofl*. 

"TU  fetch  her,  Mr.  Hanson,"  said  the 
handsome,  stout,  quick-tempered  con- 
tralto. "Emily!  Emily  Quick!"  she 
cried  at  the  door  of  the  green-room,  in 
her  deep  tragic  tones.  "Come  back! 
You're  encored  !  Don't  you  hear  ?  YouVe 
encored  ! " 

A  white  frightened  face  appeared  from 
among  the  cloaks  and  wraps. 

"Oh,  shall  I  take  it,  Madame  Yan 
Dalle  ?  " 

"  Yes,  of  course,  of  course ;  make 
haste  ! "  said  that  lady  impatiently. 

Bundling  off  her  rather  dingy  collection 
of  wraps,  the  little  soprano  tripped  up 
the  graded  passage  to  the  platform,  catch- 
ing her  foot  in  her  skirt  as  she  went,  from 
sheer  nervousness,  and  having  taken  up 
her  position  again  at  the  right  of  the  con- 
ductor, but  a  few  paces  farther  back  than 
she  should  have  been,  so  that  the  leaves 
of  the  tall  decorative  palm  tickled  her 
shoulder,  she  projected  her  music  in  the 
approved  fashion  in  front  of  her,  and 
raised  her  eyes  to  his  baton. 

The  sudden  shock  of  surprise  had  taken 
all  the  colour  out  of  her  face  and  lips, 
which  was  a  pity,  as  it  was  not  a  striking 
face  at  the  best  of  times,  and  needed  all 
the  adventitious  glow  of  excitement   to 


make  it  in  the  least  attractive.  She  had 
never  before  had  an  encore,  and  though 
she  smiled  the  regulation  smile  of  pleased 
acquiescence,  she  had  never  felt  more 
solemn,  more  serious,  more  uncomfortable 
in  her  life.  She  had  braced  herself  for 
the  effort  once,  and  got  it  over,  and  this 
anti-climax  was  distressing  to  her,  in  spite 
of  its  tribute  to  her  vanity.  In  the  dim 
background  of  her  consciousness  there 
lurked  indeed  the  thought  of  how  glad  her 
people  would  be  to  hear  of  her  having 
been  recalled  ;  but  severely  modified  by 
the  instinctive  apprehension  of  the  dis- 
pleasure of  Madame  van  Dalle,  who 
had  patronised  her,  and  brought  her  for- 
ward, to  a  certain  point,  but  who  had 
certainly  never  expected  her  to  have  the 
impertinence  to  have  an  encore  all  to 
herself ! 

All  this  passed  through  her  mind  as  the 
prelude  was  being  played.  "  I  must  mind 
that  A,"  she  said  to  herself,  as  the  last 
note  was  held,  and  she  drew  in  her  breath 
and  prepared  for  her  ait  ague. 

The  audience  was  a  mixed  one,  there  was 
the  usual  sprinkling  of  musical  connois- 
seurs, some  enthusiastic,  some  biases^  and 
the  usual  proportion  of  capricious  society 
people,  whose  preferences  are  dictated  by 
purely  fanciful  and  personal  reasons  ;  to 
these  latter,  it  is  most  likely,  Emily  Quick 
owed  her  encore.  They  had  called  her 
back  from  a  sort  of  collective  impulse  ;  she 
was  little  and  sweet,  and  pathetic  — and 
after  Madame  van  Dalle's  long,  meri- 
torious, laboured  rendering  of  ^lendels- 
sohn's  Da  Uei:;t  ich  unter  den  Bdumen^ 
Emily's  tender  love-song  came  as  a  relief. 
But  it  had  only  been  a  fleeting  impulse, 
and  with  the  painfully  cultivated,  almost 
physical  intuition  of  one  who  is  used  to 
bid  for  the  suffrages  of  the  public,  Emily 
Quick  knew  that  this  time  she  was  not 
in  touch  with  her  audience. 

She  felt  their  sympathies  ebbing  slowly, 
but  surely  away  from  her  as  she  stood — 
chained  to  her  platform,  as  it  were,  like 
Andromeda  to  her  Yock^  Vi^^ox^  N\v^vev  ?ii\> 
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singing  away  with  a  dry  parched  throat  and 
fitlingcyes.  She  would  havegiven  anything 
to  knock  off  a  verse  or  two.  She  grew  paler 
and  paler,  and  her  notes  more  forced  than 


sweet.  Her  voice  seemed 
to  come  back  to  her,  an 
alien,  hated  thing.  She 
tried  not  to  see  the 
people  in  front ;  their 
waving  fans  seemed  to 
advance  slowly  and 
almost  flap  into  her 
face,  and  as  slowly 
recede  again.  Worse 
than  this,  she  felt  the 
eyes  of  the  people 
behind  her,  up  by  the 
organ,  burning  their 
contempt  through  her 
back— they  were  the 
cheapest  seats,  but  they 
had  an  opinion  too  I 

It  was  over,  the  last 
cadence  was  something 
ghastly,  as  the  lump  in 
her  throat  grew  higher, 
and  almost  beyond  her 
control,  A  few  faint 
"bravas" — flung  to  her 
like  the  bread  of 
charity  —  broke  the 
bored  and  ominous 
silence,  a  rustling  of 
programmes  betrayed 
an  interest  in  the  next 
item,  and  she  walked 
back  to  the  kindly 
darkness  of  the  green- 
room, that  seemed  to 
gape  for  her  as  a 
condemned  criminal, 
nervously  pulling  down 
a  little  lock  of  hair  on 
her  forehead,  and  hop- 
ing no  one  would  speak 
to  her. 

The  draught  in  the 
passage  smote  her  like 
a  reproach  ;  there  was 
no  one  waiting  to  fling 
a  shawl  over  the  thin 
white  neck,  where  no 
diamonds  glittered.  The 
words  of  Madame  van 
Dalle  as  she  passed 
her,  spoken  in  a  tone 
where  ill  •  concealed 
triumph   over  her  as  a 

IT  IN  TOUCH  singer       strove      with 

some  tolerant  com- 
pas<<ion   of    her    as    a 

woman,  fell  like  a  well-merited  lash  across 

her  shoulders,  and  chilled  her  very  soul. 
"  My  dear  girl,  why  on  earth  did  you 

take  that  encore  ?  " 
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**  I  wish  I  hadn*t !  "  sighed  the  poor 
little  soprano,  as  she  buttoned  her  jacket, 
and  put  her  veil  on  crooked,  and  wondered 
if  it  was  a  wet  night,  for  she  had  forgotten 
her  umbrella. 

The  other  woman  had  a  lover,  a  big 
handsome  man  in  an  egregious  fur  coat, 
who  came  to  meet  her  at  the  door  as  she 
came  out,  in  company  with  the  other 
artistes.  Emily  saw  her  grasp  the  lapel 
of  his  coat  affectionately,  saw  him  tuck 
her  boa  round  under  her  chin  so  as  to 
cover  her  **  precious  throat."  Swathed  in 
furs  and  lace,  she  was  handed  into  her 
luxurious  brougham,  and  the  door  closed 
on  them  with  a  snap.  Emily  gave  a 
vague  sigh.  She  luckily  did  not  hear  the 
contralto,  with  her  head  on  her  lover\s 
shoulder,  confide  to  him  the  events  of  the 
evening;  how  her  own  song  **had  been 
over  their  heads "  and,  among  other 
details,  how  that  silly  little  Emily  Quick 
had  actually  managed  to  get  an  encore 
and  had  muffed  it.  **She  really  has 
the  voice  of  a  sparrow,  my  dear,  and  I 
can't  think  how  she  came  to  be  engaged 
at  all." 

Emily  Quick  had  no  lover.  Perhaps 
that  is  why  she  went  out  carelessly,  and 
despairingly,  into  the  cold  east  wind  and 
caught  a  bad  cold  on  her  chest ! 

It  sounds  dreadfully  **  stagey,"  but 
after  all,  it  was  the  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world.  Singers  have  such 
absurd  throats  !  Emily  Quick,  like  other 
artistes,  had  trained  and  sensitised  and 
harried  those  delicate  vocal  tubes  by 
which  she  gained  her  living  until 
they  were  as  tender,  as  subject  to  the 
influences  of  atmosphere  and  tempera- 
ture, as  those  of  the  more  pampered 
members  of  the  profession,  who  get  an 
encore  every  night,  when  they  do  sing, 
and  are  privileged  to  have  **  throats,"  and 
only  leave  them  off  as  a  personal  favour 
to  the  managers  of  whom  they  make  the 
glory,  and  sometimes  the  despair. 

She  had  a  very  little,  tender,  true  and 
efficient  voice,  and  an  immense  capacity 
for  work.  She  practised  all  day  with  the 
soft  pedal  down  not  to  disturb  her  neigh- 
bours. She  thought  literally  of  nothing 
else,  and  yet  she  was  not  enthusiastic. 
Underfed,  under-clothed,  under-vitalised, 
.she  was  too  spiritless  to  look  forward,  to 
dream  of  a  future.  So  long  as  she  could 
manage  to  go  on  earning  her  own  living, 
and  keep  body  and  soul  and  voice 
together !  It  took  her  all  her  time,  she 
had  none  left  for  the  little  airs  and  graces 
that  might  have  attracted  a  lover.     She 


never  saw  any  men,  except  in  the  way  of 
business.  The  old  gentleman  who  had 
picked  her  up  in  a  City  tea-shop,  had 
recognised  her  vocal  capabilities  and  sent 
her  to  the  Conservatoire  of  Music,  had 
been  actuated  simply  by  philanthropic 
motives.  He  had  died  suddenly,  without 
a  will,  and  his  relations  had  **  grabbed  up 
everything,"  so  Emily's  sister  said,  who 
expressing  the  feeling  of  the  family,  that 
he  might  have  left  Emily  a  trifle. 

Emily  rented  one  dingy  room  in  a  flat, 
with  a  cupboard  attached,  by  way  of  a 
bedroom.  The  tiny  sitting-room  had  a 
large  piano  in  it,  like  a  great  heart  in  a 
mean  body.  It  had  been  the  gift  of  her 
old  benefactor.  There  was  also  a  writing 
table  at  which  she  ate  her  dinner,  and  a 
suite  of  chairs  on  which  she  kept  her 
music,  except  what  was  needed  to  make 
the  piano  stool  higher.  She  had  one 
long,  lanky,  unsympathetic  pupil,  who 
helped  to  pay  for  all  this  magnificence. 

It  was  not  as  tidy  as  it  might  have 
been.  Truth  to  tell,  she  was  rather 
slovenly  about  everything  but  her  music, 
which,  however,  was  with  her,  one  of  the 
exact  sciences.  Her  bonnet  was  often 
put  on  crooked,  but  she  always  sang 
true  ;  she  was  carele;Ss  about  lacing  her 
boots,  but  she  was  conscientious  enough 
never  to  begin  a  song  without  finishing 
it,  even  by  herself,  according  to  the 
advice  of  the  great  Schumann. 

Managers  knew  her  for  a  practical, 
reliable  woman,  who  could  be  trusted  to 
know  her  songs  properly — who  came  at 
call — who  never  ventured  to  have  a  cold, 
and  who  always  managed  to  scrape  up  a 
pretty  gown  to  appear  in.  Nobody  who 
saw  Emily  Quick  trudging  home  alone,  in 
waterproof  and  large  clumsy  thin  boots, 
through  the  muddy  streets,  to  Maida 
Vale,  where  she  lived,  or  eating  her 
humble  chop  while  she  corrected  her 
pupil's  harmony  exercises,  would  have 
recognised  the  really  graceful  young 
woman  who  made  her  appearance  periodi- 
cally in  front  of  the  conductor's  desk  at 
some   of    the    best    known    concerts    in 

London. 

«  «  «  « 

It  was  most  unfortunate,  but  she 
could  not  get  rid  of  this  last  bad  cold. 
She  tried  staying  in  bed,  but  as  she  had 
to  get  up  to  light  her  own  fire  and  boil 
her  own  kettle  and  go  to  the  door  to  get 
her  bread  and  her  milk,  it  was  not  much 
good.  She  cleared  some  of  the  chairs 
and  improvised  a  sofa,  but  that  made  her 
back  ache.     The  lanky  pupil  was  socc^ 
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for  her  and  brought  her  flowers  ;  if  only 
she  had  brought  a  sausage  roll  from  the 
shop  round  the  corner,  or  even  offered  to 
post  Emily*s  letters  for  her  !  The  milk- 
man who  deposited  two  pennyworth  of 
milk  at  her  door  every  morning  was  good 
enough  to  do  that.  A  few  days  later  he 
posted  a  little  trembling  scrawl  to  sister 
Maria  in  Bloomsbury,  who  came  in 
answer  to  the  summons  and  found  Emily 
in  bed,  too  weak  to  sit  up,  too  weak  to 
give  lessons  and  crying  with  helplessness. 

Sister  Maria  was  business-like  and 
kind.  She  had  a  doctor  sent  for.  She 
brought  her  type-writer  along,  and  spent 
all  her  days  with  Emily.  She  was  a  little 
annoyed  with  Emily  all  the  same.  **She 
ought  to  try  and  throw  it  off,'*  she  said  to 
the  doctor  ;  **  a  little  effort,  you  know 
— it  is  nothing  but  a  cold — " 

The  doctor  looked  grave  and  said 
nothing  ;  it  was  as  well  that  Sister  Maria 
should  take  a  cheerful  view  of  things, 
since  nothing  could  be  more  patient,  more 
gentle,  but  at  the  same  time  more  spirit- 
less and  despairing  than  Emily. 

**She  doesn't  seem  to  care,"  was  the 
sister's  complaint  ;  **  she  just  follows  me 
about  with  her  eyes  and  never  asks  any 
questions  about  anything.  And  she's 
losing  all  her  connection,  lying  here,  but 
I  dare  say  she'll  pick  that  up  as  soon  as 
she's  about  again  ?  " 

The  doctor  hazarded  no  opinion  on  the 
subject,  there  was  something  ominous  in 
his  silence,  or  what  would  have  seemed  so 
to  a  less  optimistic  person  than  Emily's 
sister. 

Madame  van  Dalle,  the  contralto,  who 
toiled  up  the  steep  flight  of  stairs  to  see 
Emily,  thought  her  very  ill  indeed  ;  she 
was  immensely  sympathetic,  but  she 
could  not  stay  long  that  day  ;  she  *'had 
an  engagement,"  i.e.  a  tall  handsome  man 
in  a  fur  coat  waiting  for  her  at  the  foot 
of  the  stairs.  In  fact  she  had  too  many 
engagements  of  all  sorts  to  come  again 
just  now,  but  she  made  up  by  constantly 
sending  poor  Emily  little  pink  scented 
notes  of  condolence,  and  presents  in  the 
shape  of  a  selection  from  the  floral  tributes 
which  she  was  in  the  habit  of  receiving 
nightly. 

They  were  a  great  delight  to  the  invalid. 
She  would  never  have  the  flowers  undone 
and  put  in  water, — they  were  nothing  to 
her  as  flowers,  they  reminded  her  of  the 
concert  room,  not  of  nature, — and  she  had 
them  placed  ;  the  bouquets,  on  her  pillow  ; 
the  great  unwieldy  fancy  straw  baskets, 
tied  with  senseless  pink  knott  and  bows 


of  ribbon,  just  as  they  were  handed  up 
across  the  estrade  by  an  admiring  con- 
ductor, stood  in  all  their  glory  at  the  foot 
of  her  bed  till  they  withered  and  died. 

**  The  air  of  these  places  is  so  bad,  they 
can't  live  in  it,"  Emily  would  say  piteously. 
She  talked  a  good  deal  of  nonsense  some- 
times, and  made  Sister  Maria  rather 
uneasy.  Did  she  mean  her  own  little 
room,  which,  though  small,  was  airy  and 
healthy  enough,  or  was  she  thinking  of 
the  vitiated  atmosphere  of  a  concert  room  ? 

**  A  sick  girl's  fancy  !  "  thought  sister 
Maria,  and  wisely  let  her  have  her  own 
way.  Indeed  the  doctor  had  expressed  a 
wish  that  she  should  not  be  contradicted 
in  anything.  He  admired  Emily.  Sister 
Maria  was  quite  sure  of  that,  hideous  as 
she  looked  now  with  her  big  eyes  swamp- 
ing her  whole  face.  The  doctor  was  quite 
a  young  man,  and,  as  sister  Maria  opined, 
would  wish  to  continue  his  visits  on  a 
different  footing  when  Emily  should  get 
better.  She  clung  obstinately  to  her 
theory  that  **  people  should  make  an 
effort,"  and  although  Emily  was  so  weak 
that  she  could  not  even  get  out  of  bed,  she 
would  often  speak  cheerfully  of  spring 
weather  and  rides  on  top  of  an  omnibus 
— the  form  of  bath-chair  adopted  by  the 
indigent. 

Not  that  Emily  looked  forward  to  any- 
thing. Her  dreadful  apathy  was  part  of 
her  illness,  the  doctor  said. 

In  a  little  while  it  took  an  acute  form, 
and  when  Madame  van  Dalle  called  again, 
it  was  a  question  if  she  could  be  admitted. 
The  doctor  had  forbidden  visitors.  But 
he  was  not  there,  and  Madame  van  Dalle's 
rustling  silks  and  furs  affected  sister 
Maria  so  favourably  that  she  allowed  her 
to  enter  the  room  where  poor  Emily  lay — 
Emilia  Quixano,  of  whom  this  magnificent 
person  had  once  condescended  to  be  a 
little  jealous. 

The  luxurious,  comfort-loving  woman 
heartily  wished  herself  away.  Emily  was 
dreadfully  ill,  even  a  little  delirious.  She 
was  as  usual  under  the  impression  that 
she  was  at  a  concert  and  was  playing  on 
the  sheet  in  front  of  her,  with  long  help- 
less fingers.  She  even  tried  to  sing  to  her 
her  own  accompaniment,  but  no  sound 
worth  mentioning  issued  from  those 
bruised  tortured  lungs.  Every  now  and 
then  she  murmured  **Brava!  Brava  !** 
with  conviction. 

•*  Tell  her  she  isn't  at  a  concert ! "  said 
Madame  van  Dalle  nervously. 

**  It  pleases  her,  ma'am!"  replied 
Emily's    sister,    who    could    not    for    • 
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THE  ENCORE. 


moment   realise  that  this  imposing  lady 
was  a  fellow  worker  with  her  Emily. 

*'She  had  a  great  success  last 
time  she  sang ;  '*  murmured  the  con- 
science-stricken contralto.  **She  was 
encored — you  know  what  that  is  ?  " 

**  Oh,  yes,"  answered  sister  Maria 
smiling  ;  **  was  she  really  encored  ?  Well, 
I  never  !  " 

The  sick  woman  raised  her  eyes  at  the 
word  encore. 

**  Didn't  she  tell  you  ? "  continued 
Madame  van  Dalle. 

**  No,  ma'am,  she  never  did.  That  was 
the  concert — the  night  she  took  ill, 
wasn't  it  ?  I  should  never  have  guessed 
it.  She  came  on  to  supper  with  me  so 
down  in  the  mouth,  that  I  did  not  like  to 
question  her  for  fear  something  had 
happened." 

**  People  are  so  jealous  !  "  said  Madame 
van  Dalle,  without  exactly  knowing  what 
she  meant. 

She  found  she  **  had  an  important  en- 
gagement "  a  few  moments  later.  She 
wasn't  wanted — this  good  woman  was 
evidently  devoted  to  her  sister,  and  she 
really  couldn't  bear  seeing  Emily  cease- 
lessly playing  on  the  bed-clothes,  and 
croaking  out  **  Brava  "  in  a  dying  voice, 
for  she  was  dying,  she  was  sure  of  it,  and 
she  wished  she  had  thought  of  driving  her 
home  in  her  brougham  that  night  a  month 
ago  when  all  the  mischief  happened. 

The  doctor,  who  came  a  few  minutes 
later,  was  very  angry  when  he  heard  of 
her  having  been  admitted.  **  Silly, 
selfish  woman!"  he  muttered.  **\Vhy 
could  she  not  have  looked  after  the  poor 
girl  a  little  on  that  bitter  cold  night,  and 
seen  that  she  went  out  with  enough  wraps 
on,  after  singing  in  that  heated  atmo- 
sphere ?  " 

**  Emily  got  an  encore,  she  was  saying," 
said  sister  Maria. 

Emily  raised  her  eyes  and  repeated  the 


word  after  her  slowly.  The  doctor  looked 
at  her  sadly,  he  wondered  if  she  would  be 
as  beautiful  as  that  if  she  were  well.  He 
was  rather  a  morbid  young  man ;  he 
knew,  however,  that  he  would  never  have 
an  opportunity  of  judging — pretty  or  not, 
he  would  never  see  Emily  Quick  well  on 
this  side  the  grave. 

He  gave  her  sister  some  trifling  direc- 
tions in  a  low  voice.  Emily,  who  had 
been  a  good  deal  excited  by  Madame  van 
Dalle's  visit,  watched  them  intently  and 
seemed  to  be  trying  to  hear.  Presently 
she  beckoned  to  her  sister  to  come  to 
her. 

**  Bend  down,"  she  said  quite  clearly 
and  distinctly.  **  I  want  to  whisper  to 
you." 

The  sister  obeyed. 

**  Does  he  say,"  Emily  went  on,  look- 
ing at  the  doctor,  who  stood  fingering 
something  on  the  mantelpiece,  with  his 
profile  turned  towards  her,  **  Does  he  say 
— does  he  say  I  shall  get  better  ?  " 

The  sister,  with  a  dreadful  conscious- 
ness of  the  falsehood  she  was  uttering, 
murmured  something  in  the  affirmative. 

**Oh,  please,"  said  Emily,  agonised, 
grasping  her  arm,  **oh,  please  tell  him 
not  to.  I  don't  want  to  get  better. 
I  don't,  really.  Is  it  very  impious  ?  "  She 
sighed  a  long  weary  sigh  and  buried  her 
face  in  the  pillow.  **  I  am  so  tired  .... 
so  tired  of  it  all  ...  .  the  streets  are 
so  muddy,  and  my  legs  ache  ....   and 

sometimes  I   get  hungry and  cold  — 

and  1  can't  get  things  done  in  time.  .  .  . 
Oh,  why  must  I  goon  living?  Why  should 
I  ?     It    is   such   waste  ....   I   want   to 

die  ....    I  must  not  get  well 

couldn't  go  through  with  it  all  again.  .  .  . 
Thank  you  !  thank  you  !  .  .  .  .  The 
song's  done — I  did  my  best — It's  all 
over  ....  I  am  going  to  die  .... 
I  wouldn't  take  an  encore  now — no,  not 
for  the  whole  world  !  " 


READY.  — By  S.   P.  Cockkkkll. 
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N  accordance  with  my  custom,  I  gave 
an  entertainment  on  the  last  day  of 

is  year  tc  the  King  and  Queen,  who 
came  to  the  Arsenal  with  a  numerous 
train,  and  found  the  diversions  I  had  pro* 
vided  so  much  to  their  taste  that  they  did 
not  leave  until  I  was  half  dead  with  fatigue, 
and  like  to  be  killed  with  complaisance. 
Though  this  was  not  the  most  splendid 
entertainment  I  gave  that  year,  it  had  the 
good  fortune  to  please ;  and  in  a  different 
and  less  agreeable  fashion  is  recalled  to 
my  memory  by  a  peculiar  chain  of  events, 
whereof  the  first  link  came  under  my  eyes 
during  its  progress. 

I  have  mentioned  in  an  earlier  part  of 
these  memoirs  a  Portuguese  adventurer, 
who,  about  this  time,  gained  large  sums 
from  the  Court  at  play,  and  more  than 
once  compelled  the  King  to  have  recourse 
to  me.  I  had  the  worst  opinion  of  this 
man,  and  did  not  scruple  to  express  it  on 
several  occasions ;  and  this  the  more,  as 
his  presumption  fell  little  short  of  his 
knavery,  while  he  treated  those  whom  he 
robbed  with  as  much  arrogance  as  if  to 
play  with  him  were  an  honour.  Holding 
this  view  of  him,  I  was  far  from  pleased 
when  I  discovered  that  the  King  had 
brought  him  to  my  house  ;  but  the  feeling, 
though  sufficiently  strong,  sank  to  nothing 
beside  the  indignation  and  disgust  which 
I  experienced  when,  the  company  having 
fallen  to  cards  after  supper,  1  found  that  the 
Queen  had  sal  down  with  him  to  primero. 

It  did  not  lessen  my  annoyance  that  I 
had,  after  my  usual  fashion,  furnished  the 
Queen  with  a  purse  for  her  sport ;  and  in 
this  way  found  myself  reduced  to  stand  by 
and  see  my  good  money  pass  into  the 
clutches  of  this  knave.  Under  the  circum- 
stances, and  in  my  own  house,  I  could  do 
nothing ;  nevertheless,  the  table  at  which 
they  sat  possessed  so  strong  a  fascination 
for  me  that  I  several  times  caught  myself 
staring  at  it  more  closely  than  was  polite  ; 
and  as  to  disgust  at  the  unseemliness  of 
such  companionship  was  added  vexation 
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at  my  own  loss,  I  might  have  gone  farther 
towards  betraying  my  feelings  if  a  casual 
glance  aside  had  not  disclosed  to  me  the 
fact  that  I  did  not  stand  alone  in  my 
dissatisfaction  ;  but  that,  frivolous  as  the 
majority  of  the  courtiers  were,  there  was 
one  at  least  among  those  present  who 
viewed  this  particular  game  with  distaste. 

This  person  stood  near  the  door,  and 
fancying  himself  secured  from  observation, 
either  by  his  position  or  his  insignificance, 
was  glowering  on  the  pair  in  a  manner 
that  at  another  time  must  have  cost  him  a 
rebuke.  As  it  was,  I  found  something 
friendly,  as  well  as  curious,  in  his  fixed 
frown ;  and  ignorant  of  his  name,  though 
I  knew  him  by  sight,  wondered  both  who 
he  was  and  what  was  the  cause  of  his 
preoccupation. 

On  the  one  point  I  had  no  difficulty  in 
satisfying  myself.  Boisrueil,  who  presently 
passed,  told  mc  that  his  name  was  Vallon, 
that  he  belonged  to  a  poor  but  old  family 
in  the  Cotentin,  and  that  he  had  been  only 
three  months  at  Court. 

**  Making  his  fortune,  I  suppose  ? "  I 
said  grimly.     "He  games?" 

**  No,  your  Excellency." 

**Isin  debt?" 

**  Not  to  my  knowledge." 

**  To  whom  does  he  pay  his  court, 
then  ?  " 

*'  To  the  King." 

"  And  the  Queen  ?  " 

**  Not  particularly — as  far  as  I  know,  at 
least.  But  if  you  wish  to  know  more,  M.  le 
Due,"  Boisrueil  continued,  **  I  will " 

**  No,  no,"  I  said  peevishly.  The  Queen 
had  just  handed  her  last  rouleau  across  the 
table,  and  was  still  playing.  **  (io,  man, 
about  your  business  ;  I  don't  want  to  spend 
the  evening  gossiping  with  you." 

He  went,  and  1  dismissed  the  young 
fellow  from  my  mind,  only  to  find  him  five 
minutes  later  at  my  elbow.  To  youth  and 
good  looks  he  added  a  modest  bearing 
that  did  not  fail  to  enhance  them  and 
commend  him  to  me,  the  majority  of  the 
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young  sparks  of  the  day  being  wiser  than 
their  fathers.  But  1  confess  that  I  was  not 
prepared  for  the  stammering  embarrass- 
ment with  which  he  addressed  me — nor, 
indeed,  to  be  addressed  by  him  at  all, 

"  M.  de  Sully,"  he  said  in  a  tone  of 
emotion,  "  I  beg  you  to  pardon  me.  I  am 
in  great  trouble,  and  I  think  that  perhaps, 


"  A  very  slight,  if  a  very  unusual  one," 
he  muttered.  "  M.  le  Due,  1  only  want 
you  to " 

"To?"  for  he  stopped  and  seemed 
unable  to  go  on. 

"To  supplement  the  present  you  have 
given  to  the  Queen  with  this,"  he 
blurted  out,  his  face  pale  with  emotion ; 


S   INSIGNIFICANCE,   WAS  GLOWERING  O 
r  ANOTHER  T 


>1  OBSERVATION, 


stranger  as  I  am,  you  may  condescend  to 
dome  a  service," 

So  many  men  appeal  to  a  Minister  with 
some  such  formula  on  their  lips,  and  at 
times  with  a  calculated  timidity,  that  at 
the  first  blush  of  his  request  I  was 
inclined  to  bid  him  come  to  me  at  the 
proper  time,  and  to  remove  to  another 
part  of  the  room.  But  curiosity,  playing 
the  part  of  his  advocate,  found  so  much 
that  was  candid  in  his  manner  that  I 
hesitated.     "  What  is  it  ?  "  I  said  stiffly. 


and  he  stealthily  held  out  to  me  a  green 
silk  purse,  through  the  meshes  of  which  1 
saw  the  glint  of  gold.  "  M.  de  Sully,"  he 
continued,  observing  my  hasty  movement, 
"  do  not  be  offended.  I  know  that  you 
have  done  all  that  hospitality  required.  But 
1  see  that  the  Queen  has  already  lost  your 
gift,  and  that " 

"  She  is  playing  on  credit  ? ' 

"Yes,  Monsieur." 

He  said  it  simply,  and  as  he  spoke  he 
again  pressed  on  me  the  purse.     I  took 
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and  weighed  it,  and  calculated  at  a  guess 
that  it  held  fifty  crowns.  The  sum  as- 
tonished me.  **  Why,  man,"  I  said,  "you 
are  not  mad  enough  to  be  in  love  with 
her  Majesty  ?  " 

"  No !  "  he  cried  vehemently,  yet  with  a 
gleam  of  humour  in  his  eye.  **I  swear 
that  it  is  not  so.  If  you  will  do  me  this 
favour " 

It  was  a  mad  impulse  that  took  me,  but 
I  nodded,  and  resolving  to  make  good  the 
money  out  of  my  own  pocket,  should  the 
case,  when  all  was  clear,  seem  to  demand 
it,  I  went  straight  from  him,  and,  crossing 
the  floor,  laid  the  purse  near  her  Majesty's 
hand,  with  a  polite  word  of  regret  that 
fortune  had  used  her  so  ill,  and  a  hope 
that  this  might  be  the  means  of  recruiting 
her  forces. 

It  would  not  have  surprised  me  had  she 
shown  some  signs  of  consciousness,  and 
perhaps  betrayed  that  she  recognised  the 
purse.  But  she  contented  herself  with 
thanking  me  prettily,  and  almost  before 
I  had  done  speaking  had  her  slender 
fingers  among  the  coins.  Turning,  I  found 
thatVallon  had  disappeared;  so  that  all 
came  to  a  sudden  stop  ;  and  with  the  one 
and  the  other,  I  retired  completely  puzzled, 
and  less  able  than  before  to  make  even  a 
guess  at  the  secret  of  the  young  man's 
generosity. 

However,  the  King  summoning  me  to 
him,  there,  for  the  time,  was  an  end  of 
the  matter ;  and  between  fatigue  and  the 
duties  of  my  position,  I  did  not  give  a 
second  thought  to  it  that  evening.  Next 
morning,  too,  I  was  taken  up  with  the 
gifts  which  it  was  my  privilege  as  Master 
of  the  Mint  to  present  to  the  King  on 
New  Year's  Day,  and  which  consisted  this 
year  of  medals  of  gold,  silver,  and  copper, 
bearing  inscriptions  of  my  own  composi- 
tion, together  with  small  bags  of  new 
coins  for  the  King,  the  Queen,  and  their 
attendants. 

These  I  always  made  it  a  point  to  offer 
before  the  King  rose  ;  nor  was  this  year 
an  exception,  for  I  found  his  Majesty  still 
in  bed,  the  Queen  occupying  a  couch  in 
the  same  chamber.  But  whereas  it  gener- 
ally fell  to  me  to  arouse  them  from  sleep, 
and  be  the  first  to  offer  those  compliments 
which  befitted  the  day,  I  found  them  on 
this  occasion  fully  roused,  the  King  lazily 
toying  with  his  watch,  the  Queen  talking 
fast  and  angrily,  and  at  the  edge  of  the 
carpet  beside  her  bed  Mademoiselle 
d'Oyley  in  deep  disgrace.  The  Queen, 
indeed,  was  so  taken  up  with  scolding  her 
that  she  had  forgotten  what  day  it  was ; 
and  even  after  my  entrance  continued  to 


rate  the  poor  girl  so  fiercely  that  1  thought 
her  present  violence  little  less  unseemly 
than  her  condescension  of  the  night 
before. 

Perhaps  some  trace  of  this  feeling 
appeared  in  my  countenance ;  for,  pre- 
sently, the  King,  who  seldom  failed  to 
read  my  thoughts,  tried  to  check  her  in 
a  good-natured  fashion.  **Come,  my 
dear,"  he  said  ,  "  let  that  trembling  mouse 
go.  And  do  you  hear  what  our  good 
friend  Sully  has  brought  you  ?  I  '11  be 
bound " 

**  How  your  Majesty  talks  !  "  the  Queen 
answered  pettishly.  "As  if  a  few  paltry 
coins  could  make  up  for  my  jar!  1  '11  be 
bound,  for  my  part,  that  this  idle  wench 
was  romping  and  playing  with " 

**  Come,  come  ;  you  have  made  her  cry 
enough  !  "  the  King  interrupted  —  and, 
indeed,  the  girl  was  sobbing  so  passion- 
ately that  a  man  could  not  listen  without 
pain.  "  Let  her  go,  I  say,  and  do  you 
attend  to  Sully.  You  have  forgotten  that 
it  is  New  Year's  Dav 


**  A  jar  of  majolica !"  the  Queen  cried, 
utterly  disregarding  him,  **  worth  your 
body  and  soul,  you  little  slut ! " 

"  Pooh  !  pooh  !  "  the  King  said. 

**  Do  you  think  that  I  brought  it  from 
Florence,  all  the  way  in  my  own " 

**  Nightcap,"  the  King  muttered.  "There, 
there,  sweetheart,"  he  continued  aloud, 
"let  the  girl  go!" 

"  Of  course !  She  is  a  girl,"  the  Queen 
cried,  with  a  sneer.  "  That  is  enough  for 
you ! " 

"  Well,  Madame,  she  is  not  the  only  one 
in  the  room,"  I  ventured. 

"  Oh,  of  course,  you  are  the  King's 
echo ! " 

"  Run  away,  little  one,"  Henry  said, 
winking  to  me  to  be  silent. 

"And  consider  yourself  lucky,"  the  Queen 
cried  venomously.  "  You  ought  to  be 
whipped  ;  and  if  I  had  you  in  my  country 
I  would  have  you  whipped,  for  all  your 
airs  !  San  Giacomo,  if  you  cross  me  I  will 
see  to  it !  " 

This  was  a  parting  thrust ;  for  the  girl, 
catching  at  the  King's  permission,  had 
turned  and  was  hunying  in  a  passion  of 
tears  to  the  door.  Still,  the  Queen  had 
not  done.  Mademoiselle  had  broken  a 
jar ;  and  there  were  other  misdemeanours 
which  her  Majesty  continued  to  expound. 
But  in  the  end  I  had  my  say,  and  presented 
the  medals,  which  were  accepted  by  the 
King  with  his  usual  kindness,  and  by 
the  Queen,  when  her  feelings  had  found 
expression,  with  sufficient  complaisance. 
Both  were  good  enough  to  compliment  me 
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on  my  entertainment ;  but  observing  that 
the  Queen  quickly  buried  herself  again  in 
her  pillows  and  was  inclined  to  be  peevish, 
I  cut  short  my  attendance  on  the  plea  of 
fatigue,  and  left  them  at  liberty  to  receive 
the  very  numerous  company  who  on  this 
day  pay  their  court. 

Of  Uiese,  the  greater  number  came  on 
afterwards  to  wait  on  me ;  so  that  for  some 
hours  the  large  hall  at  the  Arsenal  was 
thronged  with  my  friends,  or  those  who 
called  themselves  by  that  name.  But 
towards  noon  the  stream  began  to  fail ; 
and  when  I  sat  down  to  dinner  at  that 
hour,  I  had  reason  to  suppose  that  I 
should  be  left  at  peace.  I  had  not  more 
than  begun  my  meal,  however,  when  I  was 
called  from  table  by  a  messenger  from  the 
Queen. 

"  What  is  it }  "  I  said,  when  I  had  gone 
to  him.  Had  he  come  from  the  King,  I 
could  have  understood  it  more  easily. 

"  Her  Majesty  desires  to  know,  your 
Excellency,  whether  you  have  seen  any- 
thing of  Mademoiselle  d'Oyley." 

"I?" 

"  Yes,  M.  le  Due." 

" No,  certainly  not.  How  should  I?" 
I  replied. 

"  And  she  is  not  here  ? "  the  man 
persisted. 

"  No  !  "  I  answered  angrily.  **  God 
bless  the  Queen,  I  know  nothing  of  her. 
I  am  sitting  at  meat,  and " 

The  man  interrupted  me  with  protesta- 
tions of  regret,  and,  hastening  to  express 
himself  thoroughly  satisfied,  retired  with 
a  crestfallen  air.  I  wondered  what  the 
message  meant,  and  what  had  come  over 
the  Queen,  and  whither  the  girl  had  gone. 
But  as  I  made  it  a  rule  throughout  my 
term  of  office  to  avoid,  as  far  as  possible, 
all  participation  in  bed-chamber  intrigues, 
I  wasted  little  time  on  the  matter,  but 
returning  to  my  dinner,  took  up  the  con- 
versation where  I  had  left  it.  Before  I 
rose,  however.  La  Trape  came  to  me  and 
again  interrupted  me.  He  announced  that 
a  messenger  from  his  Majesty  was  waiting 
in  the  hail. 

I  went  out,  thinking  it  \ery  probable 
that  Henry  had  sent  me  a  present ;  though 
it  was  his  more  usual  custom  on  this  day 
to  honour  me  with  a  visit,  and  declare  his 
generous  intentions  by  word  of  mouth, 
when  we  had  both  retired  to  my  librar}' 
and  the  door  was  closed.  Still,  on  one  or 
two  occasions  he  had  sent  me  a  horse 
from  his  stables,  a  brace  of  Indian  fowl,  a 
melon  or  the  like,  as  a  foretaste  ;  and  this 
I  supposed  to  be  the  errand  on  which  the 
man  had  come. 


His  first  words  disabused  me.  **  May 
it  please  your  Excellency,"  he  said,  very 
civilly,  "the  King  desires  to  be  remem- 
bered to  you  as  usual,  and  would  learn 
whether  you  know  anything  of  Mademoiselle 
d'Oyley." 

**  Of  whom  ?"  I  cried,  astonished. 

**  Of  Mademoiselle  d'Oyley,  her 
Majesty's  maid   of  honour." 

"  Not  I,  i'  faith  I "  I  said  drily.  "  I  am 
no  squire  of  dames,  to  say  nothing  of 
maids ! " 

**  But  his  Majesty " 

"  If  he  has  sent  that  message,"  I  replied, 
**  he  has  yet  something  to  learn — that  I  do 
not  interest  myself  in  maids  of  honour  or 
such  frailties." 

The  man  smiled.  **  I  do  not  think,"  he 
began,  "that  it  was  his  Majesty '* 

"Sent  the  message.^"  I  said.  ** No, 
but  the  Queen,  I  suppose." 

On  this  he  gave  me  to  understand,  in 
the  sly,  secretive  manner  such  men  affect, 
that  it  was  so.  I  asked  him  then  what  all 
this  ferment  was  about.  "  Has  Made- 
moiselle d*Oyley  disappeared  ? "  I  said 
peevishly. 

"  Yes,  your  Excellency.  She  was  with 
the  Queen  at  eight  o'clock.  At  noon  her 
Majesty  desired  her  services,  and  she  was 
not  to  be  found." 

"What?"  I  exclaimed.  "A  maid  of 
honour  is  missing  for  three  hours  in  the 
morning,  and  there  is  all  this  travelling ! 
Why,  in  my  young  days,  three  nights 
might  have " 

But  discerning  that  he  was  little  more 
than  a  youth,  and  could  not  restrain  a 
smile,  I  broke  off  discreetly,  and  contented 
myself  with  asking  if  there  was  reason  to 
suppose  that  there  was  more  than  appeared 
in  the  girl's  absence. 

"  Her  Majesty  thinks  so,"  he  answered, 

"Well,  in  any  case,  I  know  nothing 
about  it,"  I  replied.  "  I  am  not  hiding 
her.  You  may  tell  his  Majesty  that,  with 
my  service.     Or  I  will  write  it." 

He  answered  me  eagerly  that  that  was 
not  necessary,  and  that  the  King  had 
desired  merely  a  word  from  me ;  and  with 
that  and  many  other  expressions  of  regret 
he  went  away  and  left  me  at  leisure  to  go 
to  the  riding-school,  where  at  this  time  of 
the  year  it  was  my  wont  to  see  the  young 
men  practise  those  manly  arts  which,  so 
far  as  I  can  judge,  are  at  a  lower  ebb  in 
these  modem  days  of  quips  and  quodlibets 
than  in  the  stirring  times  of  my  youth. 
Then,  thank  God,  it  was  held  more  neces- 
sary for  a  page  to  know  his  seven  points 
of  horsemanship  than  how  to  tie  a  ribbon, 
or  prank  a  gown,  or  read  a  primer. 
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But  the  first  day  of  this  year  was  destined 
to  be  a  day  of  vexation.  I  had  scarcely 
entered  the  school,  when  M.  de  Varcnnes 
was  announced.  Instead  of  going  to  meet 
him,  I  bade  them  bring  him  to  me,  and, 
on  seeing  him,  bade  him  welcome  to  the 
sports.  "Though,"  I  said,  politely  over- 
looking his  past  history  and  his  origin, 
**  we  did  better  in  our  times ;  yet  the 
young  fellows  should  be  encouraged." 

"  Very  true,"  he  answered  suavely. 
**And  I  wish  I  could  stay  with  you.  But 
it  was  not  for  pleasure  I  came.  The  King 
sent  me.     He  desires  to  know " 

**  What  ?  "  I  said. 

**  If  you  know  amthing  of  Mademois- 
elle  d'Oyley.      Between  ourselves,  M.  le 

Due " 

•  I  looked  at  him  in  amazement.  "Whv," 
I  said,  "  what  on  earth  has  the  girl  done 
now  ?  " 

**  Disappeared,"  he  answered. 

**  But  she  had  done  that  before. 

*'  Yes,"  he  said,  "  and  the  King  had 
your  message.     But " 

"  But  what  ?  "  I  said  sternly. 

**  He  thought  that  you  might  wish  to 
supplement  it  for  his  private  use." 

"  To  supplement  it  ?  " 

**Yes.  The  truth  is,"  Varennes  con- 
tinued, looking  at  me  doubtfully,  '*the 
King  has  information  which  leads  him  to 
suppose  that  she  may  be  here." 

**  She  may  be  anywhere,"  I  answered  in 
a  tone  that  closed  his  mouth,  "  but  she  is 
not  here.  And  you  may  tell  the  King  so 
from  me  ! " 

Though  he  had  begun  life  as  a  cook, 
few  could  be  more  arrogant  than  Varennes 
on  occasion  ;  but  he  possessed  the  valuable 
knack  of  knowing  with  whom  he  could 
presume,  and  never  attempted  to  impose 
on  me.  Apologising  with  the  easy  grace 
of  a  man  who  had  risen  in  life  by  pleasing, 
he  sat  with  me  awhile,  recalling  old  days 
and  feats,  and  then  left,  giving  me  to 
understand  that  I  might  depend  on  him  to 
disabuse  the  King's  mind. 

As  a  fact,  Henry  visited  me  that  even- 
ing without  raising  the  subject ;  nor  had  I 
any  reason  to  complain  of  his  generosity, 
albeit  he  took  care  to  exact  from  the 
Superintendent  of  the  Finances  more  than 
he  gave  his  servant,  and  for  one  gift  to 
Peter  got  two  Pauls  satisfied.  To  obtain 
the  money  he  needed  in  the  most  com- 
modious manner,  I  spent  the  greater 
part  of  two  days  in  accounts,  and  had 
not  yet  settled  the  warrants  to  my  liking 
when  La  Trape,  coming  in  with  candles 
on  the  second  evening,  disturbed  my 
secretaries.    The  men  yawned  discreetly ; 


and,  reflecting  that  we  had  had  a  long  day, 
I  dismissed  them,  and  stayed  myself  only 
for  the  purpose  of  securing  one  or  two 
papers  of  a  private  nature.  Then  I  bade 
La  Trape  light  me  to  my  closet. 

Instead,  he  stood  and  craved  leave  to 
speak  to  me. 

"About  what,  sirrah  .?"  I  said. 

**  I  have  received  an  offer,  your  Excel- 
lency," he  answered,  with  a  crafty  look. 

"What!  To  leave  my  service?"  I 
exclaimed  in  surprise. 

"  No,  your  Excellency,"  he  answered. 
"To  do  a  service  for  another  —  M. 
Pimentel.  The  Portuguese  gentleman 
stopped  me  in  the  street  to  -  day  and 
offered  me  fifty  crowns." 

"To  do  what?"  I  asked. 

"  To  tell  him  where  the  young  lady  with 
Madame  lies,  and  lend  him  the  key  of 
the  garden-gate  to-night." 

I  stared  at  the  fellow.  "The  young 
lady  with  Madame  ?  "  I  said. 

He  returned  my  look  with  a  stupidity 
which  I  knew  was  assumed.  "  Yes,  your 
PLxcellency.  The  young  lady  who  came 
this  morning,"  he  said. 

Then  I  knew  that  I  had  been  betrayed, 
and  had  given  my  enemies  such  a  handle 
as  they  would  not  be  slow  to  seize  ;  and  I 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room  in  the 
utmost  grief  and  consternation.  At  last, 
"  Stay  here,"  I  said  to  the  man,  as  soon 
as  I  could  speak.  "  Do  not  move  from 
the  spot  where  you  stand  until  I  come 
back !  " 

It  was  my  almost  invariable  custom  to 
be  announced  when  I  visited  my  wife's 
closet ;  but  I  had  no  mind  now  for  such 
formalities,  and  swiftly  passing  two  or 
three  scared  ser\'ants  on  the  stairs,  I  made 
straight  for  her  room,  tapped,  and  entered. 
Abrupt  as  were  my  movements,  however, 
someone  had  contrived  to  warn  her;  for 
though  two  of  her  women  sat  working  on 
stools  near  her,  I  heard  a  hasty  foot  flying, 
and  caught  the  last  flutter  of  a  skirt  as  it 
disappeared  through  a  second  door.  My 
wife  rose  from  her  seat,  and  looked  at  me 
guiltily. 

"  Madame,"  I  said,  "  send  these  women 
away.  Now,"  I  continued,  when  they  had 
gone,  "  who  was  that  with  you  ?  " 

She  looked  away  dumbly. 

"  You  do  well  not  to  try  to  deceive  me, 
Madame,"  I  continued  severely.  "  It  was 
Mademoiselle  d'Oyley." 

She  muttered,  not  daring  to  meet  my 
eye,  that  it  was. 

"Who  has  absented  herself  from  the 
Queen's  service,"  I  answered  bitterly, 
"  and  chosen  to  hide  herself  here  of  all 
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places !  IMadamc,"  I  continued,  with  a 
severity  which  the  sense  of  my  false  posi- 
tion amply  justified,  **  are  you  aware  that 
you  have  made  me  dishonour  myself? — 
that  you  have  made  me  lie,  not  once, 
but  three  times  ? — that  you  have  made  me 
deceive  my  master  ?  " 

She  cried  out  at  that,  being  frightened, 
that  **  she  had  meant  no  harm ;  that  the 
girl  coming  to  her  in  great  grief  and 
trouble '* 

"  Because  the  Queen  had  scolded  her 
for  breaking  a  china  jar ! "  I  said  con- 
temptuously. 

"No,  Alonsieur;  her  trouble  was  of 
quite  another  kind,"  my  wife  answered, 
with  more  spirit  than  I  had  expected. 

"  Pshaw !  "  I  exclaimed. 

•*  It  is  plain  that  you  do  not  yet  under- 
stand the  case,"  Madame  persisted,  facing 
me  with  trembling  hardihood.  **  Made- 
moiselle d'Oyley  has  been  persecuted  for 
some  time  by  the  suit  of  a  man  for  whom 
I  know  you.  Monsieur,  have  no  respect — a 
man  whom  no  Frenchwoman  of  family 
should  be  forced  to  many." 

"  Who  is  it  ?  "  I  said  curtly. 

"  M.  Pimentel." 

"  Ah  !    And  the  Queen  ?  " 

**  Has  made  his  suit  her  own.  Doubtless 
her  Majesty,"  Madame  de  Sully  continued 
with  grimness,  **  who  plays  with  him  so 
much,  is  under  obligations  to  him,  and  has 
her  reasons.  The  King,  too,  is  on  his  side, 
so  that  Mademoiselle " 

**  Who  has  another  lover,  I  suppose  ?  " 
I  said  harshly. 

My  wife  looked  at  me  in  trepidation. 
"It  may  be  so,  Monsieur,"  she  said, 
hesitating. 

"  It  is  so,  Madame,  and  you  know  it,"  1 
answered  in  the  same  tone.  "  M.  Vallon 
is  the  man." 

"  Oh  ! "  she  exclaimed,  with  a  gesture 
of  alarm.     "  You  know ! " 

"I  know,  Madame,"  I  replied  with 
vigour,  **  that  to  please  this  love-sick  girl 
you  have  placed  me  in  a  position  of  the 
utmost  difficulty ;  that  you  have  jeopardised 
the  confidence  which  my  master,  whom  1 
have  never  willingly  deceived,  places  in 
me ;  and  that  out  of  all  this  1  see  only  one 
way  of  escape,  and  that  is  by  a  full  and 
frank  confession,  which  you  must  make  to 
the  Queen." 

"  Oh,  Monsieur ! "  she  said  faintly. 

"The  girl,  of  course,  must  be  imme- 
diately given  up." 

My  wife  began  to  sob  at  that,  as  women 
will,  but  I  had  too  keen  a  sense  of  the 
difl&culties  into  which  she  had  plunged  me 
bj    her  deceit    to   pity    her    overmuch. 


And,  doubtless,  I  should  have  continued 
in  the  resolution  I  had  formed,  and  which 
appeared  to  hold  out  the  only  hope  of 
avoiding  the  malice  of  those  enemies 
whom  ever}'  man  in  power  possesses — and 
none  can  afford  to  despise — if  La  Trapc's 
words,  when  he  betrayed  the  secret  to  me, 
had  not  recurred  to  my  mind,  and  sug- 
gested other  reflections. 

Doubtless  Mademoiselle  had  been 
watched  into  my  house,  and  my  ill-wishers 
would  take  the  earliest  opportunity  of 
bringing  the  lie  home  to  me.  My  wife's 
confession,  under  such  circumstances, 
would  have  but  a  simple  air,  and,  believed 
by  some,  would  be  ridiculed  by  more.  It 
might,  and  probably  would,  save  my  credit 
with  the  King,  but  it  would  not  exalt  me 
in  others*  eyes,  or  increase  my  reputation 
as  a  manager.  If  there  were  any  other 
way — and  so,  reflecting,  1  thought  of  La 
Trape  and  his  story. 

Still  I  was  half-way  to  the  door  when  I 
paused  and  turned.  My  wife  was  still 
weeping.  **  It  is  no  good  crying  over 
spilled  milk,  Madame,"  I  said  severely. 
**  If  the  girl  were  not  a  fool,  she  would 
have  gone  to  the  Ursulines.  The  abbess 
has  a  stiff  neck,  and  is  as  big  a  simpleton 
to  boot  as  you  are.  It  is  only  a  step,  too, 
from  here  to  the  Ursulines,  if  she  had  had 
the  sense  to  go  on." 

My  wife  lifted  her  head,  and  looked  at 
me  eagerly ;  but  I  avoided  her  gaze  and 
went  out  without  more,  and  downstairs  to 
my  study,  where  I  found  I^  Trape  await- 
ing me.  **  (jo  to  Madame  la  Duchesse," 
I  said  to  him.  **  When  you  have  done 
what  she  needs,  come  to  me  in  my  closet." 

He  obeyed,  and  after  an  interval  of 
about  half  an  hour,  during  which  I  had 
time  to  mature  my  plan,  presented  himself 
again  before  me.  **  Pimentel  had  a  notion 
that  the  young  lady  was  here  then  ?  "  I 
said  carelessly. 

**  Yes,  your  Excellency." 

"  Some  of  his  people  fancied  that  they 
saw  her  enter,  perhaps  ?  " 

**  Yes,  your  Excellency." 

"  They  were  mistaken,  of  course  ?  " 

"  Of  course,"  he  answered  dutifully. 

"  Or  she  may  have  come  to  the  door  and 
gone  again  ?  "  I  suggested. 

**  Possibly,  your  Excellency." 

"  Gone  on  without  being  seen,  I 
mean  ?  " 

"  If  she  went  in  the  direction  of  the 
Rue  St.  Marcel,"  he  answered  stolidly, 
**  she  would  not  be  seen." 

The  convent  of  the  Ursulines  is  in  the 
Rue  St.  Marcel.  I  knew,  therefore,  that 
Madame  had  had  the  sense  to  act  on  my 
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hint ;  and  after  reflecting  a  moment  I 
continued,  **  So  Pimentel  wished  to  know 
where  she  was  lodged  ?  " 

**  That,  and  to  have  the  key,  your 
Excellency." 

"  To-night  ?  " 

**  Yes,  your  Excellency." 

**  Well,  you  are  at  liberty  to  accept  the 
offer,"  I  answered  carelessly.  **  It  will 
not  clash  with  my  service."  And  then,  as 
he  stood  staring  in  astonishment,  striving 
to  read  the  riddle,  I  continued,  **  By  the 
way,  are  the  rooms  in  the  little  Garden 
Pavilion  aired  ?  They  may  be  needed 
next  week  :  see  that  one  of  the  women 
sleeps  there  to-night — a  woman  you  can 
depend  on." 

**  Ah,  Monsieur !  " 

He  said  no  more,  but  I  saw  that  he 
understood  ;  and  bidding  him  be  careful  in 
following  my  instructions,  I  dismissed  him. 
The  line  I  had  determined  to  take  was 
attended  by  many  uncertainties,  however  ; 
and  more  than  once  I  repented  that  I  had 
not  followed  my  first  instinct,  and  avowed 
the  truth.  A  hundred  things  might  fall 
out  to  frustrate  my  scheme  and  place  me 
in  a  false  position  ;  from  which — since  the 
confidence  of  his  Sovereign  is  the  breath 
of  a  Minister,  and  as  easily  destroyed  as 
a  woman's  reputation — I  might  find  it 
impossible  to  extricate  myself  with  credit. 

I  slept,  therefore,  but  ill  that  night ;  and 
in  conjunctures  apparently  more  serious 
have  felt  less  trepidation.  But  experience 
has  long  ago  taught  me  that  trifles,  not 
great  events,  unseat  the  statesman,  and 
that  of  all  intrigues  those  which  revolve 
round  a  woman  are  the  most  dangerous. 
I  rose  early,  therefore,  and  repaired  to 
Court  before  my  usual  hour,  it  being  the 
essence  of  my  plan  to  attack,  instead  of 
waiting  to  be  attacked. 

Doubtless  my  early  appearance  was 
t^en  to  corroborate  the  rumour  that  I 
had  made  a  false  step,  and  was  in  diffi- 
culties ;  for  scarcely  had  I  crossed  the 
threshold  of  the  antechamber  before  the 
attitude  of  the  courtiers  caught  my  atten- 
tion. Some  who  twenty-four  hours  earlier 
would  have  been  only  too  glad  to  meet 
my  eye  and  obtain  a  word  of  recognition 
appeared  to  be  absorbed  in  conversation. 
Others,  less  transparent  or  better  inclined 
to  me,  greeted  me  with  unnatural  effusion. 
One  who  bore  a  grudge  against  me,  but 
had  never  before  dared  to  do  more  than 
grin,  now  scowled  openly ;  while  a  second, 
perhaps  the  most  foolish  of  all,  came  to 
me  with  advice,  drew  me  with  insistency 
into  a  niche  near  the  door,  and  adjured 
me  to  be  cautious. 


**  You  are  too  bold,"  he  said ;  **  and 
that  way  your  enemies  find  their  opening. 
Do  not  go  to  the  King  now.  He  is 
incensed  against  you.  But  we  all  know 
that  he  loves  you;  wait,  therefore,  my 
friend,  until  he  has  had  his  day's  hunting — 
he  is  just  now  booting  himself — and  see 
him  when  he  has  ridden  off  his  annoy- 
ance." 

**  And  when  my  friends,  my  dear  Mar- 
quis, have  had  time  to  poison  his  mind 
against  me  ?  No,  no,"  I  answered,  won- 
dering much  whether  he  were  as  simple  as 
he  looked. 

**  But  the  Queen  is  with  him  now,"  he 
persisted,  seizing  the  lapel  of  my  coat  to 
stay  me,  "  and  she  will  be  sure  to  put  in  a 
word  against  you." 

**  Therefore,"  I  answered  drily,  **  I  had 
better  see  his  Majesty  before  the  one  word 
becomes  two." 

"Be  persuaded,"  he  entreated  me. 
*'  See  him  now,  and  nothing  but  ill  will 
come  of  it." 

**  Nothing  but  ill  for  some,"  I  retorted, 
looking  so  keenly  at  him  that  his  visage 
fell.  And  with  that  he  let  me  go,  and  with 
a  smile  I  passed  through  the  door.  The 
rumour  had  not  yet  gained  such  substance 
that  the  crowd  had  lost  all  respect  for  me  ; 
it  rolled  back,  and  I  passed  through  it 
towards  the  end  of  the  chamber,  where 
the  King  was  stooping  to  draw  on  one  of 
his  boots.  The  Queen  stood  not  far  from 
him,  gazing  into  the  fire  with  an  air  of  ill- 
temper  which  the  circle,  serious  and  silent, 
seemed  to  reflect.  I  looked  everywhere 
for  the  Portuguese,  but  he  was  not  to  be 
seen. 

For  a  moment  the  King  affected  to  be 
unaware  of  my  presence,  and  even  turned 
his  shoulder  to  me ;  but  I  observed  that 
he  reddened,  and  fidgeted  nervously  with 
the  boot  which  he  was  drawing  on. 
Nothing  daunted,  therefore,  I  waited  until 
he  perforce  discovered  me,  and  was 
obliged  to  greet  me.  "  You  are  early 
this  morning,"  he  said,  at  last,  with  a 
grudging  air. 

"For  the  best  of  reasons.  Sire,"  I 
answered  hardily.  "1  am  ill  placed  at 
home,  and  come  to  you  for  justice." 

**  What  is  it  ? "  he  said  churlishly  and 
unwillingly. 

I  was  about  to  answer,  when  the  Queen 
interposed  with  a  sneer.  **  I  think  that  I 
can  tell  you.  Sire,"  she  said.  **  M.  de 
Sully  is  old  enough  to  know  the  adage, 
*  Bite  before  you  are  bitten.' " 

"Madame,"  I  said,  respectfully  but 
with  firmness,  "I  know  this  only,  that 
my  house  was  last  night  the  scene  of  a 
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gross  outrage ;  and  by  all  I  can  leam  it 
was  perpetrated  by  one  who  is  under  your 
Majesty's  protection." 

•'  His  name  ? "  she  said,  with  a  haughty 
gesture. 

"  M.  Pimentel." 

The  Queen  began  to  smile.  "What  was 
this  gross  outrage  ?  "  she  asked  drily. 

"  In  the  course  of  last  night  he  broke 
into  my  house  with  a  gang  of  wretches,  and 
bore  off  one  of  the  inmates." 

The  Queen's  smile  grew  broader;  the 
King  began  to  grin.  Some  of  the  circle, 
watching  them  closely,  ventured  to  smile 
also.      "Come,  my  friend,"    Henrj'  said, 


I  OS 
i  all 


almost  with  good   humour ;    "  this 

very  well.    But  this  inmate  of  yours — was 

a  very  recent  one." 

"  Was,  in  fact,  I  suppose,  the  rebellious 
little  wench  of  whom  you  knew  nothing 
yesterday  I  "  the  Queen  cried  harshly,  and 
with  an  air  of  open  triumph,  "  There  can 
be  no  stealing  of  stolen  goods,  Sir ;  and  if 
-M.  Pimentel,  who  had  at  least  as  much 
right  as  you  to  the  girl — and  more,  for  I 
am  her  guardian^ — has  carried  her  off,  you 
have  small  ground  to  complain." 

"  But,  Madame,"  I  said,  with  an  air  of 
bewilderment,  "  I  really  do  not — it  must 
be  my  fault,  but  1  do  not  understand." 
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Two  or  three  sniggered,  seeing  me 
apparently  checkmated  and  at  the  end  of 
my  resources.  And  the  King  laughed 
out  with  kindly  malice.  **  Come,  Grand 
Master,"  he  said,  **  I  think  that  you  do. 
However,  if  Pimentel  has  carried  off  the 
damsel,  there,  it  seems  to  me,  is  an  end  of 
the  matter." 

**But,  Sire,"  I  answered,  looking  sternly 
round  the  grinning  circle,  **  am  I  mad,  or 
is  there  some  mystery  here  ?  I  assured 
your  Majesty  yesterday  that  Mademoiselle 
d*Oyley  was  not  in  my  house.  I  say  the 
same  to-day.  She  is  not ;  your  officers 
may  search  every  room  and  closet.  And 
for  the  woman  whom  M.  Pimentel  has 
carried  off,  she  is  no  more  Mademoiselle 
d'Oyley  than  I  am  ;  she  is  one  of  my 
wife's  waiting-maids.  If  you  doubt  me," 
I  continued,  "  you  have  only  to  send  and 
ask.     Ask  the  Portuguese  himself." 

The  King  stared  at  me.  **  Nonsense  !  " 
he  said  sharply.  **  If  Pimentel  has  carried 
off  anyone,  it  must  be  Mademoiselle 
d'Oyley." 

**But  it  is  not.  Sire,"  I  answered  with 
persistence.  **  He  has  broken  into  my 
house  and  abducted  my  servant.  For 
Mademoiselle,  she  is  not  there  to  be 
stolen." 

"  Let  someone  go  for  Pimentel,"  the 
King  said  curtly. 

But  the  Portuguese,  as  it  happened,  was 
at  the  door  even  then,  and  being  called, 
had  no  alternative  but  to  come  forward. 
His  face  and  mien  as  he  entered  and 
reluctantly  showed  himself  were  more  than 
enough  to  dissipate  any  doubts  which  the 
courtiers  had  hitherto  entertained,  the 
former  being  as  gloomy  and  downcast  as 
the  latter  were  timid  and  cringing.  It  is 
true  he  made  some  attempt  at  first,  and  for 
a  time,  to  face  the  matter  out,  stammering 
and  stuttering,  and  looking  piteously  to 
the   Queen   for  help.     But  he  could  not 


long  delay  the  crisis,  nor  deny  that  the 
person  he  had  so  cunningly  abducted  was 
one  of  my  waiting- women  ;  and  the  moment 
that  this  confession  was  made  his  case  was 
at  an  end,  the  statement  being  received 
with  so  universal  a  peal  of  laughter,  the 
King  leading,  as  at  one  and  the  same  time 
discomfited  him,  and  must  have  persuaded 
any  indifferent  listener  that  all  from  the 
first  had  been  in  the  secret. 

After  that  he  would  have  spent  himself 
in  vain,  had  he  contended  that  Made- 
moiselle d'Oyley  was  at  my  house  ;  and  so 
clear  was  this  that  he  made  no  second 
attempt  to  do  so,  but  at  once  admitting 
that  his  people  had  made  a  mistake,  he 
proffered  me  a  handsome  apology,  and 
desired  the  King  to  speak  to  me  in  his 
behalf. 

This  I,  on  my  side,  was  pleased  to  take 
in  good  part ;  and  having  let  him  off 
easily  with  a  mild  rebuke,  I  turned  from 
him  to  the  Queen,  and  informed  her  with 
much  respect  that  I  had  learned  at  length 
where  Mademoiselle  d'Oyley  had  taken 
refuge. 

**  Where,  Sir } "  she  asked,  eying  me 
suspiciously,  and  with  no  little  disfavour. 

**  At  the  Ursulines,  Madame,"  I 
answered. 

She  winced,  for  she  had  already 
quarrelled  with  the  abbess  without 
advantage.  And  there  for  the  moment 
the  matter  ended.  At  a  later  period  I 
took  care  to  confess  all  to  the  King,  and 
he  did  not  fail  to  laugh  heartily  at  the 
clever  manner  in  which  I  had  outwitted 
Pimentel.  But  this  was  not  until  the 
Portuguese  had  left  the  country  and  gone 
to  Italy,  the  affair  between  him  and 
Mademoiselle  d'Oyley  (which  resolved 
itself  into  a  contest  between  the  Queen 
and  the  Ursulines)  having  come  to  a  close 
under  circumstances  which  it  may  be  my 
duty  to  relate  in  another  place. 
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By  JOHN  FOSTER  FRASER. 


T)EOPLE  go  to  the  Lake  District  at 
\~  the  wrong  time.  To  see  the  beauty 
of  the  hills  is  to  see  them  under  a  ragged 
robe  of  snow  when  their  peaks  are  glisten- 
ing a  rosy  tint.  Westmorland  in  Februari- 
and  early  March  was  a  place  of  stern 
grandeur.  The  great  lakes 
were  frozen,  and  horses  and 
carts  were  drivenacross  them. 
There  was  skating  for  a 
dozen  miles  along  Winder- 
mere without  a  break,  and 
for  a  fortnight  the  hotels, 
usuallydcserted  in  the  winter, 
were  overcrowded.  But  the 
visitors  confined  themselves 
to  Windermere,  being  con- 
tent to  admire  the  snow- 
covered  mountains  from  a 
distance.  Some  of  the 
valleys  were  practically  shut 
off  from  the  world.  liut  in 
the  company  of  a  friend  I 
penetrated  the  upper  fast- 
nesses of  Langdale.  It  was 
a  long  tramp  from  Amble- 
side, through  drifts  often 
reaching  waist-high,  past  the 
weird  Blea  Tarn  and  Words- 
worth's "House  of  the 
Solitary,"  and  then  a  sudden 
dip  to  the  base  of  the  Pikes 
of  Langdale  and  the  Old 
Dungeon  Ghyll  Hotel,  where 
we  were  the  first  strangers 
for  nearly  two  months.  On 
the  Sunday  before  Christmas 
a  pedestrian  called  for  a 
glass  of  ale,  and  till  our 
coming  the  landlord  had 
received  no  guests.  We  were  eleven  miles 
from  Windermere  railway  station.  The 
valley  lay  in  deep  silence,  save  that  now 
and  then  the  bleat  of  a  straying  sheep 
could  be  heard  from  the  hills. 

Mountaineers  rush  to  Switzerland  for 
perilous  climbs.  There  is  no  need  to  go 
so  far.  I  have  climbed  one  or  two  Swiss 
hills,  but  I  have  never  had  any  excitement 
like  climbing  Harrison's  Stickle  —  the 
highest  of  the  Langdale  Pikes — in  mid- 


winter. Of  course  there  is  danger.  You 
may  have  a  dislocated  collar  -  bone,  or 
a  companion  who  persists  in  reeling 
off  stanzas  of  Wordsworth.  Both  are 
to  be  avoided.  With  a  liberal  length 
of  rope,  we  set  off  in   the  early  morning 
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to  scale  the  mountain.  The  guide- 
book advised  us  to  keep  to  the  grassy 
path.  As  there  was  over  two  feet 
of  snow,  the  advice  was  useless.  So  we 
just  tied  ourselves  together,  kept  to  the 
left  of  a  great  fissure  in  the  rock — where 
in  the  summer-time  the  most  majestic 
waterfall  in  the  Lake  District  comes 
thundering  down,  but  was  now  marked 
by  long,  irregular  icicles — and  pushed 
on.     Progress  was  not   rapid.     At  every 
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.step  ttc  tti'Ut  u]i  to  the  kiu'es  in   snow, 
and   thi-ii   ont'   ut    us  would    pilch 


■<iul<l  ha^ 
ri)pi-,      A  long  ' 


.irifl. 
«th  itii 

;enil  ihv  liill 
stL'L-p.  'I'hf  Miniw  was  irisji 
the  exertion  of  dinibinj);  ii 
warm  as  mi  an  Anmi^t  alUT- 
noon.  The  hii,'her  we  got 
the  more  iniijestic  and  de- 
lighlfiil  was  thi^  panoriiina 
revealed,  il.-avy  niat-ses  of 
Waek  elonJ  sh)wly  swept  up 
from  the  we^t,  aTul  for  a 
few  nioineiits  wrapped  the 
hills  in  shad, 


for  a  lofty 
ridge  of  rock 
called  Pavey 
Ark.  Some- 
how we  got 
on  a  frozen 
streamlet 
which  runs 
from  Stickle 
Tarn,  said  to 
be  famous  for 
its  trout. 
There  was  an 


dueed  an  vx- 
c  i  t  e  m  e  II  t 
which  senithe 
Mood  heating 
swifter 
through  fiur 
r.  veins.    An  in- 

secure foot- 
hold, and  we  wouhi  have  slipiK-d  down 
the  tiTribly  auule-nngled  hillside  with 
the  priis])ect  <)f  being  whirled  over  the 
precipice.  Had  there  been  anv  traveller 
in  the  vallev  below  to  have  spild  us  with 
a  field-glass,  he  must  have  been  astonished 
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perceptible  |>ath  and  y 
have  to  relv  on  your  o* 
judgment  and  calculaiin 
the  difficulties  are  many.  1 
we  soon  found. 


with  a 


;  of  ii 


from  melted  snow  was  the  first  serit>us 
obstacle.  Boots  refused  to  grip.  Crevices 
ha.1  to  be  Clliselle.l  in  which  to  place  our 
toes,  aiid  then  wc  could  only  ailvance  hy 
Vying  flat  upon  our  atoniuchs.     We  made 


face  of  the  mountain.  It  was  an  hour's 
hard  work  to  advance  a  hundred  yards. 
We  were  too  busy  to  engage  in  conversa- 
tion. Repeatedly  we  halted  panting,  and 
passed  to  each   other  an  esteemed  flask. 
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Just,ho»vevcr,whL-inve  thoiip;ht  our  troubles 
were  at  an  end,  «c  hni  to  face  a  piece  of 
rock  almost  perpendicular.  The  snow  was 
beaten  against  it  to  perhap.s  tlie  depth  of 
twelve  inches.  The  foothold  was  inse- 
cure. We  advanced  with  our  faces  on  the 
ground.  Pulling  up  one  leg  one  had  to 
kick  a  hole  in  the  snow niih  one's  toe,  and 
then,  cautiously  cdgin.t:  forward,  do  the 
same  with  the  other  leg.  This  continued 
for  about  three 
quarters  of  an 
hour.  \V  e 
became  ex- 
hausted. We 
looked  in  one 
another's  face, 
and  knew  the 
thoughts  that 
were  passing. 
If  one  of  us 
slipped  we 
would  both  be 
hurled  to  the 
bottom.  So 
we  discussed 
the  advisabil- 
ity of  loosen- 
ing the  rope 
and  letting 
each  one  take 
care  of  him- 
self. But  we 
decided 
against  that 
ptan.  A  shawl, 
a  sketch-book, 
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and  other  im- 
pedimenta we 
pitched  away, 
and  tried  once 
more.  It  was 
an  exciting 
ten  minutes. 
When  we 
reached  the 
top  we  could 
only  lie  down, 
smile  feebly, 
and  have  re- 
course to  the 
flask. 

Though  our 
mountaineer- 
ing had  been 
arduous  and 
perilous,  we 
were  rewarded 
by  the  view. 
As  far  as  eye 
could  reach 

silver  hills  with  crevices  fierce  and  black. 
There  was  a  delightful  play  of  col<)ur  in  the 
sky.  It  was  a  clear  Italian  blue,  except  that 
uliere  it  seemed  10  touch  the  hills  there 
was  the  faintest  tinge  of  green,  while  the 
clouds,  soft  and  gauze-like,  were  of  a  tender 
pink.  On  one  side  was  mighty  Helvellyn, 
but  not  dark  bro«ed.  On  the  other  was 
Scaft'll  I'ike,  the  highest  point  of  English 
ground,    hidden    under  a   cap    of  cloud. 
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Grasmere,  no  larger  than  a  hand  it  seemed, 
lay  far  beneath  our  feet,  and  we  could  just 
distinguish  with  the  naked  eye  there  was 
skating  on  the  Lake.  Turning  and  looki.ig 
down  Great  Langdale,  the  comer  of  Amble- 
side was  seen,  and  the  broad  glimmering 
stretch  which  marked  the  head  of  Winder- 
mere. The  wind  had  fallen  away,  and  the 
day  was  hushed.  The  mighty  impressive- 
ness  of  it  all  seized  my  imagination,  and 
before  my  mind  appeared  a  world  of  beauty 
but  of  desolation. 

It  had  been  our  intention  to  descend 
upon  Grasmere  by  way  of  Easedale,  but 
we  hesitated  flying  into  dangers  that  we 
knew  not  of,  and  agreed  to  go  down  the 


mountain  by  the  way  we  came.  The 
descent  was  just  a  little  less  hazardous. 
Repeatedly  we  rested  to  admire  the 
beauties  unfolded  before  us.  We  marvelled 
that  so  few  eyes  sought  them.  At 
Christmastide.  before  the  snow  fell,  a 
party  had  chmbed  the  Pikes  with  guides, 
but  since  then,  as  far  as  we  could  gather, 
the  hill  had  been  untrodden.  The  picture 
we  saw  that  afternoon,  when  the  sun  had 
grown  large  and  red,  and  bathed  in  softened 
light  the  crest  of  the  mighty  hills,  was 
probably  the  most  awe-inspiring  in  all 
England,  and  yet  there  were  only  two  men 
to  see  it.  Yes,  people  go  to  the  Lake 
District  at  the  wrong  time. 
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\i   Ifli  iBri        T7RIAR  TUCK'S 
\i^vilJlr     -T   BAY  ■ 

the  Yorkshire  coast, 
nicely  balanced 
among  the  curious 
of  cliff  and 
grassy  down.  The 
little  railway  connecting  the  l>ay  with 
the  big  world  coquets  prettily  with  the 
sea,  now  running  by  its  side  for  a  mile 
or  so,  then  diving  inland  among  woods 
and  smiling  homesteads,  but  always 
coming  back  to  the  sandy  beaches,  with 
their  stretches  of  polypous  weed  that  goes 
"pop"  under  the  delighted  feet  of  children. 
Some  of  the  thoroughfares  in  Friar  Tuck's 
Bay  are  nearly  perpendicular,  or  seem  so 
to  the  amazed  Londoner.  The  red-roofed 
cottages  cluster  in  most  unexpected  and 
perilous  places.  They  seem  living  things, 
as  surefooted  and  philosophic  as  the 
fishcrfolk  who  dwell  in  them.  None  of 
them  have  that  hateful  surprised  look  of 
the  suburban  villa,  or  the  appalling  pro- 
sperity of  the  town  mansion.  Even  the 
Friar  Tuck's  Arms,  the  best  inn  in  the 
place,  is  quite  unassuming,  though  it 
might  justifiably  give  itself  airs  on  the 
strength  of  a  curious  projection,  built  out 
into  the  sea  and  covered  by  a  large 
awning,  beneath  which  it  is  good  for  a 
man  to  breakfast  at  his  case.  In  the 
winter  the  sly  sea  which  now  coos  so 
gently  in  the  sun  has  been  known  to 
Uirow  up  a  big  ship  on  that  projection, 
so  that  her  yards  crashed  through  the  upper 
wisdovs  of  the  inn.  But,  of  course,  that 
is  no  business  of  mere  summer  visitors. 

The  reserve  of  the  inhabitants  as  re- 
flected in  their  domestic  architecture  is  in 
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odd  contrast  with  the  Yorkshire  geniality 
you  shall  meet  with  only  a  few  miles  away. 
In  truth.  Friar  Tuck's  Bay  is  a  nest  of 
pure  Danes,  strangers  who  have  kept  very 
much  to  themselves  ever  since  they  landed, 
partly  from  choice,  partly  because  the  fine 
old  trade  of  smuggling  does  not  encourage 
a  man  to  wear  his  heart  on  his  sleeve. 
Wonderful  bargains  in  lace,  Hollands,  and 
Geneva  were  to  be  picked  up  in  this  little 
bay  in  the  old  days,  but  times  change, 
and  nowadays  a  man  makes  no  fortune  at 
fishing. 

It  was  late  in  the  evening  of  a  hot  July 
day  when  Mr.  Daniel  Dwarber,  Chairman 
of  the  Ultramarine  Bank,  arrived  at  Friar 
Tuck's  Bay.  He  had  been  travelling  all 
day  from  London,  and  he  wanted  a  bath 
and  his  dinner.  Even  under  these  disad- 
vantages he  was  a  striking  man  to  behold — 
tall,  broad-shouldered,  with  a  brown  beard 
and  intelligent  brown  eyes.  He  had  come 
down  for  a  short  holiday,  hoping  to  find 
absolute  rest  from  the  cares  of  business  in 
this  out -of- the- world  place.  The  scent  of 
the  sea,  mingled  with  the  broad  effluvium 
of  deceased  skate  hung  up  to  dry  all  over 
the  bay,  struck  pleasantly  on  his  nostrils. 
He  put  up,  of  course,  at  the  Friar  Tuck's 
Arms,  where  he  was  expected,  and  the 
landlord  himself  waited  upon  him  at 
dinner. 

"  Many  visitors  in  the  house,  Tummon  ?" 
said  Mr.  Dwarber,  unfolding  his  napkin. 

"  Not  many.  Sir— Mrs.  and  Miss  Carter 
and  a  few  Saturday  to  Jlonday  gentlemen." 

"Carter — Carter!  Know  that  name — 
can't  remember  where,"  thought  Mr. 
Dwarber.  Further  investigation  estab- 
lished the  feet  that  Mrs.  Carter  was  the 


112 


THE  CONSPIRACY  OF  DANIEL  DWARBKR. 


widow  of  an  old  school-friend  of  his,  and 
the  banker  soon  became  quite  intimate 
with  the  two  ladies  —  especially  the 
daughter. 

Miss  Daisy  Carter  was  a  demure  young 
person,  not  ravishingly  beautiful,  but 
possessed  of  the  kind  of  good  looks  that 
wear  well.  Her  abundant  brown  curls 
framed  a  well-moulded  face  full  of  cha- 
racter and  intelligence  and  lit  by  a  most  be- 
witching pair  of  brown  eyes.  She  chattered 
French  and  German  to  Mr.  Dwarber, 
played  to  him  on  her  violin,  and,  without 
intending  it  in  the  least,  simply  took  the 
banker's  heart  by  storm.  She  would  have 
been  civil  to  her  father's  old  friend  even  if 
he  had  been  a  much  less  agreeable  man. 
She  felt  that  she  was  in  luck  to  meet  with 
this  travelled,  cultured  man  of  the  world, 
who  talked  so  entertainingly  and  was 
amiable  enough  to  sing  whenever  she 
asked  him. 

Old  Mrs.  Carter  was  vaguely  uneasy. 
She  knew  that  Mr.  Dwarber  was  rich. 
Besides  the  bank,  he  was  partner  in  a 
large  firm  of  China  merchants,  and  a 
match  between  him  and  Daisy,  whose 
worldly  position  was  far  different,  miglit 
not  be  the  most  suitable  thing  in  the 
world.  Mrs.  Carter  had  been  very  happy 
with  her  husband,  who  was  a  poor  country 
clergyman,  and,  like  so  many  good  but 
limited  women,  she  did  not  believe  that 
people  could  be  happy  except  in  circum- 
stances similar  to  her  own.  She  would 
have  liked  a  college  Don  to  marry  Daisy, 
and  take  her  away  to  some  snug  college 
living  in  the  country^,  or  at  any  rate  a 
curate  with  some  family  interest.  Besides, 
the  old  lady  always  suspected  banks.  She 
had  heard  of  some  that  had  broken  and 
ruined  thousands,  and  she  regarded  all 
wealth  derived  from  commercial  pursuits 
as  a  mushroom  thing,  riches  of  Alnaschar, 
here  to-day  and  gone  to-morrow.  She 
was  not  mercenary-  in  the  least,  only  she 
did  not  want  Daisy  to  have  a  thousand 
a  year  pin-money  for  a  few  years,  and  then 
to  be  reduced  to  indigence.  She  preferred 
the  pin-money  to  be  less  but  more  lasting, 
and  spread  more  evenly  over  Miss  Daisy's 
earthly  existence. 

That  young  lady  was  perfectly  ignorant 
of  all  this  anxious  solicitude  on  her 
behalf,  for  her  mother  had  not  yet 
arranged  the  matter  sufficiently  in  her  own 
mind  to  say  anything.  Miss  Daisy  was 
not  exactly  in  love  with  Mr.  Dwarber. 
She  liked  him,  took  a  great  interest  in 
him,  thought  him  sensible  and  interesting, 
and  was,  in  fact,  without  realising  it, 
delicately    poised   on    the    dividing  line 


between  calm  indifference  and  warm 
affection,  the  betting  being  certainly  in 
favour  of  her  dropping  her  pretty  little 
self  down  on  the  warm  affection  side. 
The  odds  on,  however,  suddenly  receded 
to  about  250  to  I  against. 

It  is  necessary  to  explain  to  those 
unfortunate  persons  who  have  never  been 
to  Friar  Tuck's  Bay  that  her  Majesty's 
post  and  telegraph  office  in  that  place 
is  managed  by  an  old  lady  named  Mrs. 
Fyling,  who,  among  her  other  excellent 
qualities,  had  a  great  affection  for  Miss 
Daisy. 

Mr.  Dwarbcr's  attempt  to  leave  all 
business  worries  behind  him  was  only 
partially  successful.  He  had  not  long 
been  basking  in  the  sunshine  of  Miss 
Daisy's  smiles  before  letters  came,  and  he 
had  to  visit  Mrs.  Fyling  for  stamps  and 
telegrams.  It  so  happened  one  morning 
that  Mr.  Dwarber  had  not  long  left  the 
little  low-browed  post-office  before  Miss 
Daisy  appeared,  fresh  as  a  newly  opened 
carnation,  to  transact  some  vastly  import- 
ant feminine  business  with  the  Post- 
master-General's representative. 

She  found  ]\Irs.  Fyling  in  a  great  state 
of  distress.  By  dint  of  various  coaxing 
little  manoeuvres,  such  as  going  round 
behind  the  counter,  drying  the  old  woman's 
tears  for  her,  and  patting  her  withered 
cheeks  with  her  soft  little  hands,  this 
young  lady  was  soon  in  possession  of  the 
secret.  ]\Irs.  Fyling  cast  to  the  winds  all 
her  scruples  and  fears  of  the  pains  and 
penalties  prescribed  in  various  Acts  of 
Parliament,  and  with  trembling  fingers 
gave  her  a  telegram  which  Mr.  Daniel 
Dwarber  had  just  handed  to  her  for 
instant  transmission. 

It  was  brief  and  to  the  point — 

**To  Dancer,  London.  Decoy  little 
wench  Daisy. — Dwarber." 

"  Oh,  dear,  Miss  Daisy !  "  said  the  old 
woman  between  her  sobs.  **  He  really 
laughed  when  he  gave  it  to  me,  and  said 
something  about  not  showing  it  to  you. 
I  was  taken  in  a  maze  like,  and  he  was 
gone  before  I  could  say  aught.  But  I  '11 
be  tore  in  pieces  before  I  '11  send  it  and 
harm  my  darling  Miss  Daisy,"  and  the 
poor  old  lady  broke  into  another  passion- 
ate fit  of  crying. 

Daisy  grew  horribly  pale  to  look  upon. 
The  room  seemed  to  swim  round  before 
her  dry  eyes.  She  was  like  a  ship  in  a 
sudden  squall,  its  bearings  lost,  the  sport 
of  contrary  winds.  That  this  man  whom 
she  had  esteemed  and  almost  loved — ^for 
swiftly  came  the  realisation  of  what  she 
would  now  miss  out  of  her  life — should 
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have  formed  a  base  plot  for  her  betrayal, 
oh !  it  was  too  horrible. 

She  leant  against  the  dingy  old  counter, 
a  sharp  pain  at  her  heart,  and  set  herself 
to  comfort  Mrs.  Fyling,  and  in  the  effort 
became  herself  more  calm. 

"  I  must  go  away  alone  and  think,"  she 
said  to  the  old  postmistress.     "  Send  this 


soothed  the  old  woman's  nerves  wonder- 
fully. When  she  had  assured  herself  that 
Mrs.  Fyling  was  better,  and  not  likely  to 
go  into  hysterics,  she  went  out  and 
wandered  on  the  beach. 

In  this  crisis  of  her  life  Daisy  instinct- 
ively relied  altogether  on  her  own  judg- 
ment.    She  loved  her  mother  devotedly. 


telegram  and  don't  tell  anybody,  and  I 
will  come  and  tell  you  when  I  have  tlecided 
what  to  do.  Perhaps  an  answer  may  come 
to  it,  and  then  we  shall  know  better  how 
to  act." 

She  did  not  go  before  the  message  had 
been  dispatched,  or  before  she  had  made 
UiB.  Ffiing  a  strong  cup  of  tea,  which 


but  it  ncc<led  a  good  deal  less  insight  into 
character  than  she  possessed  to  know  that 
Rlrs.  Carter  could  not  advise  her  in  such 
an  extremity.  The  verj'  characteristics 
of  aimlcssness  and  vague  inconsequence 
which  rendered  her  mother  a  perpetual 
source  of  affectionate  amusement  to  Daisy 
obviously  made  the  old  lady  quite  useless 
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in  any  difficulty  outside  the  even  groove  of 
her  ordinary  life.  She  would  no  more 
know  what  to  do  than  a  large  sheep,  an 
animal  to  which  she  bore  a  strong  resem- 
blance. 

One  thing  was  clear  to  poor  Dais/s 
distracted  mind  as  she  paced  up  and 
down  on  the  sand  in  prudent  proximity 
to  a  knot  of  fishermen's  wives.  The 
telegram  was  not  enough  to  convict ;  the 
ruffian  must  betray  himself  yet  more  clearly 
before  slow  justice  awarded  him  his  meet 
punishment.  She  had  made  Mrs.  Fyling 
send  the  telegram  simply  from  fear  that 
the  old  woman  would  be  dismissed  from 
her  post  if  it  were  kept  back.  She  was 
glad  now,  for  a  less  unselfish  reason.  It 
was  clearly  the  right  thing  to  do  in  order 
to  ascertain  the  complicity  of  this  person 
**  Dancer,  London,"  in  the  plot. 

Then  suddenly  her  heart  almost  stood 
still  as  she  recollected  that  that  had  been 
the  name  of  a  servant  whom  her  mother 
and  herself  had  dismissed  for  behaviour 
which  Daisy  did  not  care  to  remember. 
Z61ie  Dancer  was,  then,  the  accomplice  of 
Dwarber.  Daisy  shuddered.  She  was 
more  than  ever  determined  to  reveal  the 
whole  loathsome  conspiracy.  Lunch -time 
had  come,  and  she  would  need  all  her 
courage  to  meet  Dwarber  on  the  usual 
terms  of  friendliness. 

Daisy  smiled  to  herself  as  she  reflected 
that  if  she  were  the  heroine  of  a  novel  she 
would  naturally  retire  to  her  chamber  and 
faint  away  for  the  rest  of  the  day. 

She  did  nothing  of  the  sort.  She  went 
to  the  inn  as  if  nothing  had  happened, 
ate  an  extremely  hearty  lunch,  bore  Mr. 
Dwarber*s  scrutinising  glances  without 
flinching,  and  rewarded  herself  with  the 
conviction  that  he  suspected  nothing. 

She  slipped  out  as  soon  as  she  could 
and  ran  to  Mrs.  Fyling' s.  She  found  the 
old  lady  perilously  near  another  fit  of 
hysterical  weeping.  The  little  ticking 
machine  had  just  given  her  a  message — 

**  To  Dwarber,  Friar  Tuck's  Bay.  Child 
caged  abandon  ableseaman. — Dancer." 

Daisy  was  fairly  puzzled.  Evidently  the 
intended  victim  was  not  herself  but  another 
Daisy.  Then  what  on  earth  did  "  abandon 
ableseaman  "  mean  ? 

"  Shall  I  let  him  have  the  telegram, 
Miss  Daisy  dear  ? "  interrupted  the 
quavering  voice  of  Mrs.  Fyling. 

Daisy  thought  a  minute.  **Yes,"  she 
said,  "  send  Bobby  with  it.  I  'm  going  to 
fetch  Cloughton." 

She  hurried  off  to  the  Friar  Tuck's  Bay 
policeman,  one  Eli  Cloughton  by  name, 
but    that    excellent  officer  of   the  Wc 


Riding  Constabulary  was  not  at  home. 
Daisy  felt  overflowing  sympathy  with  her 
caged  namesake,  and  she  poured  such  a 
graphic  version  of  the  whole  story  into  the 
terrified  ears  of  Mrs.  Cloughton  that  the 
good  woman  undertook  to  find  without 
delay  and  send  her  husband  to  the  Friar 
Tuck's  Arms  to  arrest  the  body  of  Daniel 
Dwarber,  Chairman  of  the  IJltramarine 
Bank,  for  feloniously  conspiring  to  abduct 
one  Daisy,  surname  unknown,  against  the 
peace  of  our  Sovereign  Lady  the  Queen. 

Daisy  Carter  returned  to  the  inn  in  a 
tumult  of  various  emotions.  Uppermost 
was  the  sportsman's  joy  of  running  the 
quarr)'  to  earth ;  the  final  blow  could  not 
now  be  long  delayed. 

She  found  Mr.  Dwarber  sitting  under 
the  awning  with  her  mother.  He  was 
holding  a  pink  telegraph  form  in  his  hand, 
and  at  his  feet  had  fluttered  down  the 
brick-coloured  envelope^  As  she  came  in 
she  heard  him  say :  "By  the  2.35  to- 
morrow." 

**  You  are  not  going  to-morrow,  Mr. 
Dwarber,"  she  cried,  rather  thinking  all 
the  same  that  he  was  going — to  the 
nearest  town  provided  with  a  prison. 

**No,  Miss  Daisy,  I  won't  run  away 
from  you,"  he  said,  laughing.  "  I  was 
just  telling  Mrs.  Carter  that  my  partner. 
Dancer,  telegraphs  that  he  can  come  here 
by  the  2.35." 

Daisy  looked  uncomfortable. 

**  May  I  see  the  telegram,  please  ?  "  she 
said  in  a  constrained  voice. 

"  Certainly,"  said  the  banker,  **  but  I 
shall  have  to  translate  it  to  you ;  it  is  a 
code  message." 

She  looked  at  it  helplessly.  There  it 
was,  in  Mrs.  Fyling's  round  hand  :  **  Child 
caged  abandon  ableseaman. — Dancer." 

**  It  means,"  continued  Mr.  Dwarber, 
amiably,  **  *  Cannot  accede  to  your  re- 
quest can  come  to  you  to-morrow,  2.35.' 
'  Abandon '  means  2,  and  *  ableseaman '  35. 
Dancer  loves  to  save  money  by  using  code 
words,  though  he  hasn't  saved  much  in 
this  instance.  Why,  what  's  the  matter, 
Miss  Daisy  ?  " 

"Do  you  use  code  words  in  tele- 
graphing to  your  partner  ?  "  asked  the  girl 
in  broken  tones. 

"  Generally,"  said  Mr.  Dwarber, 
thoroughly  mystified.     "  I  did  yesterday.** 

**  Oh,  what  a  fool  I  have  been ! "  cried 
Daisy,  jumping  up  and  hurrying  out. 

But  she  was  too  late.  She  nearly  fell 
upon  the  stalwart  chest  of  Eli  Clougnton, 
of  the  West  Riding  Constabulary,  who  had 
brought  a  shining  pair  of  handcuffist  with 
him,  which  clinked  hatefully  in  Daisy's  ears. 
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"Oh,  go  away!"  she  wailed,  catching 
hold  of.  Eli's  belt  and  endeavouring  to 
pull  him  off  the  verandah.  "  It's  all  a 
dreadful  mistake  1  Tell  Sarah  it's  all  a 
mistake ! " 

"What's  all  a  mistake?"  cried  Dwarber. 

"My  dear,  I  really  don't  know  quite 
what  you  are  doing  with  poor  Mr.  Clough- 
ton,"  murmured  old  Mrs.  Carter.  "  It 
seems  a  very  queer  thing.     I'm  sure  1 


"  But  I  don't  understand  even  now," 
said  Mr.  Dwarber,  as  he  took  the  little 
brown  hand  with  somewhat  unnecessary 
pressure.  "  Unless,"  he  continued,  as  a 
light  broke  upon  him — "why,  you  must 
have  seen  my  telegram  to  Dancer  about 
the  cargo  of  the  Mandarin." 

Daisy  bowed  her  head. 

"  And  you  didn't  know  it  was  a  code 
message,  and  thought  that '  Daisy '  meant 


don't  understand  it.  You  had  better  tell 
us,  my  dear,  or  anybody  who  knows  any- 
thing about  it.  Dear  me  !  What  is  it  all 
about,  Mr.  Dwarber  ? " 

Daisy  paid  no  attention  to  her  mother's 
murmurings.  She  persuaded  Eli  to  sit 
down  in  the  inner  room,  then  she  shut  the 
verandah  doors  and  turned,  and  with  a 
scarlet  iace  held  out  her  hand  to  Mr. 
Dwarber. 

The  banker  thought  he  had  never  seen 
her  look  so  pretty. 

"I  have  done  you  a  great  injustice, 
Mr.  Dwarber,"  she  said  fhmkly.  "  I  owe 
yoa  the  humblest  of  apologies." 


yourself,  and  that  1  was  going  to  abduct 
you." 

Mr.  Dwarbcr's  great  beard  shook  with 
his  laughter ;  it  became  infectious,  and 
soon  Daisy  was  smiling  in  spite  of  the 
tears  which  sparkled  on  her  eyelashes. 

"And  the  respectable  Mr.  Cloughton 
in  the  next  room  has  come  to  arrest  me 
for  this  crime  1  Oh,  my  goodness ! "  and 
the  banker  went  off  into  another  paroxysm 
of  mirth. 

"  Oh !  please  don't  laugh  at  me,  Mr. 
Dwarber,  though  I  know  I  deserve  it," 
said  a  timid  voice  at  his  side. 

Then  a  remarkable  thing  happened. 


ti6 


THE  CONSPIRACY  OF  DANIEL  DWaRBER. 


Old  Mrs.  Carter  was  in  a  state  of 
speechless  bewilderment,  and  she  has 
never  been  able  to  furnish  any  connected 
account  of  the  proceedings  on  that  event- 
ful afternoon. 

The  two  people  principally  concerned 
are  not  vcrj'  communicative,  but  it  is 
believed  that  Mr.  Daniel  Dwarber,  Chair- 
man of  the  Ultramarine  Bank,  put  his  arm 
round  Daisy  Carter's  waist,  and  proceeded 
to  kiss  her  in  spile  of  her  weak  resistance. 

"  I^t  me  decoy  little  wench  Daisy," 
the  audacious  man  is  believed  to  ha\'c 
observed,  "  into  matrimony."  And  the 
little  wench  Daisy  di  1  not  say  "No." 

But  she  did  not  say  "Yes" — such  is 
feminine  obstinacy — until  she  had  ascer- 
tained that  Mr.  Dwarber's  telegram  really 
meant :  "  Deliver  to  order  of  I.iltlc.  Will 
not  increase  order.  Date  can't  be  fixed  at 
present." 

As  for  the  last  clause,  Mr.  Dwarber 
seemed  to  think  that  the  date  could  be 


fixed  immediately,  but  in  Dais3''s  opinion 
the  child  could  not  be  cage'd  just  yet. 

Nevertheless,  it  was  not  long  before  a 
verj-  pretty  wedding  was  celebrated  in 
Friar  Tuck's  church.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Eli 
Cioughton  were  there,  radiant  in  new- 
clothes,  and  Mr,  Tummon  and  Mrs. 
Fyling,  divided  between  smiles  and  tears. 

Old  Mrs.  Carter  had  found  so  many 
things  in  this  world  impossible  for  her  to 
understand  that  she  bore  with  resignation 
the  addition  of  one  to  the  li.st.  But  to  her 
dying  day  she  declared  that  she  could  not 
think  why  that  shocking  Z^lie  Dancer  had 
telegraphed  to  Mr.  Dwarber  something 
about  an  able  seaman.  "  And,  my  dear, ' 
she  would  say  confidentially,  "  there  was 
something  about  a  2.35  train,  but  really  it 
was  something  after  three  when  they  went 
away  after  the  wedding,  you  know.  And 
there  was  a  Chinese  mandarin,  but  no  one 
ever  seemed  to  have  seen  him,  and  I  never 
understood  about  that." 
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T     ORD  RONALD  GOWER  is  one  of 

I  .  the  few  latter-day  celebrities  whose 
works,  artistic  and  literary,  arc  better 
known  than  are  their  personalities  to  the 
great  public,  grateful  to  them  for  much. 
Though  he  takes  rank  at  home  and  abroad 
with  the  best  sculptors  of  our  time,  bio- 
graphical dictionaries  know  him  not,  and 
he  has,  apparently,  always  lacked  the 
ambition  to  become  a  Alan  of  the  Time. 
Yet  even  an  hour  spent  in  the  treasure- 
house  where  Lord  Ronald  has  during 
the  last  few  years  taken  up  his  abode 
shows  what  a  part  your  host  has  taken 
in  the  social  life  of  the  last  half- 
centuiy,  and  also  what  privileges  have 
^len  to  his  share.  He  has  been  every- 
where, from  Tokio  to  St.  Petersburg, 
and  has  known  ever)-one  worth  know- 
ing, from  Garibaldi  and  Longfellow  to 
the  Kmpress  Eugenie.  He  has  also 
found  time  to  write  and  publish  several 
delightful  contributions  to  art- literature, 
three  historical  studies  of  importance,  and 
two  volumes  of  profoundly  interesting  and 
unaffected  persona!  reminiscences  of  men 
and  things  as  seen  by  him  up  to  the  age 
of  thirty-five.  If  it  be  added  that  Lord 
Ronald  was  seven  years  in  Parliament,  and 
has  enriched  the  world  with  some  splendid 
sculpture,  it  must  be  admitted  that  he  has 
deserved  well  of  his  country. 

The  youngest  son  of  the  second  Duke 
of   Sutherland,   Lord    Ronald    Cower   is 


descended,  through  his  mother,  from 
"  Belted  Will,"  the  I^rd  William  Howard 
sung  by  Sir  Walter  Scott — "  Bauld  Willie," 
ihc  terror  of  the  Border.  Probably  more 
to  his  taste  would  have  been  another  of 
his  ancestors,  Thomas  Goner,  "  Sergeant 
Painter"  to  Queen  Elizabeth,  a  worthy 
devoted  to  what  he  styled  his  "  pensils 
tradi^,"  and  whose  device,  which  showed 
his  coat-of-arms  in  a  pair  of  scales  far  out- 
weighed by  a  compass,  has  been  adapted 
to  the  book-plate  of  his  descendant. 

Lord  Ronald  need  not  go  back  so  far  to 
find  traces  of  rare  artistic  talent :  his  own 
grandmother,  the  famous  Elizabeth, 
Countess  of  Sutherland,  who  brought 
Dunrobin  Castle  to  the  Gower  family,  was 
an  admirable  water  -  colourist,  and  still 
remains  the  artist  who  has  best  done 
justice  to  her  native  county,  beautiful 
Sutherland. 

Lord  Ronald  was  bom  in  Stafford 
House,  and  is  but  a  few  days  older 
than  his  nephew,  the  Martjuis  of  Lome. 
His  childhood  was  spent  at  Trcnthara, 
Cliveden,  and  Dunrobin.  Small  wonder 
then  that,  living  amid  so  many  art- 
treasures,  and  being  the  favourite  child 
of  his  mother,  "  the  beautiful  Duchess," 
who  truly  delighted  in  all  that  was  lovely 
and  of  good  report,  the  boy  grew  up 
with  an  intense  love  of  both  pictorial 
and  literar>'  art.  All  those  who  were  dis- 
tinguished  in   art,  science,  philanthropy. 
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and  politics  visited  Stafford  House.  It 
was  there  that  Mr.  Gladstone  first  met 
Garibaldi,  being  greeted  by  him  with  the 
words  "  Hail,  Precursor !  "  And  on  another 
occasion,  the  Queen,  calling  on  her 
Mistress  of  the  Robes,  obser\-ed,  smiling : 
"  I .  have  come  from  my  house  to  your 
palace." 

After  a  childhood    spent   in   such    an 
atmosphere   it   can   easily  be    understood 


slipped  by  before  he  discovered  where  lay 
his  true  artistic  vocation,  he  published  a 
work  on  the  Lenoir  Collection  of  por- 
traits (now  the  property  of  the  Due 
d'Aumale),  and  himself  reproduced  by  a 
peculiar  process  three  hundred  of  the 
Clouet   portraits  at   Castle    Howard. 

During  those  early  years  of  political  life 
Lord  Ronald  saw  a  great  deal  of  society. 
His  links  with  the  royal  family  are  close 
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that  Eton  did  not  prove  congenial ;  and, 
after  a  year's  schooling,  Lord  Ronald 
came  home  again  a  sadder  but  not,  accord- 
ing to  his  own  account,  a  wiser  boy. 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  proved  wholly 
delightful,  and  both  the  subject  of  my 
sketch  and  Lord  Lome  retain  grateful 
recollections  of  their  Master,  the  famous 
Dr.  Whewell,  known  to  the  irreverent 
undergraduates  of  thirty  years  ago  as 
"  BUly  Whistle  "  !  Shortly  after  leaving  the 
'Varsity  Lord  Ronald  took  his  seat  in 
the  House  of  Commons  as  Liberal  member 
for  Sutherland  ;    but  though  some  years 


and  many.  One  of  the  most  interesting 
drawings  in  his  house  is  a  spirited  httle 
pen-and-ink  sketch  done  by  the  Queen  of 
one  of  her  bridesmaids,  and  given  by  her 
to  the  Duchess  of  Sutherland.  And,  while 
in  the  midst  of  the  Franco-German  War, 
he  came  back  for  a  brief  interval  to  act 
as  "supporter,"  or  best  man,  to  his  nephew 
at  the  latter's  marriage  to  T^ncess  Louise. 
Most  of  Lord  Ronald's  artistic  work 
has  been  done  in  Paris,  where  he 
owned  for  some  years  a  studio  on 
the  Boulevard  Montpamasse.  As  a 
Kolptor     he     has     given     the     world 


Morning  calls. 


■'1] 

IB 

1^'   PiE 

S^^KPrH 

us 

^mi^uiPr^JK: 

-^^ 

^  .^    1  ■' ' 

< 

it-";'  %       J 

M 

SEV^J(CI 


CHIUNEVnj(CK  IN   THE  STUUV. 


MORNING  CALLS. 


what  is  probably  the  finest  and  most 
impressive  counterfeit  presentment  of 
Marie  Antoinette.  The  statue  is  now 
in  the  hall  of  Grosvenor  House,  and 
represents  Louis  the  Sixteenth's  Queen, 
on  the  morning  of  her  execution,  passing 
through  the  courtyard  of  the  Conciergerie 
on  her  way  to  the  cart  or  tumbril.  There 
is  an  air  of  indescribable  dignity  and 
power  about  the  wasted  figure  and  well- 
poised  head  of  "  I' Aulrichiennr."  One  of 
the  sculptor's  friends,  whose  slender  hands 
were  admirably  suited  to  become  models 
for  those  of  the  Queen,  allowed  them  to 
be  tied  behind  her  back  and  a  cast  to  be 
taken  in  plaster,  in  order  that  an  exact 
representation  might  be  made  of  what  took 
place  on  that  terrible  October  morning 
in  1 79 J. 

This  incident  gives,  however,  but  a 
slight  idea  of  the  conscientious  way 
in  which  Lord  Ronald  does  his  work. 
Having  always  had  a  special  interest 
in  Marie  Antoinette,  he  for  some 
years  made  it  his  chief  business  to 
visit  those  places  consecrated  by  her 
presence.    He  travelled  all  over  Luropc 
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in  search  of  documents  and  letters 
shedding  light  on  her  tragic  story,  and 
gathered  together  a  unique  collection  of 
Marie  Antoinette  medals  and  relics.  It 
should  be  explained  that  Lord  Ronald's 
great  interest  in  "  the  last  Queen  of 
France "  is  in  a  certain  measure  due  to 
the  fact  that  his  grandmother,  the  famous 
Duchess-Countess,  became,  while  English 
Ambassadress  at  the  Court  of  Louis 
the  Sixteecnth,  a  close  friend  of  the 
beautiful  Austrian  princess.  Lord  Ronald's 
father  and  the  Dauphin  were  exactly  the 
same  age,  and  manj'  traced  a  resemblance 
between  the  Queen  and  the  then  Countess 
of  Stafford.  When  the  royal  family  were 
imprisoned  in  the  Temple.  I,ady  Stafford, 
then  still  in  Paris,  sent  Marie  Antoinette 
many  articles  of  clothing,  including  some 
things  out  of  her  own  little  son's  wardrobe 
for  his  former  playmate,  the  Dauphin; 
and  for  all  that  is  known  to  the  contrary, 
the  very  coat  worn  by  Louis  the 
Seventeenth  during  his  long  agony  may 
have  been  among  those  sent  to  his  mother 
by  the  mistress  of  Dunrobin.  It  therefore 
is  fitting  that  "The  Last  Days  of  Marie 
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Antoinette"  should  have  found  a  faithful 
and  earnest  chronicler  among  the  Cowers 
of  OUT  own  day. 

In  the  lovely  drawing-room  of  Lord 
Ronald's  London  house  is  to  be  found 
an  interesting  and  moving  collection  of 
hia  heroine's  relics,  including  a  quaint 
inlaid  fon  given  by  the  girlish  Dauphine 
to  the  spokeswomen  of  the  first  deputa- 
tion of  maidens  who  welcomed  her  as  a 
bride  on  to  French  soil  at  Strasbourg,  and 
presented  to  its  present  owner  by  the 
Princesse  d'Henin.  Here  also  is  the 
Qoeen's  ivory  lorgnette,  evoking  by  its 
dnmb  presence  the  tragi  -  comedies  of 
Trianon  and  Versailles ;  and,  among  a 
number  of  Sevres  biscuit  and  Wedgwoods 
of  Louis  the  Sixteenth  and  Marie  An- 
toinette, a  curious  alabaster  bust  which 
was  given  to  Lord  Ronald  by  the  Empress 
Eugenie,  and  which  was  one  of  the  few 
little  treasures  she  found  time  to  gather 
together  and  take  with  her  in  her  flight 
from  the  Tuileries  on  Sept.  4,  1871. 


Among  Lord  Ronald's  most  valued  pos- 
sessions is  a  splendid  collection  of  medals 
illustrating  various  events  in  the  chequered 
life  of  the  French  Queen,  and  comprising 
both  those  strack  in  honour  of  the  royal 
marriage ;  rare  gold  coins,  having  a  sil< 
houette  of  the  Dauphine  on  one  side,  on 
the  other  allegorical  figures  of  Hymen  and 
Plenty ;  and  the  bronze  medals  which 
were  strack  towards  the  end  of  the  last 
century,  and  which  have  on  the  reverse 
side  to  medallion  portraits  of  Louis  the 
Sixteenth,  Marie  Antoinette,  and  Madame 
Elizabeth,  the  dates  of  their  executions. 
Many  of  the  most  valuable  among  these 
medals  were  designed  and  strack  abroad — 
in  Austria,  England,  and  Germany — and 
are,  therefore,  of  scant  value  as  likenesses. 

Close  to  the  Marie  Antoinette  relics 
hangs  a  charming  and,  to  anyone  possessed 
of  any  historical  imagination,  suggestive, 
picture  representing  the  Dauphine  with 
Edmund  Burke,  who,  it  will  be  remem- 
bered,    later     constituted     himself     her 
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champion  and  defender.  Lord  Ronald's 
statue  of  Marie  Antoinette  was  exhibited 
in  the  Academy  of  1878,  and  produced  a 
great  impression.  A  reduced  bronze  copy 
occupied  till  the  Sage  of  Chelsea's  death 
a  place  of  honour  on  Thomas  Carlyle's 
mantelpiece. 

Another  heroic  feminine  personality 
closely  identified  with  the  subject  of  my 
sketch  is  Joan 
of  Arc;  prob- 
ably no  man 
living  knows 
as  much  of  all 
that  is  to  be 
known  of  the 
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does  Lord 
Ronald 
Gower.  Be- 
fore writing 
his  "  Life  "  of 
her  he  visited 
every  spot 
connected 
with  her 
history,  and  it 
is  interesting 
to  know  that 
he  has  reluc- 
tantly come 
to  the  con- 
clusion that 
there  is  no 


value  will  al- 
ways   be   at- 
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great  states- 
men with  close  intimacy.  He  has,  perhaps 
intentionally,  made  a  great  contrast  be- 
tween the  two  men.  Beaconsfield  wears 
full  Court  dress,  and  is  seated  on  a  kind 
of  throne-like  seat,  one  arm  of  which  is 
composed  of  a  swan's  head  —  a  -detail 
which  once  caused  a  wit  to  observe 
that  the  statuette  was  evidently  meant 
to  represent  Leader  and  the  Swan! 
Mr.  Gladstone,  in  his  shirt-sleeves,  is 
seated  on  the  stump  of  an  oak-tree,  his 
right  hand  grasping  an  axe.    The  attitude 


was  suggested  by  a  photograph  taken  from 
life  at  Ha  warden.  The  Beacons  lield 
statuette,  which  was  done  some  time 
before  that  of  Mr.  Gladstone,  so  delighted . 
the  famous  Tory  leader  that  he  wrote  to  the 
sculptor,  "You  have  conferred  on  me  a 
great  favour.  All  my  friends  who  have  seen 
your  beautiful  work  pronounce  it  the  best 
likeness  of  your  present  correspondent"; 
and  it  has 
remained  the 
Q  ueen's 
favourite  por- 
trait of  her 
one-time 
Prime  Min- 
ister and  faith- 
ful servant. 

Close  to  the 
two  statuettes 
Lord  Ronald 
has  hung  a 
fine  portrait  of 
Beaconsfield 
framed  in  a 
wreath  of 
peacock's 
feathers, 
picked  up  and 
given  to  him 
by  his  host 
one  day  on 
the  lawn  at 
Hughenden. 
Like  most  of 
those  who 
knew  Disraeli 
intimately. 
Lord  Ronald 
in  his  "Rem- 
iniscences" 
denies  that 
the  latter  ever 
evinced  any 
special  love 
for  primroses, 
and  points 
out  how  far 
more  suitable 
an  emblem 
would  have  been  a  peacock's  feather. 
"  As  I  have  said  before,  Ixird  Ronald 
Gower  has  cared  to  work,  as  it  were,  only 
under  inspiration.  Perhaps  ihisis  whyeach 
of  his  achievements  in  sculpture  stands 
out  clearly  in  the  memory,  as  embodying 
not  only  a  thing  of  beauty,  but  some 
heroic,  noble,  or  striking  idea.  I'his 
ia  especially  the  case  with  two  very  dif- 
ferent examples  of  his  genius — his  "Old 
Guard  "  and  the  Shakspere  monument  at 
Stratford-on-Avon.     "  Tlie  Old  Guard,"  a 
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figure  which  translated,  according  to 
Cardinal  Manning,  "The  Dying  Gladiator" 
into  modem  French,  makes  living  the 
famous  words  uttered  by  General  Baron 
Michel  as  he  fell  at  Waterloo  :  **  La  Garde 
meurt,  et  ne  se  rend  pas  I "  The  subject  was 
suggested  by  a  small  plaster  figure  of  a 
soldier  of  the  Old  Imperial  Guard  presenting 
arms,  seen  one  day  by  Lord  Ronald  during  a 
stroll  through  the  Palais  Royal.  The  idea 
took  shape  in  his  mind;  he  went  back 
to  his  studio,  made  a  preliminary 
sketch,  working  out  all  the  details  of  the 
figure,  even  to  the  gaiters,  got  a  good  model 
in  a  Crimean  veteran,  and,  after  some 
months  of  hard  work,  completed  his 
task.  The  statue  was  cast  in  bronze  and 
exhibited  in  the  Academy  of  1877.  It  is 
now  in  the  possession  of  the  Queen. 

The  Shakspere  memorial  will  probably 
remain  Lord  Ronald  Gower's  magnum 
opus.  He  spent  altogether  twelve  years 
on  this  piece  of  work.  Many  who  may 
not  have  seen  it  at  Stratford-on-Avon  may 
remember  it  at  the  Crystal  Palace,  where 
the  memorial  was  shown  for  some  time. 
When  composing  the  design  the  sculptor 
chose  as  four  representative  Shaksperian 
characters.  Lady  Macbeth,  Hamlet,  Fal- 
staff,  and  Prince  Hal ;  Lord  Ronald  has 
chosen  to  show  the  last  during  the  scene 
in  the  Jerusalem  Chamber  when  he,  then 
Prince  of  Wales,  holds  the  crown  above 
his  head — a  figure  full  of  grace  and  lusty 
strength. 

Lord  Ronald  Gower  is  one  of  the  leading 
authorities  on  Shakspere* s  portraits ;  he  is 
a  believer  in  the  authenticity  of  the  famous 
Kesselstadt  mask  of  the  dramatist,  which  is 
supposed  to  have  been  that  taken  after 
death,  and  which  was  brought  to  England 
by  Dr.  Becker.  Lord  Ronald,  who  has 
given  much  attention  to  the  subject,  and 
who  was  one  of  the  first  to  investigate  the 
matter,  founds  his  belief  on  the  fact  that 
the  mask  tallies  to  a  remarkable  degree, 
both  as  to  likeness  and  size,  with  the  bust 
over  Shakspere*s  grave  at  Stratford-on- 
Avon.  Owing  to  his  being  a  trustee  of 
the  National  Portrait  Gallery,  he  has  had 
exceptional  experience  in  such  things,  and 
his  theory  is  of  special  value. 


An  hour  spent  with  their  owner  among 
Lord  Ronald's  treasures  is  in  itself  an  art 
education.  Every  picture,  from  the  ex- 
quisite portrait  of  your  host's  grandmother, 
the  beautiful  Duchess  of  Devonshire  when 
a  young  girl,  by  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds, 
to  "The  Poodle,"  by  Landseer,  has,  if 
I  may  so  express  it,  a  ratson  d'etre  and 
history. 

Not  a  few  of  the  art-treasures  in  Lord 
Ronald  Gower's  possession  have  come  to 
him  by  inheritance ;  others  he  has  added 
to  a  collection  which  boasts  of  draw- 
ings by  Vandyke,  Giorgione,  Hobbema, 
Rembrandt,  Gainsborough,  miniatures  by 
Cosway,  and  last,  not  least,  a  set  of 
eighteenth-century  beauties  by  Downman, 
a  pupil  of  Benjamin  West,  who  is  less 
known  than  he  deserves  to  be,  for  the 
portraits  are  singularly  refined  and  deli- 
cately true  in  drawing.  Downman  became 
a  pupil  of  the  Academy  in  1769,  and  in 
the  following  year  exhibited  a  portrait. 
Although  he  occasionally  painted  historical 
subjects,  it  is  by  his  delicate  and  truthful 
portraits  that  he  was  chiefly  known.  Most 
of  them  were  in  profile,  drawn  with  a 
pencil  and  lightly  tinted.  Those  refined 
portraits  in  chalk,  which  are  still  preser\'ed 
in  the  families  of  his  sitters,  ought  to  be 
considered  among  the  most  prized  works 
of  the  latter  half  of  the  last  centur}%  and 
had  he  been  a  Frenchman,  the  details  of 
his  life  and  work  would  not  have  been 
permitted  to  pass  into  comparative 
oblivion. 

Lord  Ronald  believes  that  all  and 
sundry  possess  some  artistic  faculty  which 
might,  under  favourable  circumstances,  be 
improved  and  developed.  This  theory  has 
certainly  been  confirmed  in  the  case  of  his 
Lordship's  valet,  Robert  Tufls,  some  of 
whose  really  fine  copies  of  Old  Masters 
have  found  their  place  in  Lord  Ronald's 
house  beautiful.  Perhaps  it  should  be 
added  that  Lord  Ronald  considers  that 
a  deep  red  or  dull  green  makes  the  best 
background  for  either  oils  or  water-colours. 
Sir  Edwin  Landseer  always  maintained  that 
pictures  showed  up  best  against  a  tint 
resembling  as  closely  as  possible  the  colour 
of  a  grouse's  egg.  M.  A.  B. 
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STALKING  THE   HAPLOCERUS   IN  THE   SELKIRKS. 


By  W.  a.  BAILLIE-GROHMAN. 


IN  a  previous  article  on  sport  in  the 
Rocky  Mountains,  stress  was  laid 
on  the  depletion  which  the  big-game 
of  that  inviting  region  suffered  at  the 
hands  of  the  skin-hunters.  It  would  not 
be  fair,  however,  to  say  that  this  fate  was 
shared  by  all  the  various  species  of  big- 
game,  for  there  is  at  least  one  kind — and 
an  interesting  one  it  is  too — which  escaped 
the  slaughter  that  has  been  such  a  regret- 
table coincident  feature  of  the  wonderful 
material  progress  of  the  West  during  the 
last  quarter  of  a  century.  This  exception 
is  the  so-called  ''goat"  of  the  Rocky 
Mountains.  Fifteen  years  ago  the  writer 
had  goat  on  his  brain,  and  the  virulence 
of  the  disease  was  only  heightened  when 
he  made  himself  acquainted  with  the 
literature  of  this  hero  of  scientific  roman- 
ces. Twenty-three  writers,  he  discovered, 
had  given  the  animal  thirteen  different 
generic  names,  and  the  question  to  which 
family  it  belonged  was  then  apparently  as 
unsettled  as  in  Ord's  day.  Some  ranked 
it  as  a  sheep,  others  as  a  deer,  another 
school  considered  it  a  chamois,  while  in 
the  days  of  Fremont  it  even  played  a 
oolitical  rdk  as  the  famous  ''woolly  horse*' 
m  the  songs  of  the  so-called  Pathfinder's 
campaign.  Only  one  naturalist  (De 
Blainville)  came  to  the  conclusion  that  it 
was  an  antelope,  and  in  this  allocation  the 
late  Professor  Baird,  whom  the  world 
knows  as  one  of  America's  greatest  natur- 
alists, supported  him.  Owing  to  the 
simple  character  of  this  animal's  horns 
Professor  Baird  gave  it  the  generic  name 
o( Aflacerus montanusy  which  English  natur- 
alists, who,  by  the  way,  appear  to  speak 
of  it  still  as  a  goat,  say  should  be  spelt 
HafloceruSy  the  Greek  word  for  "  simple," 
haploos^  being  aspirated.  So  even  to-day 
this  animal's  name,  as  well  as  its  place  in 
natural. history,  is  not  definitely  settled. 

Except  far  north  it  does  not  inhabit  the 
Rocky  Mountains  proper,  but  almost  ex- 
clusively the  much  less  accessible  mountain 
chains  occupying  the  belt  of  land  four  or 
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five  hundred  miles  wide  which  lies  between 
the  great  backbone  of  the  continent  and 
the  Pacific  coast.  Instances  of  misnomers 
are  frequent  in  the  States,  and  this  one 
is  even  more  excusable  than  calling  a 
wapiti  an  elk,  a  bison  a  buffalo,  or  a  mule 
deer  a  blacktail,  for  the  history  of  the 
"goat"  is,  as  has  been  shown,  by  no  means 
as  well  known  as  that  of  the  other  animals 
named. 

Three  consecutive  years  I  had  crossed 
the  ocean  and  sought  this  animal  in  what 
were  then  still  the  best  hunting-grounds 
of  the  West,  but  in  vain,  for  I  was  seek- 
ing them  in  the  Rockies  of  Wyoming, 
Utah,  Colorado,  and  Central  Idaho,  where 
goats  never  existed.  The  fourth  expedi- 
tion, to  the  Bitterroot  Mountains,  on  the 
borders  of  Western  Montana  and  Northern 
Idaho,  was  more  successful,  my  bag  con- 
sisting of  nine  head,  but  there  were  no  big 
ones  among  the  lot.  So  I  determined  to 
devote  the  following  season  to  regions 
yet  further  north,  yet  more  remote  from 
beaten  tracks ;  and  thus  the  trip  to  the 
Selkirk  Mountains,  which  I  am  proposing 
to  describe,  came  to  be  undertaken. 

A  five  days'  railway  journey  takes  the 
traveller  to-day  from  New  York  across  the 
main  Rockies  to  the  attractive  Flathead 
country,  as  good  a  starting-point  for  a 
summer's  hunt  as  there  is  left.  If  he  is  a 
lover  of  canoe  work  he  has  a  good  chance 
of  trying  his  mettle  by  taking  to  the  rush- 
ing Kootenai  river  and  following  it  through 
the  more  than  hundred  miles  long  caf^ons 
it  has  burrowed  through  the  southern 
extremity  of  the  Selkirk  range  till  he 
reaches,  at  Bonner's  P>rry,  more  open 
country.  It  will  make  him  acquainted 
with  all  the  mysteries  of  canoe-travel, 
"  portaging,"  running  swift  water,  shoot- 
ing whirlpools,  and  other  exciting  in- 
cidents. If  he  values  his  life  he  will, 
however,  have  an  experienced  man  in  the 
bow  of  his  craft,  for  there  is  ugly  water  in 
those  cafions,  and  I  would  not  like  to  say 
what  proportion  of  the  number  of  men 
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Northern  had 
not  been  thought 
of,  and  even  the 
Northern  Pacific 
was  still  under 
construction,  so 
it  took  me  four 
weeks'  travel 
from  the  Atlantic 
and  a  long 
horse-back  jour- 


to 


Ferry. 


who  have  attempted 
of  the  river  I 
made    the    I 


ney 

Bonner; 
There 
came  necessary 
to  abandon 
horses  alto- 

gether, and  to 
cover  the  rest 
of  the  distance — 
some  i6o  miles 
— bycanoedown 
the  Kootenai 
river  and  lake 
(in  British  Co- 
lumbiathisname 
is  spelt  Koo- 
tenay)  to  the 
footofthemoun- 
tains,  which 
weresaid  to  har- 
bour the  large 
mountain  ante- 
lopes I  was 
seeking. 
Bonner's  Ferry, 
now  a  prosper- 
ous settlement 
with  a  news- 
paper, an  im- 
portant station 
on  the  Great 
Northern  line, 
and  the  starting-- 
point of  several 
steamers,  was, 
in  the  days  1  am 
speaking  of,  a 
place  that  had 
a  name  but  only 
one  white  in- 
habitant, a  trap- 
per, Indian  trad- 
er and  miner, 
and  last,  but 
not  least,  father 
of  an  exten- 
sive    half-breed 


to  "make"  this  part     family,    which     filled     „     ._ ^ 

ived.      In  the  year  I      the    two  log  shanties  of  which    "Fry's 
question    the    Great      ranch e "  consisted.     Even  thirteen  years 
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ago  It  was  an  extremely  out-of-the-way 
spot,  the  only  means  of  reaching  it  be- 
ing a  zig-zag  Indian  trail  winding  through 
dense  forests  for  many  a  weary  day's 
travel.  Walla  Walla  was  the  nearest 
**  city,"  and  when  Fry  made  his  bi-annual 
trip  •*to  town"  to  exchange  his  peltry 
and  gold-dust  for  flour  and  goods  for  his 
Indian  trading-post,  it  meant  an  eight 
days'  ride  each  way. 

Near  his  ranche  was  a  large  Indian 
village  of  American  Kootenais,  as  they 
were  called  to  distinguish  them  from  an- 
other part  of  the  same  tribe  who  lived  on 
the  other  side  of  the  line  on  Canadian 
soil.  Domiciled  on  the  banks  of  the 
broad  stately  Kootenai  river,  one  of  the 
principal  head-waters  of  the  Columbia, 
these  Indians  were  Canoe  and  not  Horse- 
Indians,  the  surrounding  country  being 
much  too  densely  timbered  to  allow  the 
use  of  horses.  After  the  austere  and 
suspicious  Indians  of  Wyoming  and 
Eastern  Montana,  I  was  much  struck 
with  the  pleasant,  laughter-loving 
Kootenais  and  Kootenays.  They  were 
also  by  far  the  most  unsophisticated  and 
primitive  aborigines  I  had  ever  met.  A 
breech  cloth,  a  string  of  blue  and  red  glass 
beads  round  their  necks,  and  a  curiously- 
shaped  conical  white  felt  hat,  adorned 
with  mink  and  sable  tails,  being  the  only 
clothing  the  males  sported,  while  the 
women  wore  a  nightgown-like  garment 
of  coarse  sackinj  imported  by  astute 
Fry  from  Walla  Walla.  Their  village 
was  picturesquely  situated  under  a  grove 
of  fine  old  cottonwood  trees,  the  tent- 
shaped  teeppees  being  made  of  mats 
of  interlaced  reeds  instead  of  skins  or 
canvas.  Outside  each  tent,  resting  on 
light  trestles,  one  saw  one  or  two  canoes 
lying  bottom  upwards  and  covered  with 
mats  or  boughs  to  prevent  the  sun  from 
cracking  the  frail  bark  of  which  they  are 
constructed.  Their  shape  was  peculiar  to 
the  tribe,  and  very  pretty  **  lines  "  these 
craft  possessed.  Both  prow  and  stern, 
slightly  turned  up,  were  pointed  and 
shaped  similar  to  the  ram  of  an  ironclad. 
When  not  too  heavily  laden  neither 
touched  the  water,  so  that  only  the  broad 
rounded  bottom  of  the  canoe  rested  on 
the  surface,  making  the  craft  a  crank  but 
swift  traveller. 

Several  of  the  younger  bucks  under- 
stood Chinook,  that  hotch-potch  of  French, 
English,  Spanish,  with  a  good  many 
Indian  terms  thrown  in,  which  used  to 
assist  intercourse  between  the  whites  and 
the  numerous  tribes  of  the  Pacific  slope. 


My  wants  were  soon  known  among  the 
tribe,  and,  as  high-water  would  soon 
oblige  the  whole  tribe  to  vacate  their 
present  camping  place  and  disperse  on 
hunting  and  fishing  expeditions,  I  had  no 
trouble  in  finding  what  I  wanted,  i,e.  two 
Indians  and  a  good  roomy  canoe  where- 
with to  reach  the  northern  end  of  the 
great  lake  into  which  the  river  emptied, 
from  where  we  would  **  pack"  the  stores 
and  tent  to  good  goat-ground  on  the 
mountains  which  rise  steeply  from  the 
shores  of  that  great  sheet  of  water. 
Half  an  hour's  consultation  produced  the 
man  :  a  youngish  '*  buck "  of  smiling 
face  and  fine  physique,  his  bristly  jet 
black  hair  covered  by  the  usual  cone- 
shaped  hat  adorned  with  more  tails  than 
I  had  seen  on  any  other.  In  his  arms, 
nursing  it  like  a  woman  would  her  baby, 
he  fondled  one  of  the  few  Winchester 
rifles  then  to  be  found  in  the  tribe,  while 
his  brawny  chest  showed  very  distinctly 
the  marks  of  a  bear's  claw.  He  was,  as 
I  at  once  surmised,  a  noted  hunter,  and 
really  belonged  to  the  Canadian  Koo- 
tenays whose  proper  hunting  grounds  I 
was  intending  to  visit. 

Terms  were  soon  arranged,  a  dollar  a 
day  for  him  and  the  same  for  his  **  clootch- 
Tian,"  a  Chinook  term  which  I  did  not 
understand  at  the  time,  but  which  I 
thought  meant  a  friend  or  relation.  The 
start  was  to  be  made  early  next  morning 
and  the  interval  was  occupied  in  re- 
pitching  the  canoe  and  collecting  the 
required  simple  provisions  for  the  month's 
hunt,  and  in  writing  a  few  letters  for 
which  there  was  at  present,  however,  no 
known  means  of  conveyance,  for  Fry's 
pack-train  to  Walla  Walla  would  not  be 
starting  for  another  fortnight  or  three 
weeks. 

It  was  only  as  I  was  about  to  step  into 
the  canoe  at  dawn  next  morning  that  the 
identity  of  the  **  clootchman"  was 
revealed ;  it  was  my  friend's  squaw ! 
Unlike  the  Horse-Indians  of  the  Plains 
whose  squaws  occupy  a  far  more  sub- 
servient position  towards  their  lords  and 
masters,  the  squaws  of  the  Kootenays 
accompany  the  males  on  all  their  hunting 
expeditions  and  are  better  treated. 
Noticing  my  discomfiture  at  the  discovery. 
Fry,  who  was  watching  our  start,  ex- 
plained to  me  that  this  was  the  usual 
order  of  things,  and  assured  me  that  I 
wouldn't  be  long  in  finding  out  that,  so 
far  as  willingness  to  work  and  general 
handiness  went,  the  clootchman  would 
prove  the  better  *'  man  "  of  the  two  ;  and 
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eminently    right    this     obliging     Indian 
trader  was. 

The  hundred  mile  trip  down  the  lovely 
river  to  the  lake  was  a  delightful  one. 


Comfortably  ensconced  in  the  centre  of 
the  canoe,  my  waterproof  yachting  bag 
giving  me  a  comfortable  "  back,"  I  could 
wield   the   paddle    ot    tem^wv  'lASft.,  tcc-j 
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dusky  Darby  and  Joan  keeping  up  their 
regular  steady  stroke  for  a  long  five  hours 
till  it  was  time  to  land  and  get  lunch. 
The  river,  though  now  **bankful,"  had 
but  little  current  and  serpentined  in  huge 
loops  through  the  beautiful  valley,  both 
banks  being  covered  with  a  fringe  of  fine 
Cottonwood  and  other  deciduous  trees. 
The  whole  country  from  Fry's  onward 
was  totally  uninhabited  by  whites,  the 
only  log  dwelling  in  the  valley  beside 
Fry's  being  also  owned  by  a  man  with  a 
large  Indian  family.  It  was  built  close 
to  the  boundary  line  where  the  49th  par. 
divides  by  an  imaginary  line  the  United 
States  from  Canada.  This  point  we 
reached  the  following  afternoon  after  a 
memorably  uncomfortable  night  on  the 
banks  of  the  river,  where,  in  spite  of 
**  smudges  "  and  netting,  one  was  simply 
eaten  up  by  n>osquitoes,  which  filled  the 
air  in  masses  the  like  of  which  I  have 
never  seen  in  any  part  of  the  world. 
Another  night,  if  possible  worse,  had  to 
be  spent  on  the  banks  of  the  overflowing 
river,  and  then  by  taking  a  short  cut  in 
the  canoe  across  a  sort  of  inland  lake, 
which  at  other  seasons  is  a  swamp,  we 
reached  the  lake,  and  with  it  comparative 
immunity  from  the  curse  of  summer 
travel  in  that  country. 

Kootenay  lake  is  ninety  miles  long, 
three  to  four  miles  wide,  and  is  exceedingly 
deep.  It  is  surrounded  on  all  sides  by 
steeply  rising,  heavily  timbered  mountains 
of  picturesque  shape  and  considerable 
height.  It  was  a  glorious  June  afternoon 
when  we  glided  out  of  the  tree-bowered 
mouth  of  the  river  and  saw  before  us  the 
lake.  One  could  see  almost  to  the  end  of 
the  mirror-like  sheet,  in  which  the  row  of 
peaks  on  both  sides,  still  capped  with 
snow,  were  reflected  most  effectively.  Over 
the  whole  scene  lay  the  charm  of  abso- 
lute wildness  and  solitude.  To-day,  alas  ! 
that  charm  has  vanished  ;  dishevelled -look- 
ing mining  settlements  line  the  shores,  the 
forests  have  suffered  by  great  fires  which, 
for  several  summers,  enveloped  the  whole 
country  for  four  or  five  months  in  dense 
smoke,  steamers  filled  with  miners  and 
land  speculators  awaken  the  echoes  by 
their  shrill  whistles,  which  are  answered 
by  the  yet  more  discordant  locomotive 
belli,  and  the  surrounding  mountains  are 
over-run  by  prospectors  in  quest  of  silver 
veins,  now  of  somewhat  depreciated 
value,  with  which  these  mountains  seem 
scored. 

After  a  night  in  a  quiet  cove  on  the 
rockbound  shore  we  reached  the  northern 


end  of  the  lake  the  following  evening, 
having  laid  in  a  goodly  stock  of  fish — 
splendid  landlocked  salmon — which  I 
caught  trolling  as  we  paddled  along. 
Long  before  we  reached  our  goal,  a  bit  of 
sandy  beach  a  few  miles  from  the  extreme 
end  of  the  lake,  shock-headed  ' '  Darby  " 
had  pointed  out  to  me  a  prominent  peak 
as  the  akokle  where  there  were  hiyou 
kianooka — the  mountain  where  there  were 
lots  of  goats.  It  was  a  "bald "-looking 
eminence,  rising  some  6,000  feet  over  the 
lake,  the  last  1,500  or  2,000  feet  being 
entirely  bare  of  vegetation.  Cachifig 
the  canoe  and  the  main  stock  of  provisions 
in  the  brush,  we  made  at  dawn  on  the 
following  morning  an  early  start.  Our 
loads  were  heavy,  considering  the  climb 
and  the  country  we  were  about  to  tackle, 
and  what  was  really  surprising  was  the 
tremendous  load  shouldered  by  the  slim 
and  diminutive  **Joan,"  who  I  am  sure 
would,  including  her  sole  garment,  not 
have  turned  the  scales  at  seven  stone. 
The  first  few  hundred  yards  into  the 
forest,  which  was  a  mass  of  dense  under- 
brush, made  my  heart  sink  within  me,  for 
I  did  not  know  that  we  would  presently 
strike  a  faint  trail,  the  commencement  of 
which  was  thus  hidden  from  intruders 
who  had  no  business  there,  the  whole 
country,  it  must  be  mentioned,  being  sub- 
divided among  the  different  heads  of 
families  of  the  tribe.  This  was  "**  Darby's  " 
own  particular  preserve,  and  a  better  and 
handier  one  there  was  not  on  Kootenay 
lake. 

It  took  us  all  day  to  climb  less  than 
4,000  feet,  /.^.,  to  reach  the  rocks  beyond 
timber  line,  where,  just  at  the  outskirts 
of  forest  vegetation,  we  made  as  skook' 
um  (snug)  a  camp  as  the  somewhat 
limited  level  space  permitted.  My  tiny 
**  A"  tent,  which,  with  my  sleeping  bag 
and  rifle,  had  been  my  load,  was  soon 
pitched,  and  next  morning  while  indefati- 
gable Joan  went  down  to  the  lake  for  a 
second  load  of  things,  "Darby"  and  I 
went  after  game.  Signs  innumerable  we 
soon  struck,  and  as  we  reached  higher 
altitudes  and  obtained  a  wider  outlook, 
the  sharp-eyed  **  Darby,"  who  of  course 
knew  exactly  where  to  look,  had  soon  spot- 
ted a  band  lying  motionless  like  blocks 
<if  stone  on  a  patch  of  green  grass  at  the 
bottom  of  a  couloir  filled  with  snow  about 
three-quarters  of  a  mile  off.  As  words 
failed  me  to  describe  how  I  proposed  to 
arrange  the  stalk,  sign-language  and  pan- 
tomime had  to  assist  in  bringing  about 
an  understanding  between  us.    "  Darby  " 
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was  as  hard  as  nails,  fleet  of  foot,  and 
blessed  with  lungs  which  enabled  him  to 
run  up  the  steepest  slopes  at  a 
speed  most  men  would  be  content  to  de- 
velop on  level  ground.  Moreover,  he  was 
not  much  hampered  by  clothes  ;  mocassins 
on  his  feety  a  breech-cloth  round  his  loins, 
and  a  string  of  beads,  was  all  that 
encumbered  him,  the  treasured  hat  having 
been*4e£t  behind  at  Bonner's  Ferry.  I 
thoOgJit  it  wise,  therefore,  if  I  was  to  have 
a  •llook  in  "  at  those  "  goats,"  to  let  him 
take  the  longer  route,  while  I  determined 
to  approach  the  game  from  the  upper 
side,  entailing  no  great  detour.  Darby 
started  off  under  cover,  of  course,  of  a 
ridge,  at  a  pace  which  made  me  wish  he 
was  more  heavily  handicapped,  but  it  was 
too  late  to  alter  the  prc^ramme.  Putting 
my  best  foot  foremost  1  found  myself 
fifteen  minutes  later  craning  over  the 
precipice  at  the  bottom  of  which  I  had 
last  seen  the  "goats"  apparently  quite 
unconscious  of  danger.  A  few  yards  to 
my  right  was  the  steep  snovi-cauloir^  at 
which,  in  my  hurry  to  get  a  glimpse  of 
the  **goat"  below  me,  I  had,  however, 
not  looked.  No  game  was  visible  on  the 
patch  of  verdure,  but  there,  squatting 
behind  a  rock,  I  saw  Darby,  who,  to  judge 
by  the  direction  of  his  rifle,  appeared  to 
be  in  the  act  of  shooting  at  me.  At  this 
moment  a  clinking  of  stones  close  to  me 
at  my  right  attracted  my  attention.  Turn- 
ing my  head  sharply,  what  was  my 
surprise  to  see  seven  mountain  antelope 
calmly  climbing  up  the  snovf-cou/oir  not 
fifteen  yards  off.     They  had  already  seen 


me,  or  rather  my  head  and  rifle,  for  the 
rest  of  my  body  was  still  under  cover  of 
the  sharp  ridge  on  the  off  side  of  which 
I  was  lying.  Other  mountain  game 
would  have  been  sent  scurrying  away  by 
such  a  suspicious  sight ;  not  so,  however, 
these  curious  animals.  There  wasn't  a 
big  buck  among  the  lot,  so  I  thought  I 
would  just  see  what  they  would  do.  On 
reaching  the  top  of  the  couloir  where 
the  slant  became  gentler,  they  all  halted 
gazing  at  me,  and  one,  a  three  or  four 
year  old  male,  absolutely  sat  down  on  his 
haunches  in  the  most  unconcerned 
manner.  A  rude  interruption  was  how- 
ever in  store  for  them,  for  **  Darby,"  as 
soon  as  the  animals  had  got  out  of  his 
sight,  had  followed  them  up  the  couloir 
— how  he  ever  managed  it  with  slippery 
mocassins  on  his  feet  is  a  mystery  to  me — 
and  presently  I  saw  his  head,  with  his  long 
hair  fluttering  wildly  in  the  breeze,  pop 
up  over  the  crest  of  the  ridge.  The  next 
second  he  had  opened  fire.  But  even 
then  these  queer  animals  did  not  dash  off, 
as  chamois  or  big-horn  would  have  done, 
and  **  Darby "  dropped  four  of  them 
before  they  got  beyond  150  yards,  while 
I  contented  myself  with  bringing  down 
the  biggest  of  the  lot.  "Darby"  ap- 
peared greatly  surprised  at  my  not 
shooting  more,  but  finally  was  made  to 
understand  that  I  had  come  to  shoot  only 
big  old  males.  A  couple  of  days  after- 
wards luck  favoured  me,  and  I  bagged 
what  proved  to  be  one  of  the  largest 
Haplocerus  I  have  ever  killed,  a  fine  old 
buck  who  weighed  quite  180  lbs. 
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SATSUMA  HOKUSAiS    LONG  DISTANCE  RIDE. 

By  HARRY  V.  BARNETT. 

SATSUMA  HOKUSAI  was  a  colonel 
in  the  army  of  His  Imperial  Majesty 
of  Japan.     He  stood  five  feet  nothing,  his 
complexion  was,  comparatively  speaking, 
muddy  ;    and  his  enemies   declared    that 
his    figure— in    European   clothes— some- 
how   suggested    a.    ready-made    suit    at 
23s.     I  id.     complete.      This,     however, 
merely  showed  the  ill-nature  of  the  super- 
fiL-lal  mind,  for  Colonel  Hokusai,  though 
siti.ill    and    plain,    had    in  him    far    finer 
i.|iMlii;es    than   met    the    eye.     His  brain 
;i[]i.l   hand    were    nimble  exceedingly  ;    he 
was  warm-hearted  and  gentle,  quick  and 
jf  insight  :    a  person  of  resource, 
cuviiage,  and  swift  atiility.    Above  all  his 
ccnutcsy  was  singular  even  for  ajapanese, 
Hu  was  military  attach^  to  the  Japanese 
Emb;issy  at  Berlin.     Time  was  when  mili- 
tary     attaches     of      most 
countries     were       greater 
fools      even       than       they 
looked.     We  have  changed 
all   that,  however,   and  re- 
placed  the   old-time  orna- 
mental   type    of     military 
indolence  by  the  alert  and 
expert  watcher,  Japan  has 
imitated  us    in  this   as   in 
other      things  ;      and      in 
Colonel     Hokusai     had     a 
carefully     trained     officer, 
particularly  fitted  to    keep 
an  eye    on    German  army 
developments. 

He  kept  his  eye,  too 
—that  dark,  deep,  liquid- 
smiling  eye  of  his— on 
other  things  as  well.  He 
observed  German  society 
with  a  thoroughness  that 
had  made  the  fortune  of 
a  special  correspondent, 
and  with  a  pleasure  so 
childlike  and  (apparently) 
soexperienced  as  to  fill  Masi 
Berliners  with  envy  and 
surprise.  German  officers 
and  cosmopolitan  dipio- 
matists  w.r.  apt,  about  Ih.  hour  of  Chrisrian  breakfast,  to  b,  bleary  and  duil- 
headnl ;  whereas  Hokuiai  moved  as  buoyant,  blithe,  and  blandly  brisk  as  if  he  had 
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gone  to  bed  and  risen  with  the  sun.  No 
amount  of  dissipation  ever  eclipsed  his 
gaiety — save  once. 

And  his  manners  were  as  charming 
as  his  gaiety  :  full  of  an  unexpected 
grace,  a  spontaneous  lightness  and 
brightness,  that  contrasted  vividly  with 
the  heavy  cuirassed  style  of  the  mili- 
tary folk  in  whose  society  he,  perforce, 
chiefly  moved.  His  gracious  ease,  his 
winning  gentleness,  and  his  smiling  wit, 
touched  his  small  stature  and  his  not  too 
comely  face  with  a  piquant,  pleasant 
novelty  that  made  him  a  general  favourite 
— especially  with  the  fair  sex.  In  fact  he 
soon  became  the  rage  ;  a  situation  which 
he  accepted  with  fortitude,  and  enjoyed 
with  zest. 

Now,  in  those  days  there  was  yet 
alive  a  famous  General — a  grim  Prussian 
giant  with  a  beard,  a  burly  body,  a  gimlet 
eye,  and  very  little  to  say.  And  the 
General  had  a  niece,  and  the  niece  a 
brother.  He  was  a  subaltern  in  a  dis- 
tinguished cavalry  corps — a  dapper  little 
lieutenant,  with  a  small,  downy,  mouse- 
coloured  moustache,  whose  ends  pricked 
upward  in  sudden  and  wholly  artificial 
sharpness.  His  cheeks  were  pink,  his 
^y^s  small  and  gray  ;  and  he  blinded  one 
of  them  with  an  eye-glass.  His  eyebrows, 
at  an  angle  of  some  130  degrees,  pointed 
the  way  to  the  parting  of  his  hair,  which 
was  mathematically  central  and  straight, 
the  close-cut  crop  on  either  side  spiking 
up  like  a  cheveux  de  frise.  In  short,  he 
bristled  ;  and  the  diagram  of  his  figure 
was  a  geometrical  expression  of  his 
race  and  time  — of  the  preposterous  Ger- 
man military  stiffness  and  the  modern 
adoration  of  the  low  comedian.  It  was 
even  asserted  that  a  shaggy  caricaturist 
on  the  staff  of  Fliegende  Blatter  made  a 
riotous  living  by  projecting  a  satiric  pre- 
sentment of  him  every  week  into  a  pen- 
and-ink  drawing. 

Such  a  person  is  bound  to  have  at 
least  one  great  failing.  As  a  fact. 
Lieutenant  Ludwig  von  Blumenschon  had 
about  a  hundred,  and  the  head  and  front 
of  all  was  the  vice  of  patronage.  Person- 
ally he  was  of  the  very  smallest  account  ; 
but,  as  the  nephew  of  the  famous  General 
aforesaid,  and  the  accidental  head  of  the 
leading  branch  of  his  family,  he  felt  it  his 
bounden  duty  to  patronise  all  new-comers 
of  brains,  money,  position  ;  failing  these 
qualifications,  even  the  stigmata  of  mere 
notoriousness  sufficed  to  feed  his  weak- 
ness. When  a  certain  surgeon  waxed 
miraculous  in  connection  with  the  demise 


of  an  imperial  potentate,  our  little  Lieu- 
tenant appointed  himself  herald  of  his 
social  advent.  The  same  thing  happened 
in  the  case  of  a  celebrated  African  ex- 
plorer— the  Lieutenant  rushing  per  special 
train  to  Hamburg  in  order  to  catch  his 
lion  even  before  it  disembarked.  The 
same  thing  happened — but  it  was  always 
happening.  Von  Blumenschon's  **  nose  " 
for  lions  was  altogether  unique,  and  his 
efforts  to  catch,  keep,  lead,  and  publicly 
perform  with  them,  afforded  the  world  in- 
finite amusement;  especially  when  he  **put 
his  foot  in  it,"  as  he  did  in  the  case  of  a 
magnificent  specimen  of  the  Adventurer 
Lion,  who  was  actually  arrested  at  dinner 
in  the  family  mansion,  on  a  charge  of 
robbing  a  bank. 

To  be  fair,  though,  little  blunders  of 
that  sort  were  few,  and  for  a.  year  or-  two 
nothing  more  serious  had  occui'red  than 
the  exploiting  of  a  certain  low-comedian, 
the  cynosure  of  an  English  travelling 
company.  Not  much  had  this  comedian 
to  recommend  him  to  the  thoughtful ;  but 
his  evening  clothes  were  irreproachable, 
he  spoke  a  little  German,  and — he  could 
put  his  tongue  out  upside  down.  That 
won  the  Lieutenant,  who  **  boomed"  the 
tongue-twister  for  a  fortnight,  and  parted 
from  him  with  something  more  akin  to 
regret  than  he  had  yet  experienced. 
Perhaps — but,  wait ! 

When  Colonel  Hokusai  arrived  at  the 
Embassy  the  little  Lieutenant  was  **  hot 
and  instant  in  pursuit,"  bustling  round 
him  with  a  hundred  courtesies,  and 
**  patronising"  him  with  such  fussy  and 
dapper  good  humour  that  the  automatic 
welcome  of  the  War  Office  seemed  by 
contrast  almost  glacial.  Result :  in  less 
than  forty-eight  hours  Blumenschon  had 
the  grateful  Hokusai'  in  leading  strings. 
In  a  week  he  had  gotten  him  honorary 
membership  of  his  mess,  and  specially 
elected  to  the  best  military  and  social 
clubs.  He  engineered  a  multitude  of 
invitations  to  the  salons  of  the  highest 
and  richest  in  the  land,  and  with  a  ra- 
pidity that  shames  my  pen  Hokusai  was 
sporting  delectably  in  the  glittering  whirl 
of  high  society,  while  Blumenschon 
revelled  in  glory  as  the  friend,  patron, 
trainer,  and  keeper  of  the  Lion  of  the 
Hour. 

Now  Von  Blumenschon  perforce  lived 
mainly  in  barracks.  An  orphan,  his 
ancestral  town  mansion  was  presided  over 
by  an  antique  but  active  and  intelligent 
aunt,  who  chaperoned  his  sister  and  played 
hostess   whenever,    as    not    infrequently 
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happened,  the  little  Lieutenant  was  minded 
to  be  hospitable.  For  the  Von  Blumen- 
schons  were  rich ;  and  their  mansion 
splendid  with  art  and  furniture,  gathered 
with  judgment  and  unstinted  purse  for 
nearly  two  centuries.  'Twas  his  habit  to 
feed  his  lions  here  in  princely  style  ;  and 
very  earlyin  their  acquaintance  the  Colonel 
enjoyed  the  incomparable  wines,  the  per- 
fect aaiifu,  and  the  superb  appointments 


for  which  the  house  was  and  is  famous. 
And  here  he  met  the  Lieutenant's  sister, 
Adeline  von  Blumenschon. 

Adeline  was  divinely  tall  and  most 
divinely  dark,  with  a  bloomed  and 
rich-toned  skin  that  veiled  the  roses  of 
her  cheeks,  yet  did  not  darken  the  ivory 
of  her  hands  nor  stain  the  purity  of  her 
arms  and  bust.  Her  mouth  was  the  true 
Cupid's  bow,  ripe  and  \\t^^  ■,  Vt^  s^tviSA 
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brown  eyes  could  glitter  with  mischief,  or 
dream  in  almost  Oriental  languor ;  and 
her  black-brown  hair  seemed,  in  certain 
lights,  to  smoulder  with  a  dusky  pas- 
sionate under-glow  of  red.  She  was  the 
reigning  belle  of  Berlin,  and  her  conquest 
of  Hokusai'  was  instant  and  complete. 

Partly  at  her  brother's  instigation,  but 
mainly  to  gratify  her  own  caprice,  she, 
on  the  occasion  of  her  first  reception  of 
Hokusai,  had  arrayed  herself  in  a  charming 
adaptation  of  his  national  costume  ;  not 
the  real  thing  precisely,  but  Japanesque 
enough  to  be  a  pretty  and  gracious  com- 
pliment. 

Hokusa'i's  homage  was  profound.  A 
very  particular  Lady  Friend  of  Adeline's 
watched  this  interesting  meeting,  and  was 
surprised  to  observe  that  the  dear  Fraulein 
almost  faltered,  and  positively  blushed, 
and  that  after  a  courtesy  of  exceptional 
depth  and  significance  her  fan  played 
nervously,  and  her  eyelids  drooped  in  a 
manner  far  too  emotional  for  coquetry. 
And  this  same  Lady  Friend  beheld  Hoku- 
sa'i's face  radiant  with  a  spiritual  caress 
such  as  she  had  never  before  seen  on  living 
countenance  ;  and  that  soft  flame  in  his 
glance — was  it  not  the  Light  that  should 
burn  in  the  eyes  of  the  Ideal  Lover  when 
looking  into  those  of  the  Ideal  Loved 
One  ?  She  had  witnessed  the  miracle  of 
love  at  sight,  and  on  both  sides. 

From  that  moment  their  passion  grew. 
What  Adeline  saw  in  Hokusai  the  world 
never  could  see.  The  world  never  can  see 
these  things.  Call  it  magnetism,  madness, 
what  you  will ;  she  loved  him  as  deeply  as 
he  loved  her.  Soon,  very  soon,  people 
saw,  and  wondered,  and  whispered,  and 
said  it  was  disgraceful. 

Then  the  active  and  intelligent  aunt 
**  spoke  "  to  Adeline,  after  the  immemorial 
manner  of  aunts  to  erring  nieces,  and 
Adeline's  eyes  gleamed  with  that  peculiar 
mischief-light  of  hers. 

Then  Lieutenant  Ludwig  von  Blumen- 
schon  remonstrated  with  her,  and  got 
unmercifully  mocked  at  for  his  pains,  and 
told  (in  effect)  to  mind  his  own  business. 
The  Fraulein  determined  to  fight. 

Then  the  active  arid  intelligent  aunt 
went  to  the  distinguished  uncle — the 
General  aforesaid — and  told  her  anxious 
tale ;  unto  which  the  grim  old  warrior 
listened  with  a  very  straight  face,  till 
a  queer  twinkle  lit  his  bloodshot  eyes,  and 
he  grunted  out  that  he  saw  no  reason  to 
interfere — at  present.  Whereupon  the 
aunt  informed  him,  with  asperity,  that  he 
was  a    fool,   and    he,    growlii       "      '^ 


likely,"   left    her  to     meditate    in     soli- 
tude. 

Then  the  aunt  informed  Ludwig  of 
his  uncle's  folly  ,  and  Ludwig,  cocksure 
as  usual,  said  '*  Leave  it  to  me/'  which, 
in  her  impotence  and  bewilderment,  she 
did.  And  Lieutenant  Ludwig  von  Blu- 
menschon  shut  himself  up  in  his  quarters 
to  plot  the  good  riddance  of  Colonel 
Satsuma  Hokusai. 

The  plotting  did  not  come  to  much. 
Danger  faced  him  at  all  points.  Should 
he  consult  the  Emperor  ?  He  thought  he 
could  **get"  the  Emperor  to  ''do  some- 
thing"— demand,  par  exemple^  the  ugly 
little  Japanese  monkey's  recall.  No.  It 
might  precipitate  not  prevent  a  catas- 
trophe. Should  he  speak  his  mind  to  the 
little  beast  ?  No,  and  again  no  ;  for  the 
same  reason.  And  so  on  without  I'esult 
save  one — worry. 

He  lit  a  cigar.  It  was  too  strong,  and 
made  him  swim  with  dreadful  sensations. 
He  tossed  it  away  and  tried  to 
think,  and  failed ;  and  then,  in  a 
state  bordering  upon  despair,  he  dashed 
down  to  the  barrack  square  with  a  face 
more  like  that  of  a  large  depositor  in  a 
suspended  bank  than  the  lineaments  of 
the  conceited  subaltern  he  was. 

Loud  laughter  rang  from  the  brilliantly 
lighted  mess-room  across  the  square.  It 
annoyed  him.  Presently  the  cool  night  air 
soothed  and  sobered  him  ;  and  walking 
up  and  down,  up  and  down,  up  and  down, 
he  tried  again,  and  failed,  to  invent  a 
plot.  Like  your  up-to-date  novelists,  he 
was  not  good  at  plots.  Another  roar  of 
laughter,  mingled  with  cheers.  This  was 
too  much,  and  he  crossed  and  entered  the 
scene  of  merriment. 

His  eye  first  fell  upon — Hokusai !  The 
Colonel  was  gesturing  with  (for  him) 
excited  elegance,  and  speaking  with  quite 
unusual  heat.  His  audience  was  sceptical, 
scoffing,  hilarious  ;  in  England  their  con- 
duct might  even  have  been  considered 
rude.  Telling  a  servant  to  bring  cham- 
pagne. Von  Blumenschdn  put  up  his  eye- 
glass and  asked  with  his  superior  air, 
•*  What  was  the  joke?"  It  was  ex- 
plained that  a  discussion  had  arisen  on  the 
famous  (or  infamous)  **long-distance"  rides. 
Hokusai  had  denounced  the  competition 
as  cruel,  unsportsmanlike,  and,  from  the 
military  (which  is,  or  ought  to  be  the 
practical)  view,  worthless.  A  hot  argu- 
ment ended  in  an  impassioned  but  clear 
and  pointed  harangue  from  the  Jap,  whose 
peroration  was  received  with  noisy  and 
ironic  applause. 
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In  the  midst  of  the  hubbub  Blumen- 
schdn's  champagne  arrived.  Pourinfj  out 
a  tumbler-full,  and  handing  it  to  Hokusai, 
he  said  with  a  pleasant  smile  (for  as  yet 
he  dissembled),  "After  that  you  need  a 
refresher  1 " 

Hokusai  laughed,  and,  with  his  peculiar 


courtliness,  accepted  the  wine,  which  he 
drank  with  gusto.  Blumenschdn,  to  Steady 
his  nerves,  swallowed  a  tumblerful  at  a 
draught,  and  refilled  Hokusai's  glass  and 

As  he  poured  out  the   beading  liquor 
BKimenschdn  suddenly  conceived  an  idea  ; 
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LIEUTENANT   LUDWIC    VON     BLUMENSCHON. 

at  last  a  Plot  shaped  itself.  Thus  :— /a/i 
artn't  haramen.  Hokuidi  already  excited: 
excite  him  still  more.  Champagne  ad  lib. 
Twit  him  with  inability  to  ride,  and  at 
ptyehological  moment  wager  him  he  ean't  ride 
from   Berlin  to  Shanghai  and  baek  affun. 


If  the  bait  fates  he'll  go.  If  he  goes  he'll 
either  get  lost  or  killed  or  arrested.  At  any 
rate,  before  he  can  return  Adeline  can  be  safely 
disposed  of. 

The  scheme  was  weak,  but  it  succeeded. 
Champagne     and     discussion     were     so 
adroilly  mixed  that  HokusaT,  though  by 
'xed''  himself,  was  stimu- 
lated   to    a    quite    needless    faith    in    the 
ide  of  things,  and  was  led  on  and 
ill  he  accepted  BlumenschSn's  bet  of 
tbalers  that  he  could  not  ride  from 
Berlin    to    Shanghai    and    back    again  ; 
which  being  duly  recorded,  the  world  for 
was    young     once    more, 
I'ithstanding    that   a   sneering    Major 
warned   him   that  lie  had  mistaken  the 
Jap's  quality,  and  under-rated  his  ability 
and    endurance.      The    Major    had    seen 
something  of  Hokosai   before,  and   had 
heard  miire.      But  this  the  Lieutenant  did 
not  know,  and  be  dismissed  the  warning 
id  with  a  series   of  private 
ejaculations,   the    English    equivalents  of 
vhich  are  Pish  !  Bah  !  Bosh  ! 

ng  two  things  happened. 
First,  Hokusai  realised  his  mistake  :  saw 
the  misery  of  a  long  and  possibly  final 
from  iiis  northern  goddess, 
and  cried,  "O  Fool — to  risk  thy  life's 
felicity  on  a  petty  quibble!"  And, 
second,  Blumenschon's  regiment  had  a 
surprise  parade  and  swift  departure  to 
a  distant  mining  district  where  strikers, 
socialists,  and  anarchists  were  having 
high  jinks.  To  his  intense  disgust,  there- 
fore, Blumenschiin  missed  the  joy  of 
ng  at  Hokusai's  departure. 

In  a  hurried  letter 
to  his  aunt,  however, 
he  told  her  of  his 
ruse,  and  begged  her 
to  telegraph  directly 
the  Jap  was  off.  In 
a  day  or  two  the 
longed-for  informa- 
tion came  : — 
^"^  Hokusai  left  at 
five  this  morning.  Accompanied  to  frontier 
by  several    officers.     All  well." 

"  Huzza  !  "  he  .fcreecbed,  and  danced  a 
fantastic  pas  seul  in  a  fine  frenzy  of  joy. 
"  Adeline  and  the  repute  of  my  house  are 
saved  I " 

The  officers  returned  to  Berlin  and  re- 
ported that  Hokusai  was  over  the  border, 
and  when  last  seen  was  going  extremely 
well.  Betting  on  his  winning  the  wager, 
on  his  losing  himself  as  well  as  the  bet, 
on  his  being  killed,  was  brisk.  PrMcntly 
the  wire   flashed   his  arrival  at  Vienna, 
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and  almost  at  the  same  moment  Ludwig 

received  another  telegram  : — 

"  Return  at  once,     Adeline  disappeared.^' 
ToNNER  UNO  Blitzen  !     He  got  leave, 

and  posted  back  in  fume  and  funk.     At 

a  station  he  bought  a  paper,  and  read  :  — 

THE  JAPANESE  COLONEL'S  GREAT 

RIDE. 
Romantic  Rumour. 
Vienna.  March  20.  10  a.m. — Colonel 
Hbkusa'i  left  this  mornings  horse  and  man 
being  in  excellent  condition.  It  is  reported 
thaty  he/ore  starting^  he  was  privately  married 
to  a  European  lady  of  great  beauty  and  dis- 
tinguished bearing. 

Fury  and  death !  Rushed  he  to  his 
aunt,  who  read  the  paragraph,  and  said, 
•*  Of  course.      This   is   all  your  fault !  " 

Bounded  he  grievously  to  the  General, 
who  said,  **  Pah  !  You  are  out-strategied, 
out-manoeuvred,  beaten.  YouVe  an  ass. 
Get  out." 

Comfortless  went  he  to  the  Club,  and 
the  men  there  tittered,  or  stared,  or 
laughed  outright.  What !  Was  it  known  ? 
Oh,  yes.  The  evening  papers  knew  all 
about  it,  and  printed  in  large  type  : — 

^^  Vienna.  Later. — The  lady  married  to 
Colonel  Hokusai  is  said  to  be  Frauhin 
Adeline  von  Blumenschon^  niece  of  the  famous 
General:' 

Sackcloth    and    Ashes  !  He    went 

home   and   hid   himself.     In  vain.     The 

morrow    brought    gall    and  wormwood 
from  Adeline  herself : — 

**  Ludwig !  You  have  often  thivarted  me^ 
but  I  am  at  last  even  with  you.  I  discovered 
your  mean  trick  in  time  to  defeat  it.  Colonel 
Hokusai  will  win  the  bet ;  and  7uhen  he 
returns  to  Berlin^  I  shall  accompany  him  as 
his  wife.  J  married  him  this  morning.  Con- 
gratulate me,  Ludwig ;  but  nether  more  trifle 
with  your  affectionate 

''Adeline:' 

Ludwig  .  felt  as  if  a  lunatic  asylum 
would  be  paradise ;  and  even  his  aunt, 
who  was  more  used  to  things,  expressed 
a  desire  to  end  her  days  in  rural  retire- 
ment. The  Lady  Friend  said  it  was  just 
what  she  expected — which  was  not  true. 
As  for  the  General,  he  laughed— for  the 
first  and  only  time  in  his  life  :  a  grim 
cachinnation.  Then  he  cut  Ludwig  out 
of  his  will,  settled  his  whole  fortune  on 
Adeline,  and  wrote  a  note  to  the  Chief  of 
the  Staflf.  People  said,  at  least,  that  he 
did  so,  and  that  his  note  was  the  Cause 


the  Effect  being  that  at  this  moment 
Ludwig  (having  been  incontinently  de- 
spatched on  an  empty  mission  to  East 
Africa)  meditates  solitary  in  a  stuffy  tent 
upon  the  vanity  of  human  wishes,  and 
feels  that    five    minutes   of  the  Tongue- 

Twister  would  be  indeed  a  godsend. 
•         ••••« 

There  remains  to  tell  the  discovery  01 
the  plot.  It  was,  as  always,  the  "in- 
criminating document."  Judicious  Aunty 
dropped  that  letter,  which  was  found 
by  imperious  Adeline.  Satsuma,  quietly 
arranging  his  affairs,  received  a  scented 
summons,  and  attended  with  alacrity,  to 
hear  the  whole  plot  disclosed,  and 
to  be  made  to  see  (as  a  woman  in  love 
will  make  a  man  to  see,  if  occasion  de- 
mands) that,  an  he  would,  he  could  take 
her  with  him,  and  so  at  one  blow  defeat 
his  enemies  and  attain  his  fondest  hopes 
and  hers.  Result :  a  brief,  impassioned, 
highly  effective  and  satisfactory  scene, 
followed  by  the  hatching  of  the  counter- 
plot. He  planned  everything  in  a  trice — 
that  undersized  Japanese  Colonel  :  how 
he  should  start  alone  ;  how  she  at  the 
last  possible  moment  should  slip  away 
disguised  to  Vienna ;  how  he  would 
marry  her  there  and  settle  her  comfort- 
ably till  he  should  return.  All  which, 
you  see  was  done. 

The  months  passed — long,  anxious 
months  for  her,  tiresome  and  dangerous 
for  him,  until  at  last  he  turned  up 
again  in  Vienna,  travel-stained  and  thin, 
but  still  the  bright  and  charming  Sat- 
suma of  old.  And  it  came  to  pass  that 
she  rode  side  by  side  with  him  into 
Berlin,  a  vast  crowd  cheering  frantic 
welcome.  And  the  Emperor,  who  had 
heard  the  whole  story,  sent  Satsuma 
an  exclusive  Order,  with  a  flamboyant 
autograph  letter.  Thus  once  again  he  was 
the  Lion  of  the  Hour,  only  more  so  ;  while 
she  was  the  most  magnificent  and  spirited 
Lioness  society  has  yet  spoiled  its  very 
best  dresses  to  see. 

So  endeth  the  story  of  Satsuma  Hoku- 
sa'f  s  long-distance  ride. 

Postscript  :  By  Wordy  Flashbold, 
LL.D.,  war  correspondent  of  the  London 
Storm . — 

**The  sneering  Major's  warning  was 
sound.  I  knew  Hokusai'  years  ago  at 
Aldershot.  He  proved  himself  a  smart 
cavalry  officer,  and  one  of  the  best  tent- 
peggers  in  the  camp.  He  was,  in  fact, 
trained  in  England^  and  was  for  a  time  a 
popular  member  of  the  Quorn." 


ON  A  BREDE  OF  DIVERS  COLOUR 
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Twice    twenty  slenden   vip^'D     f'D^er*s     tw'oe 

This   cur'ou5 'w«b,  wb^r^    ail    tb<?'i'     fanc'^^s     sbin*^ . 
As    natups     tbein ,        jo    tb^y    (bis    shad^    have    wpou^ 
SofI    as    tbe'P    bands     anti     various    as     tb«'r      (hoaghi. 

Not   Juno's  b'rd  wb®n,   b's    fa'p  tra'n  d'spp^ad, 
-     He  w«»J  (be  fem^l*   to   b'J   pa'nt'd    bed, 
Nfo'\et   tbe    bow,    \rt/h'cb   .fo   ijdorns     tb**  jk'^s, 
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ALA?,  alas,  ii 
of  tiic  pr 


.,  most 
;  pretly 
white  foxgloves  we 
planted  out  by  the 
boggy  hollow  just 
beloiv  the  tennis- 
lau-n  have  come  to 
nothing!  The 
hcailicr  and  bracken 
of  the  moor  have 
oQtgTOKTi  them  and 
throtiledthcm.  They 
made  a  hard  fij-ht 
for  life,  in  their  petty  Thcrmniiyla; — 
one  or  two  of  them,  indeed,  arc  still 
battling  with  inexhausliiilc  courage  against 
the  countless  hordes  of  sturdy  natives  that 
choke  and  overshadow  them  ;  but  die 
they  must  in  the  end,  imliss  I  step  in 
betimes  as  earthly  providence  to  thin  out 
the  furze  and  enrich  the  niggard  soil  for 
the  struggling  strangers.  They  remind  me 
of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  in  M as saihii setts. 
Foxgloves,  you  know,  cannot  compete 
with  ling  or  Scotch  heather  on  its  native 
heath.  They  are  denizens  of  a  deeper 
and  richer  mouki,  growing  generally  on 
fat  wayside  banks  or  in  the  ditches  by 
hedgerows  —  always  the  wealtliJest  anil 
most  luxuriantly  manured  of  any  uild 
places,  because  there  birds  perch,  and 
wild  animals  take  refuge,  and  snails  and 
beetles  die,  and  robins  perish,  that  hedge- 
row weeds  may  batten  on  their  decaying 
bodies.  The  hedge,  in  point  of  fact,  is 
the  main  shelter  and  asylum  for  bcasties 
great  and  small  in  our  workvday  England. 
There  the  hedgehog  skulks.'and  the  field- 
mouse  hides,  and  the  sparrow  builds  her 
nest,  and  the  slow-worm  suns  himself; 
there  the  rabbit  burrows,  and  the  cuckoo 
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sits  mocking,  and  the  dormouse  dreams, 
and  the  lizard  lies  in  wait  for  the  dancing 
midges.  All  the  waste  richness  of  the 
fiek!  finds  its  rest  at  last  by  the  roots  of 
the  whitethorn,  to  reappear  in  due  time 
as  red  campion  and  herb  -  rol>ert,  as 
faint-scented  may  and  tall  inilitar}'  spikes 
of  purple  foxglove. 

Hut  when  you  sow  or  transplant  these 
lush  herbs  of  the  hedgerow  on  to  the  bare 
and  open  heath,  they  come  into  competi- 
tion at  once  with  other  and  far  hardier 
upland  bushes.  The  plants  of  the  moor 
are  indeed  unlike  such  pampered 
odalisques  of  the  deep  banks  and  rich 
lowlands.  Stern  children  of  the  heights, 
their  stems  are  hard  and  wirj-,  their  leaves 
small  and  dry;  their  flowers  feel  like 
tis-uc-papcr ;  their  growing  shoots  have 
no.ie  of  that  luxuriant  tenderness,  that 
translucent  delicacy,  which  characterises 
the  long  sprays  of  liedgerow  dogrose  and 
hedgerow  bramble.  All  is  arid  and  parsi- 
monious, as  in  some  Highland  cottage. 
Clur  daintily  bred  foxgloves,  decayed  gent Ic- 
HiJinen,  stunted  and  dwarfed  in  that 
iidiospiiable  soil,  can  scarce  find  nutri- 
ment in  the  thirsty  sand  to  send  tip  a 
feeble  parody  of  ibeir  purple  spikes;  in 
long  droughts  they  droi)p  and  fail  for 
lack  of  a  drop  of  water.  Voii  must  make 
a  deep  pocket  of  garden  mould  in  the 
midst  of  the  heath  if  you  want  them  to 
thrive;  and  even  then,  unless  you  keep 
constantly  cutting  down  the  heather  and 
gorse  about  them,  they  are  overtopped 
and  outlived  by  the  native  vegetation. 

To  dwellers  in  towns,  that  mere  phrase, 
"  ihe  struggle  for  life  among  plants " 
seems  a  quaint  exaggeration.  They  cannot 
believe   that   creatures   so  rooted  and  ^a 
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plants  can 

struggle  at 
all  for  any- 
thing. The 
c  h  e  d 
battles  of 
the  animals 
they  can 
understand, 
because 
they  can  see 
the  kestrel 
swooping 
ilown  upon  the  linnet,  the 
weasel  scenting  the  spoor 
of  the  rabbit  to  his  burrow. 
But  the  pitched  battle  of 
the  plants  sounds  to  them 
but  a  violent  metaphor,  a 
poetical  trick  of  language, 
a  notion  falsely  pressed 
into  the  service  of  the 
naturalist  by  some  mis- 
taken analogy.  In  reality, 
those  few  of  us  who  have 
fully  read  ourselves  into 
the  confidence  and  inti- 
macy of  the  beautiful 
green  things  know  well 
that  nowhere  on  earth  is 
the  struggle  for  life  so 
real,  so  intense,  so  con- 
tinuous, so  merciless  as 
among  the  herbs  and 
flowers.  Every  weed  in 
the  meadows,  every 
creeper  in  the  woodland, 
is  battling  for  its  own  hand 
each  day  and  all  day  long 
against  a  crushing  com- 
petition. It  is  battling  for 
food  and  drink,  for  air 
and  sunlight,  for  a  place 
to  stand  in,  for  a  right  to 
existence.  Its  rivals 
around  are  striving  hard 
with  their  roots  to  deprive 
il  of  its  fair  share  of  water 
and  of  manure ;  are  striving 
hard  with  their  leaves  to 
forestall  it  in  access  to 
carbonic  acid  and  sun- 
shine ;  are  striving  hard 
with  their  flowers  to  entice 
away  the  friendly  bee  and 
the  fertilising  beetle ;  are 
striving  hard  with  their 
winged  or  protected  seeds 
to  anticipate    the   vacant 
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spots  on  which  it  fain  would  cast  its  own 
feeble  offspring.  A  struggle  for  the  Hinter- 
land goes  on  without  ceasing.  The  very 
fact  that  plants  can  hardly  move  at  all  from 
the  spot  where  they  grow  makes  the  com- 
petition in  the  end  all  the  fiercer.  They 
are  perpetually  intriguing  among  stones  and 
crannies  to  insinuate  their  roots  here,  and 
to  get  beforehand  on  their  rivals  with  their 
seedlings  there;  they  fight  for  drops  of 
water  after  summer  showers  like  the 
victims  shut  up  in  the  Black  Hole  of 
Calcutta;  they  spread  their  leaves  close 
in  rosettes  along  the  ground,  so  as  to 
monopolise  space  and  kill  down  competi- 
tion ;  they  press  upward  toward  the  sun  so 
as  to  catch  the  first  glance  of  the  bountiful 
rays,  and  to  grasp  before  their  neighbours 
at  every  floating  speck  of  carbonic  acid. 

This  is  no  poetic  fancy.  It  is  sober  and 
literal  biological  truth.  The  green  fields 
around  us  are  one  vast  field  of  battle. 
And  you  can  realise  it  at  once  if  you  only 
think  what  we  mean  by  a  flower-garden. 
We  want  to  induce  peonies  and  hollyhocks 
and  geraniums  and  roses  to  smile  around 
our  nouses,  and  what  do  we  do  for  them  } 
We  "  make  a  bed,"  as  we  say ;  in  other 
words,  we  begin  by  clearing  away  all  the 
stouter  and  better-adapted  native  com- 
petitors. Go,  dock  and  thistle ;  go,  grass 
and  nettle!  We  will  have  pansies  here, 
and  sweet-peas,  and  gilly- flowers  !  So  we 
root  them  all  up,  turn  and  break  the  stiff 
clods,  put  in  rich  leaf-mould,  manure  it 
from  the  farmyard,  and  plant  at  measured 
distances  the  components  of  our  nosegay. 
Tall  white  garden  lilies  take  the  place 
of  knotweed  ;  the  larkspur  mocks  the  sky 
where  the  dandelion  spread  before  its 
golden  constellations.  Yet  even  so,  we 
have  not  permanently  secured  our  end. 
Original  sin  reappears  as  ragwort  and 
hawkweed.  Every  day  or  two  we  must 
go  round,  and  "  weed  the  beds "  as  we 
say ;  the  very  familiarity  of  phrase  and  act 


blinds  our  minds  to  the  truth  that  what  we 
are  really  doing  is  to  limit  the  struggle,  to 
check  the  competition.  We  pull  up  here 
a  shepherd's-purse  and  there  a  chickweed, 
that  the  Iceland  poppies  may  have  room 
to  raise  their  black-capped  buds,  and  that 
the  groundsel  may  not  steal  all  the  light 
and  air  from  our  shrinking  nemophilas. 
Relax  your  care  for  a  week  or  two,  and 
what  then  do  you  find  ?  The  goosefoots 
and  couch-grasses  have  lived  down  the 
mignonette ;  the  russet  docks  are  over- 
shadowing your  white  Japanese  anem- 
ones. Abandon  the  garden  for  a  year, 
and  the  native  vegetation  has  avenged 
itself  on  the  intruders  in  a  war  of 
extermination.  The  thistles  have  cut  off 
the  lilies-of-the-valley  as  Israel  cut  off  the 
Canaanitcs ;  not  a  spike  remains  of  your 
sky-blue  monkshood  before  the  purple 
standard  of  the  victorious  burdocks.  Here 
and  there,  it  is  true,  some  hardy  perennial, 
some  stout  iris  or  sweet-william,  armed 
with  its  sword-shaped  foliage,  will  continue 
the  unequal  strife  for  a  miserable  year  or 
two  of  guerrilla  warfare,  like  Hereward 
Wake  in  the  Isle  of  Ely  ;  but  sooner  or 
later  the  stronger  will  win,  and  your  garden 
will  become  a  mere  nursery  of  weeds, 
whose  fl>ing  thistle-down  will  invade  and 
usurp  the  neighbouring  meadows. 

Plants,  in  point  of  fact,  have  more  needs 
than  animals ;  therefore,  perforce,  they 
struggle  harder.  The  beasts  require  but 
food  and  drink ;  the  herbs  require  from 
the  soil  water  and  nitrogenous  matter  for 
their  roots ;  they  require  from  the  air, 
carbon,  which  is  their  true  solid  food,  for 
their  leaves  ;  they  need  sunlight,  which  is 
the  motive  power,  for  their  growth  and 
assimilation,  insects  to  fertilise  them,  birds 
or  breezes  to  disperse  their  seeds.  For 
all  these  they  struggle  ceaselessly  among 
themselves ;  and  the  struggle  is  all  the 
deadlier  because  it  is  carried  on  at  such 
very  close  quarters. 


TO   HIS   MUSE. 

Whither,  mad  maiden,  wilt  thou  roam? 
Far  safer  'twere  lo  stay  at  home  ; 
Where  thou  mayst  sit,  and  pipi:^;,  please 
The  poor  and  private  cottars. —Uekrick. 


'Q  one  was  stirring:  in  the  g^arden  of 
the  Hdtel  des  Roses  in  PaJermo, 
1^  it  was  nine  o'clock  on  a  warm 
iiary  morning'.  This  was  unusual  ; 
Tmrthing;  was  a  little  unusual  in  and 
t  tb«  H6tel  des  Roses  that  morn- 

twmtiy,  a  youn|;  man,  evidently  an 
ishman,  slim,  fair>haired,  with  wide 
^es,  and  a  singularly  guileless 
mion,  .:ame  stealing  on  the  scene, 
ijing  his  path  with  caution.  Avoid- 
f9  open  lawn,  he  crept  through  the 
n  trees  along  the  side  of  the  high 
ta  wall.  To  him,  a  moment  later, 
i^ipeared  a  very  pretty  girl, 
ntlf  French,  in  whose  greeting  of 
timidity  and   pleasure 


Monsieur   Geof- 


fomtg   m 


rfcn/    It  U   you, 

** ,  |ii9  whispered, 

Tflff  dear  mademoiselle— I  may  call 

Uah  ?     A  thousand  thanks  I     Ves, 

!,7  *wd  the  young  man,  whose  name 

^tiiitny  Graham. 

BUr,  it  is  very  imprudent.  Monsieur 

ny  I    Papa ." 

jnust    see   the    Colonel    to-day," 
>  in  the  young   man ;   "  you   must 
•  speak  to  him  to-day." 
tut  no,  but  no  [  "    cried  the  young 
In  alarm.      "To-day  is  a   terrible 

CHi,  what  a  day  I  Something  has 
ned.  He  is  enraged.  He  storms. 
us  taken  out  his  pistol,  and  his 
li — two  swords  and   two  pistols — 

ow  he  is  fighting  a  duel " 

Vbatl" 

>efore  the  looking-^lass  in  his  bed- 
He  says  to  some  invisible  person, 


/ ime  Tioofi/ns. 


'  Monsieur,  I  shall  have  the  honour  to 
inflict  on  you  a  wound  to  cherish  and  to 
dream  of.''  It  is  dreadful.  Monsieur 
Geoffrey,  if  you  were  to  propose  for  me 
to-day,  he  would  be  capable  of  shooting 
you  through  the  heart,  over  and  over 
again  !  " 

"The  good,  brave  man!  But,  dear 
mademoiselle— I  may  call  you  C^cite  ?  A 
thousand  thanks!  I  could  perhaps  ex- 
plain.     I  almost  think  I   know " 

"Mais  non!  Von  must  not  approach 
him  at  all.  Not  to-day.  You  see  you 
are  as  yet  scarcely  known  to  him.  And 
now,  do  not  stay.  Fly !  He  may  be 
coming,  Hs  will  make  sauttr  the  whole 
hotel,  he  vows !" 

"Then  1  will  leave  you,  dearmndemoi- 
selle,  for  the  present.  I  am  going  on  a 
little  errand  this  morning  which  is  entirely 
in  the  interests  of  Colonel  Poparel,  your 
brave  father.  If  I  succeed,  be  sure  that 
he  will  be  delighted.  You  shall  know 
when  I  return.  Dear  mademoiselle, 
good-bye  !  " 

"  Au  revoir,  Monsieur  Geoffrey  !  " 

"  I  may  call  you  C^cile  ?  " 

"  Mais  oui.  Monsieur  Geoffrey,"  lower- 
ing her  eyes, 

"  A  thousand  thanks  !  " 

He  snatched  a  kiss  and  fled. 

Another  petticoat  fluttered  through  the 
lemons,  and  Petunia,  the  maid  of 
Mademoiselle  C^cile,  advanced  on  tip-loe 
to  her  mistress. 

"Is  there  any  news?"  asked  C^cile 
anxiously.  "Where  is  papa?  What  is 
he  doing  ?  " 

"  Mademoiselle,  he  is  still  furious.  He 
has  changed  the  patch  on  his  nose  for  a 
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black  one,  which  fives  him  the  took  of— I 
daren't  say  what.  And,  mademoiselle, 
he  can  be  heard  from  the  chimney-tops 
to  the  kitchen.  He  swears.  Oh,  he 
swears  '  -Morbleu  I '  '  ParbUu  .' '  '  Corhleu  I ' 

"  Hush  !     You  will  spitt  my  ears.     It 


mademoiselle  knows,  I  am  engaffed  to  be 
married," 

And  Petunia  gathered  her  .skirts  to- 
gether, and  made  a  swift  and  silent  detour 
towards  the  hotel. 

"  I  wish  to>day  were  over  !  "  sighed 
Cicile.      "  Papa,  papa,  are  you  lookingfor 


isenough  for  papa  to  use  those  expressions. 
Thank  goodness  dear  papa  uses  them  in 
an  innocent  way  of  his  own  ;  at  least  I 
hope  so.     Has  he  discovered  nothing?" 

"  Nothing,  mademoiselle.  He  has  now 
sent  for  the  manager,  who,  as  you  know, 
was  not  in  the  hotel  last  night." 

"Listen,  Petunia;  he  is  calling  me,  1 
think." 

Petunia  bent  her  head  in  the  direction 
of  the  hotel.  A  series  of  abrupt  and 
violent  sounds  stirred  the  air  in  that  neigh- 
bourhood. 

"  It  is  his  voice  certainemeni ;  but  I  do 
not  think  he  is  calling  you,  mademoiselle. 
No;  he  says    'Morbleuf    '  Carbl '" 

"Assez!"  said  «cile.  "There!  I 
told  you  he  wanted  me.  He  ;s  coming 
through  the  trees." 

"Then  I  dare  not  stay,  mademoiselle. 
He  bristles  with  deadly  weapons,  and.  as 


me?  I  am  here,"  she  cried,  runningwith 
a  face  of  concern  to  meet  a  short,  crisp- 
featured,  elderly  gentleman,  with  an  enor- 
mous white  moustnche  and  imperial, 
who  was  proceeding  through  the  garden 
by  bounds.  The  upper  ridge  of  his  for- 
midable hooked  nose  carried  an  inch  of 
black  sticking-plaster,  which  took  nothing 
from  the  fierceness  of  his  expression. 

"  My  angel,  I  will  not  be  pacified  I " 
exclaimed  Colonel  Poparel.  "Two 
hundred  thousand  thunders,  and  an- 
other !  They  have  not  yet  found  him, 
but  I  shall  pounce  upon  him  this  morn- 
ing— and  then  !  Ah,  mon  Dieu  !  then  you 
shall  see  a  vengeance.  TiUbltu!  Your 
father  grows  old,  my  angel,  but  he  is  still 
terrible  in  battle  !  SaprisH  !  It  is  my 
birthday,  and  it  will  be  my  twenty- seventh 
duel." 

"Oh,  papa  dear,  when  mil  ^ou  have 
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done  with  them  ?  Will  you  not  be  calm 
until  you   know  everything  ?     Suppose  it 

had  been  an  accident " 

"An  accident,  my  angel  I  B-r-r-r  !  Did 
you  not  hear  the  laugh  which  followed  the 
missile?  It  was  a  laugh  in  the  last 
Yowel ;  a  laugh  in  U  "—the  Colonel,  of 
course,  gave  the  vowel  its  French  pro- 
nunciation  "and  the    laugh  in     U  \s 

always  a  laugh  of  malice.  My  angel,  a 
missile  like  that" — the  Colonel  clapped 
his  hand  to  the  sticking-plaster — "  fol- 


yourself  for  years,  papa ;  the  holiday 
which  was  to  celebrate  the  memory  of 
Garibaldi." 

"A  sacred  festival!"  said  Colonet 
Poparel,  solemnly  raising  his  hat.  "  Yes, 
I  had  promised  it  to  myself;  I,  a  volun- 
teer of  his  in  that  great  Sicilian  Revolu- 
tion thirty-two  years  ago.  I  was  to  go 
over  again  the  ground  I  trod  with  that 
sublime  man.  THensI  I  discovered  yes- 
terday  one  of  my  own  bullet-holes  in  a 
brick  in   a  house  near  the  quay.     1  have 


lowed    by  a    laugh    in  U,  is  an    accident 
which  one  explains  at  the  sword's  point. 

"Then  our  holiday  is  spoiled,"  quavered 
C^ile ;  "  our  beautiftil  little  holiday  in 
Palenno ;  the  holiday  you  had  promised 


offered  twenty  francs  for  the  brick.  But 
it  is  not  Garibaldi  to-day !  1  have 
measured  the  ground  for  another  affair." 

"  But  if  you  would  think,  papa " 

"  My  angel,  I  have  sent  for  the  manager 
of  the  hotel,  and   I  see  him  shu-fflvft^  \.o- 
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wards  me.     Leave  me ;    I  may  have  an 
aflfair  with  this  animal.'* 

**  Papa,  papa,  you  will  not  kill  the 
manager  ?  Promise  me  that  you  will  not 
kill  him." 

**  Fa  fen^  petite.  Such  people  die.  No 
one  troubles  to  kill  them.  They  are  the 
business  of  nature." 

The  manager  salaamed  to  C^cile  as  she 
passed  him. 

**  Monsieur  le  Colonel  wished  to  see 
me  ?  "  he  said  to  Colonel  Poparel. 

**  Sapristi!''  said  the  Colonel. 

**  Monsieur  le  Colonel?"  said  the 
manager. 

**  Saprelotte  I  "  said  the  Colonel. 

**  Monsieur  le  Colonel?"  said  the 
manager. 

**  Nom  (Tun  chien  f'  said  the  Colonel. 

**  I  have  the  honour  to  wait  for  mon- 
sieur," said  the  manager. 

•*  Listen  !  "  said  Colonel  Poparel.  **  I 
am  tattooed  from  head  to  foot — " 

**  Monsieur  !  " 

*  *  — with  the  wounds  I  have  received  in 
honourable  combat.  I  am  carved,  quar- 
tered, and  mapped  with  them.  I  have 
fought  north,  east,  south,  and  west ;  and 
you  may  read  the  geography  of  Europe 
upon  me  in  sword-cuts  !  " 

**  The  name  of  Monsieur  le  Colonel  is  as 
good  as  a  field-battery,  and  the  hotel 
derives  honour  from  his  presence,"  said 
the  manager. 

**  It  is  to  Palermo  that  I  have  had  to 
come,"  continued  Colonel  Poparel,  not 
heeding  these  encomiums,  **  to  receive 
my  first  inglorious  scar, — to  Palermo, 
which  I  first  entered  at  daybreak,  sword 
in  hand,  at  the  shoulder  of  the  illustrious 
Garibaldi." 

**The  liberator  of  his  country — and 
Monsieur  le  Colonel  was  at  his  shoulder," 
murmured  the  manager, 

**  You  observe  the  manner  in  which  my 
face  is  decorated  to-day,"  continued  Col- 
onel Poparel.  **  Last  night  I  conducted 
mademoiselle,  my  daughter,  to  the  bal 
masque.  On  our  return,  as  I  was  assisting 
her  from  the  carriage,  I  was  all  at  once 
the  victim  of  an  incredible  assault." 

**  Monsieur ! " 

^^  Attention!  From  the  window  of  an 
apartment  on  the  highest  Boor  of  this 
hotel  an  object  was  suddenly  hurled  at 
me. 

**  Ah,  monsieur,  what  a  history  !  " 

'M  was  stunned, /ar^/ny/  and  nearly 
felled  to  the  earth,  carbUu!  but  I  picked 
the  thing  up,  morbleu  /  and  what  was  it  ?  " 

*•  Monsieur ?" 


*'  A  guide-book,  compiled  in  English 
by  a  German.  Sapristi!  a  combined  attack 
by  England  and  Germany,  directed  from 
a  bedroom  window  in  the  dark  upon  a 
veteran  soldier  of  France  !    Crkdie  !  " 

^^  Mais,  Monsieur  le  Colonel,  some  little 
unblessed  accident " 

**  TaiseZ'VousI  There  was  also  a  laugh — 
a  laugh  in  U ;  a  laugh  charged  with  the 
malice  of  all  the  enemies  of  France  !  " 

**  Tiens  done !  He  laughed  in  Z7,  mon- 
sieur? It  is  grave  then,  the  laugh  in 
UV 

'' 'nte  bleu!  It  is  the  laugh  of  a 
scoundrel,  of  an  assassin  who  would 
slay  with  a  scurvy  German  guide-book 
from  bedroom  windows  in  the  dark ! 
Learn,  Monsieur  le  Directeur,  that  there 
are  only  two  honest  laughs — the  laugh  in 
A  and  the  laugh  in  O,  If  you  have  the 
habit  of  laughing  in  any  other  vowel,  I 
beg  that  you  will  not  laugh  in  my  hear- 
ing. For  myself,  I  laugh  in  (9,  which  is 
the  laugh  of  brave  men  and  soldiers  ;  but 
I  do  not  laugh  to-day.  Find  for  me  the 
villain  in  this  hotel  who  laughs  in  U^ 

**  Monsieur  le  Colonel  knows  nothing 
then  ?  " 

*  *  Pardieu,  yes  !    I  have  a  proof.    Voil^  !  " 

The  Colonel  whipped  from  his  pocket  a 
guide-book  in  a  familiar  red  cover. 

**  The  object  which — which  fell,  mon- 
sieur ?  " 

**  The  bomb  which  was  hurled,  mon- 
sieur ! " 

^^ Pardon!  And  monsieur  knows  not  to 
whom  it  belongs  ?  " 

**  There  is  a  name  inside.     Read  it !  " 

The  manager,  in  some  agitation,  turned 
to  the  fly-leaf  of  the  book,  whereon  was  in- 
scribed the  name  of  **  Edward  Rolleston." 

*<  Ed-e-ward  Rol-les-ton  !  "  said  Colonel 
Poparel,  rolling  the  syllables  with  a 
dreadful  emphasis.  **  Where  is  Ed-e-ward 
Rol-les-ton,  who  shoots  brave  men  in  the 
dark  with  his  villainous  German  guide- 
book ?  " 

**  Monsieur,  he  must  certainly  be  a 
guest  in  the  hotel.  E!i  bien,  I  shall  find 
him  and  demand  of  him  an  explanation. 
One  must  not  be  a  patriot  in  this  way  in 
the  H6tel  des  Roses.  Nony  non^  ^est 
vilain  !  Monsieur  le  Colonel  must  have 
his  reparation." 

**  Nothing  less  than  every  drop  of 
blood  in  his  body,"  said  the  Colonel. 

**  Ah,  Monsieur  le  Colonel  is  a  terrible 
man  !     I  tremble  for  this  Englishman." 

"  Produce  him  !  "  said  Colonel  Poparel. 

''  Monsieur,  I  shall  inquire  for  him  at 
once," 
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"  I  will  await  him  here.  If  there  is 
a  surgeon  in  the  hotel,  let  him  be  in 
readiness." 

"  Pray  heaven  there  is  no  Rolleston  !  " 
said  the  manager  to  himself  as  he  hurried 
from  the  Colonel.  "But  in  that  case  he 
is  capable  of  challenging  the  whole  hotel. 
I  should  do  well  to  send  for  the  police." 

As  the  manager  beat  an  anxious 
retreat  from  that  stormy  presence. 
Mademoiselle  C^ci!e  came  peeping  again 
amid  the  lemon  trees. 

Close  behind  her  she  heard  an  amorous 
whisper,  "  Dear  mademoiselle  !  " 

She  turned  to  behold  the  ardent  youth 
with  the  very  wide  blue  eyes. 

"Dear  mademoiselle — I  may  call  you 
Cicile?  A  thousand  thanks  !  The  errand 
that  I  mentioned — — " 

"  Monsieur  Geoffrey, "interrupted  C^cile 
in  an  alarmed  whisper,  "  he  is  here  !  It 
is,  oh,  so  dangerous  I  He  has  decided  to 
kill  somebody.     Fly  once  more  !  " 

"  But,  dear  mademoiselle,  am  I  the 
person  he  would  ■     ■  " 

"Ah,  he  does  not  stop  to  think.      He 
often  destroys  persons  by  mistake.  Fly  !  " 
"  But  tell  him  that—" 
"  Oh,  [  im-plore  you  !  " 
"Then   I   go,   dear   mademoiselle.      I 
may^ — ~" 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  oh,  yes  !  Adieu  !  " 
"  I  have  a  fear  at  my  heart  that  it  is 
he.  OA,  (W//"  murmured  C^cile,  as  she 
followed  with  furtive  eyes  the  young 
man's  unwilling  exit.  When  he  had  dis- 
appeared, she  turned  to  rejoin  her  father  ; 
but  at  that  moment  the  manager  came 
out  again  from  the  hotel,  and  hurried 
towards  Colonel  Poparel.  C^cile  shrank 
back,  and  ran  away— after  Geoffrey. 

"  Monsieur,"  said  the  manager  to 
Colonel  Poparel,  "  we  have  a  real  mystery 
on  hand.  There  has  been  no  gentleman 
of  the  name  of  Rolleston  in  the  hotel." 

"  Ma  fei,  no!  There  has  been  no 
'gentleman'  of  that  name.  But  there 
has  been  a  scoundrel  of  the  name  whom 
I  desire  to  maim  for  life." 

"  Monsieur  le  Colonel,  there  is  no  such 
person  in  the  hotel  !  " 

"What!  You  tell  me  that  to  my 
face,  when  I  have  here  the  rascally  bundle 
of  German  lies  with  which  he  tried  to 
assassinate  me  in  the  dark  !  Voyts-vom, 
Monsieur  le  Directeur,  I  am  a  man  to 
whom  it  is  not  prudent  to  recount  fables." 
Th4  manager,  n earing  desperation, 
wrung  his  hands  with  pitit.I  gestures. 

"  Monsieur  le  Colonel,  I  have  searched 
the  visitors'  book,  I  have  examined  every 


waiter  and  chambermaid  in  the  hotel. 
There  has  never  been  a  person  of  the 
name  of  Rolleston  in  the  Hdtel  des 
Roses." 

"  I  am  to  be  baulked  then,  heini  I  am 
to  stand  as  a  target  for  some  beggarly  free- 
shooter  in    the  attic  of  your  sacri  hotel, 


and  am  not  to  make  a  d—-d  dead  circular 
ticket  Saxon  of  him  in  return,  heini 
Vanish,  animal,  before  I  blow  you  in 
pieces  !  Prepare  my  bill  !  I  have  done 
with  your  HOtel  des  Roses.  The  soil  of 
Palermo  is  no  longer  fit  for  the  feet  of 
a  volunteer  of  Garibaldi  !  " 

And  in  the  moment  of  alluding  to  his 
feet,  Colonel  Poparel  raised  one  of  them 
withso  terrific  a  menace,  that  the  manager, 
with  a  bleached  face,  turned  about  and 
pelted  towards  the  hotel. 
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**A  very  good  morning  to  you, 
Colonel,"  cried  a  cheery  voice  in  English  ; 
and  a  stalwart,  sun-browned  young  man 
came  forward. 

**  Ah ! "  said  Colonel  Poparel,  his 
features  relaxing  considerably,  '*  here  is 
one  who  does  not  laugh  in  U !  Good- 
morning,  my  friend.  Why,  I  have  not 
seen  you  for  two  days.  You  have  been 
away  from  the  hotel  ?  " 

**  No,  but  I  have  been  out  all  day  for 
two  days.  I  was  out  at  seven  this 
morning,  exploring  and  making  some 
famous  notes." 

**Yes,  yes;  for  the  great  romance  of 
Garibaldi.  Tenez,  you  have  not  found 
the  saddle  yet, — the  saddle  riddled  with 
bullets  which  served  that  lion*s  head  for  a 
pillow  ?  " 

The  new  comer  was  a  young  English- 
man who  was  collecting  materials  for  a 
novel  on  the  Sicilian  Revolution  of 
Garibaldi.  In  the  H6tel  Bristol  at 
Naples  he  had  met  Colonel  Poparel,  who 
had  waxed  enthusiastic  ov«r  his  mission  ; 
and  while  the  Colonel  had  fought  the 
whole  campaign  over  again  for  the  benefit 
of  the  novelist,  the  novelist's  friend  who 
was  travelling  with  him  had  made  surrep- 
titious love  to  the  ColoneFs  daughter. 
Colonel  Poparel  was  a  rapacious  collector 
of  Garibaldian  relics,  of  which  he  said  his 
house  in  Paris  was  un  vrai  petit  musee. 
He  was  now  hunting  for  the  old  saddle 
which  the  Liberator  had  carried  with  him 
through  the  campaign,  and  which  the 
Colonel  had  been  told  was  in  the 
possession  of  a  former  "Red  Shirt"  in 
Palermo. 

**No,"  said  the  novelist;  "the  saddle 
is  not  yet  forthcoming  ;  but  I  believe  I'm 
on  the  track  of  it,  and  my  friend  was  to 
make  a  special  hunt  for  it  to-day.  But, 
Colonel,  what  has  happened  ?  You've 
met  with  an  accident  ?  And  you  look 
quite  upset,  I  declare  ! " 

**  Ah,  my  friend,  an  atrocity  !  An  out- 
rage the  most  unheard  of !     Figurez-vous 

that,  last    night "  and   in  a   moment 

Colonel  Poparel  had  plunged  again  into 
that  lurid  history. 

**  Extraordinary  indeed  !  "  said  the 
novelist,  when  he  had  heard  it  to  the  final 
word,  including  Colonel  Poparel's  obser- 
vations or\  laughter. 

**  And  you  refuse  to  believe  that  it  was 
an  accident.  Colonel  ?  " 

^^  Mon  chc'r  ami^  I    have  expounded  to 

you   my   philosophy    of    laughter.      The 

/aug-h  in   17,  everywhere  and  at  all  times, 

precludes  the  possibility  of  accident ;  and 


it  is  because  he  laughed  in  6^  that  I  shall 
be  satisfied  with  nothing  less  than  every 
drop  of  blood  in  the  body  of  Ed-e-ward 
Rol-les-ton." 

At  that  name  the  novelist  bounded  as 
though  Colonel  Poparel  had  bestowed  on 
him  the  kick  with  which  he  had  menaced 
the  manager. 

"Whose  blood.  Colonel?  Whose 
blood  did  you  say  ?  " 

"  The  blood  of  Ed-e-ward  Rol-les-ton," 
said  Colonel  Poparel  slowly. 

"  Incredible  !  "  exclaimed  the  novel- 
ist. 

"  You  know  him,  Aein  f  You  can  bring 
me  face  to  face  ?  "  cried  the  Colonel  with 
a  fierce  delight.  "  TeneZyCherjeunehommey 
you  shall  be  my  second !  You  shall 
witness  the  encounter  of  the  age.  Yes, 
with  your  own  eyes  you  shall  behold 
wounds  to  cherish  and  to  dream  of.  I 
shall  inflict  them,  and  Ed-e-ward  Rol-les- 
ton  will  receive  them.  Ah,  I  knew  well 
that  you  would  befriend  me  !  " 

"  Colonel  Poparel,  it  is  to  Edward 
Rolleston  that  you  are  speaking  !  " 

''  Mor-dieul'' 

This,  in  a  choking  tone,  on  the  part  of 
Colonel  Poparel,  after  one  of  those  pauses 
which  contain  all  the  mysterious  terrors  of 
the  universe. 

"  You ! — You  tell  me  that  you  are 
Ed-e-ward  Rol-les-ton  !    You  !  " 

"That  is  indeed  my  name.  Colonel." 

"  Then,"  very  frigidly,  "  it  appears  that 
monsieur  has  a  variety  of  names  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all.  The  nom  de  plume  which  I 
gave  you  is  the  name  that  I  am  generally 
known  by.  I  am,  however,  Edward 
Rolleston." 

^^  Bon  /  Jt  is  enough  for  me,"  said 
Colonel  Poparel  as  icily  as  before. 
"  Monsieur  slept 4n  the  hotel  last  night?" 

"Yes." 

"And  monsieur  was  in  his  room  at 
half-past  ten  o'clock  ?  " 

"Yes." 

"  And  this  is  also  the  guide-book  of 
monsieur  ?" 

"Certainly!" 

^^ Aliens  done/  Cestfini.  We  are  agreed !" 

"As  to  what.  Colonel?" 

"  Corbleu^  Monsieur  Ed-e-ward  Rol-les- 
ton  !  When  one  has  the  fancy  to  go 
shooting  in  the  dark  with  one's  guide- 
book  " 

"  Upon  that  point  I  must  undeceive  you, 
Colonel.  This  book  was  not  in  my  hands 
at  all  last  night." 

Colonel  Poparel  shrugged  his  shoulders* 
Then,  as  the  coveted  encounter,  so  near 
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but  a  moment  since,  seemed  now  more 
than  ever  remote,  his  wrath  blazed  anew, 
and  he  dashed  into  another  pretext  of 
quarrel. 

"  And  you  would  write  of  Garibaldi — 
you  I  But  no  ;  I  say  you  shall  not !  I 
say  it,  Mt>i  qui  park.  It  is  a  task  too 
great  for  you.  Vour  countrymen  did  not 
know  how  to  appreciate  him.  In  London, 
half-a-crown  was  stolen  from  him.     Yes, 


Rolleston  felt  that  the  situation  was 
within  touch  of  its  climax. 

"  Sister  Anne,  Sister  Anne,  do  you  see 
no  one  coming?"  he  murmured  beneath 
his  breath. 

A  singular  procession  of  two  came  in 
sight.  Geoffrey  headed  it,  his  upper 
person  concealed  under  an  enormous 
Sicilian  saddle.  At  a  little  distance  C^cile 
followed   demurely,  and  seemed  to  con- 


he  told  me  so.  Come,  we  shall  quarrel 
about  that !  I  shall  say  that  you  are  in- 
capable of  doing  justice  to  that  great  man. 
Vou  shall  contradict  me.  But  I  allow  no 
one  to  contradict  me,  and— PU/Vii— our 
affair  is  arranged  again  !  " 

"Colonel,"  replied  Rolleston,  with 
grave  good  humour,  "  1  am  well  aware 
of  my  deficiencies  where  your  hero  Gari- 
baldi is  concerned." 

"  Morbku,  I  am  fallen  on  feeble  times ! " 
said  Colonel  Poparel  despairingly. 


template  with  a  mild  curiosity  the  phen- 
omenon in  front  of  her. 

"One  moment.  Colonel!"  said 
Rolleston.  "  I  think  that  my  explanation 
may  be  at  hand." 

He  darted  towards  the  saddlft. 

•'  Is  that  you,  Geoff?" 

"  Yes." 

"  Look  here,  you  duffer  ;  did  you  take 
Baedeker  out  of  my  room  last  night  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  I  wanted  to  read  up  Garibaldi," 

"  Pid  you  chuck  it  at  anybody  ?  " 
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**  No  ;  but  I  let  it  fall  out  of  window. 
I  fancy  it  dropped  on  some  one.  There 
was  an  awfully  beautiful  girl — looked  like 
C6cile — she  lets  me  call  her  C^cile  now — 
getting  out  of  a  carriage  in  a  yellow  silk 
domino — and " 

*'  Oh  !  Wa,  there  !  Well,  look  here, 
in  five  minutes  more  I  might  have  been  a 
dead  man  for  it.  What  have  you  got  on 
your  moonstruck  head  ?  " 

**The  saddle  of  Garibaldi! — genuine, 
Ed!" 

**  Well,  it  may  just  save  you.  At  a 
critical  moment  you  will  say,  *  Colonel, 
allow  me  to  present  you  with  the  saddle, 
riddled  with  bullets,  which  served  that 
lion's  head  for  a  pillow.*     Follow  me." 

"Colonel,"  said  Rolleston,  **  my  ex- 
planation and  my  apology  are  before  you. 
My  friend,  Mr.  Graham,  is  in  love  with 
your  daughter.  In  his  emotion  at  seeing 
her  in  a  yellow  silk  domino  last  night,  he 
let  my  Baedeker  fall  on  you.  He  is  ready 
to  offer  you  satisfaction." 

**  Eh?  "said  Geoffrey,  ridding  himself 
of  the  saddle. 

**Oh!"  exclaimed  C^cile,  in  fresh 
alarm. 

''Bon!''  said  the  Colonel.  *M  am 
charmed  with  your  friend.  The  choice 
of  weapons,"  he  continued  cheerfully, 
**  belongs  to  me;  but  your  friend  is 
young, and  I  waive  that  right.  Monsieur," 
to  Graham,  **  I  have  pistols  and  swords 
up  stairs.  I  can  recommend  either,  for  I 
have  proved  them  both." 

**  Oh,  papa,  papa  !  "  pleaded  Cdcile. 

**  My  angel,  do  you  wish  to  return  to 
the  academy  of  Madame  Bonnechose  ?  " 

**Oh  no,  papa  !" 

**  Then  be  silent,  my  angel  !  " 

"  Colonel  Poparel,"  stammered  Geoffrey 
hurriedly,  **  allow  me  to  offer  you  the — 
the  pillow,  riddled  with  saddles,  which — 


which    served     that    lion's    head    for    a 
bullet !  " 

**  Idiot!"  said  Rolleston. 

**-£■«  4^/,"  remarked  Colonel  Poparel, 
**your  friend  has  an  original  taste  in 
bullets.  Last  night  it  was  the  guide- 
book ;  to-day  it  is  the  saddle  of  Gari- 
baldi." 

**  Colonel  Poparel,"  said  Rolleston, 
**  my  friend  is  a  nervous  young  man  with 
the  best  heart  in  the  world,  an  income  of 
;^3,ooo  a  year,  and  a  burning  desire  to 
marry  your  daughter." 

*  *  Nom  {Tun  petit  hotihomme ! "  said 
Colonel  Poparel.  Then,  reflecting  a 
moment,  he  added,  **  But  your  friend 
laughs  in  U,  It  is  impossible  for  me  to 
receive  a  son-in-law  who  laughs  in  6^." 

Geoffrey,  unable  to  control  himself, 
melted  into  laughter. 

**  Tiefisf'  exclaimed  Colonel  Poparel. 
**  He  laughs  in  A  to  day." 

**  Colonel  Poparel,"  said  Rolleston, 
**in  congenial  company,  he  is  the  best 
laugher  in  Europe.  Also,  as  you  per- 
ceive, he  has  been  so  fortunate  as  to  dis- 
cover the  saddle — " 

**  Riddled  with  bullets,"  put  in  Geoffrey. 

**—  which  served  that  lion's  head  for  a 
pillow,"  added  Colonel  Poparel.  **  Then, 
for  the  sake  of  my  museum,  I  accept 
him.  But  he  must  always  laugh  in  A  or 
in  Of  My  angel,"  to  C^cile,  **  embrace 
your  husband  !  " 

**  I  have  nev^er  dared  to  disobey  you, 
papa,"  said  Cdcile. 

At  about  this  time  a  certain  contadino^ 
who  had  a  farm  on  the  outskirts  of 
Palermo,  was  observed  by  his  friends  to 
be  sporting  a  splendid  new  saddle  on  his 
mule. 

**  Ma,  che  diavolo,  dov'  h  fantica  ?  "  (But 
what  the  devil  have  you  done  with  the 
old  one  ?)  they  asked. 
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A  DAY  IN  THE  NEW  **  CASTLE    GARDEN." 

By  F.    BALGARNIE. 


ELLIS  Island,  the  modern  Castle 
Garden  of  New  York,  is  un- 
doubtedly during  the  height  of  the  emigra- 
tion season  the  most  cosmopolitan  centre 
in  the  wide  world.  There,  on  any  day  of 
the  week,  men,  women,  and  children  from 
every  country  in  the  Eastern  Hemisphere, 
clad  in  every  variety  of  garb — Teuton, 
Slav,  Celt,  Saxon,  Hindoo,  Arab,  Turk, 
Greek,  and  Scandinavian — are  gathered  in 
crowds,  chattering  loudly  in  myriad 
tongues,  gesticulating  where  speech  is 
incomprehensible,  and  endeavouring  by 
many  a  device  to  naturalise  themselves 
as  speedily  as  may  be  to  their  novel  sur- 
roundings. 

America  !  that  hospitable  land  which  is 
the  bourn  of  their  most  ardent  hopes  and 
aspirations,  in  which  they  mean  to  make 
a  free  prosperous  home,  is  still  to  some  of 
then)  as  far  distant  a  reality  as  it  was 
when  they  sauntered  down  the  green 
slopes  of  Mount  Hermon  with  tear- 
dimmed  eyes,  or  said  a  sad  farewell  to  the 
old  moss-grown  homestead  in  a  Brittany 
apple  orchard,  or  carried  off  a  pot  of 
shamrock  from  Queenstown  Harbour.  It 
is  true  that  but  a  narrow  river  strip  now 
separates  the  emigrants  from  the  main- 
land, but  it  may  prove  to  them  an  im- 
passable gulf,  should  the  United  States 
Government  so  determine.  This  dread 
uncertainty  notwithstanding,  care  seems 
to  sit  lightly  upon  them,  for  the  majority 
are  in  blissful  ignorance  of  the  new  regu- 
lations which  deny  admittance  to  the 
absolutely  destitute  and  infirm,  as  well  as 
to  the  criminal. 

Stringent  as  is  the  law,  the  executive 
department  under  Colonel  Weber,  Inspec- 
tor-in-Chief,  could  not  possibly  be  con- 
ducted in  more  humane  and  considerate 
fashion,  and  the  whole  staff  of  officers  and 
matrons  seem  endowed  with  sensibilities 
as  tender  as  their  power  of  discernment  is 
acute. 

It    is    a    matter    of  almost  every-day 


occurrence  for  three  or  even  four  thousand 
persons  to  pass  through  the  hands  of  the 
emigration  authorities,  and  it  is  this  ever 
increasing  influx  which  caused  the  trans- 
ference of  head  quarters  from  Castle 
Garden  to  the  Barge  Office,  and  within 
the  last  few  months  to  Ellis  Island  in  the 
North  River,  which  is  set  apart  purely  for 
emigration  purposes.  Here  a  large 
oblong  building  has  been  specially  erected, 
and  with  a  square  turret  flanking  each  of 
its  four  corners,  it  is  quite  a  conspicuous 
object  on  entering  New  York  Harbour. 
Within  is  a  large  reception  room  where 
the  emigrants  wait  their  turn  for  passing 
through  the  turnstile  and  responding  to 
the  various  interrogations  as  to  nation- 
ality, age,  trade,  finance,  and  destination 
which  are  invariably  addressed  to  them. 
Any  one  too  ill  to  proceed  on  his  journey 
or  suffering  from  an  infectious  disorder  is 
detained  in  the  well-appointed  hospital, 
and  if  necessary  is  ultimately  transferred 
to  the  city  hospital — this  branch  of  the 
service  alone  costing  the  United  States 
Government  $100,000  per  annum. 

Every    assistance    is    also    rendered   to 
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those  in  perplexity,  for  although  a  very 
large  majority  have  booked  themselves 
through  to  the  State  where  they  have 
friends  or  employment  in  readiness  for 
ihem,  there  is  a  minority  which  imagines 
that  New  York  is  Eldorado,  and  that  once 
set  foot  in  the  New  World  all  anxieties  are 
at  an  end.  It  is  such  as  these  who  are  alike 
th3  despair  of  the  statesman  and  of  the 
philanthropist ;  these  shiftless  beings  who, 
with  scarce  a  dollar  to  call  their  own, 
cherish  wild  ideas  of  fortunes  to  be  won,  or 
farms  to  be  bestowed  for  the  mere  asking. 
While  fair  lands  are  waiting  for  the 
plough  and  dry  deserts  for  the  irrigator 
who  shall  make  them  **  blossom  as  the 
rose,"  hundreds  and  thousands  of  miles  of 
distance  prove  the  insuperable  barrier 
which  keeps  the  penniless  emigrant  in  New 
York  and  adds  to  the  miserable  swarm  of 
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persons  of  all  nationalities  which  has 
made  the  Bowery  a  perfect  byword— by 
reason  of  its  terrible  over-population, 
crowded  into  tenements,  under  conditions 
worse  than  any  in  London,  only  second 
in  horror  to  the  notorious  Neapolitan 
chambers,  or  the  honeycombed  district  of 
San  Francisco  known  as  Chii 
When  a  Transatlantic  Lir 


bar,  the  first  class  and  intermediate  pas- 
sengers are  at  once  landed,  while  the  steer- 
age contingent  are  detained  and  are  trans- 
ferred to  tenders,  which  carry  them  with 
bag  and  baggage  to  the  Island  where 
the  business  formularies  must  be  trans- 
acted. The  friends  of  the  emigrants  are 
in  waiting.  They  have  been  here  since 
dawn  of  day,  and  may,  perhaps,  have  to 
wait  until  after  sunset  before  the  last 
passenger  has  been  landed.  There  is  a 
sense  of  eager  expectancy  in  the  air ;  but 
the  greatest  order  prevails,  and  it  Is  diffi- 
cult to  realise  that  these  well-dressed  men 
and  fashionable-looking  girls  were  them- 
selves less  than  twelve  months  ago  new 
comers  to  a  strange  land.  Now  to  all 
intents  and  purposes  they  are  Americans  ; 
hosts  come  to  welcome  the  guests,  whose 
advent  they  have  hastened  by  sending 
their  savings,  wherewith  to  purchase  the 
ticket  which  shall  extricate  father,  mother, 
sister,  or  sweetheart  from  the  miseries  of 
rack-rented  Irish  bog,  or  over-taxed  Italian 
f/Z/H.  At  length  the  long  hours  of  sus- 
pense  nre  at  an  end,  and  the  smart  youtig 


servant  girl  has  her  arms  clasped  tight 
round  the  neck  of  a  venerable  son  of  Erin, 
who  starts  back  with  a  half-sheepish  look 
as  his  gaze  wanders  from  his  own  tattered 
coat  to  the  attire  of  his  lady  daughter. 
The  small  brother  seems  even  more 
abashed— not  even  a  big  bag  of  "  candy  " 
reconciles  him  to  his  once  bare-footed,  red- 
petticoated  sister  who  has  become  such  a 
superior-looking  person  in  one  short  year. 
But  father,  mother,  baby  sister,  and  little 
brother  are  soon  all  at  their  ease,  for  out 
of  the  depths  of  a  mysterious  looking 
basket,  coats,  shawls,  and  hats  have  been 
produced  of  latest  New  York  fashion,  and 
each  member  of  the  family  now  feels  on 
equal  terms  with  the  elegant  daughter 
who  had  at  first  seemed  so  overwhelming 
in  her  unwonted  magnificence. 

While  this  transformation  of  tatterdom 
has  been  proceeding  in  one  part  of  the 
hall,  a  very  different  scene  has  been  enacted 
only  a  few  yards  away.  Again  it  is  a 
young  girl  who  has  acted  as  pioneer  for  the 
old  folks  at  home,  but  this  time  life's 
drama  was  a  tragedy,  for  she  is  told  that 
the  face  she  had  so  long  ached  to  see  is 
cold  in  death,  and  the  dear  form  of  the 
mother  has  found  a  watery  grave  in  mid- 
ocean. 

In  the  hospital  too  a  mother  is  weeping 
over  the  little  child  who  lies  dying  in  her 
arms,  and  in  the  mortuary  the  body  of  a 
nameless  man  is  stretched,  whom  the 
Steamship  Company  have  persisted  in 
landing,  and  who  will  again  be  returned 
to  the  ship,  with  the  intimation  that  the 
emigration  authorities  do  not  undertake 
the  landing  of  corpses.  And  so  this  poor 
emaciated  remnant  of  humanity  is  battle- 
dored  from  steamer  to  landing-stage  and 
back  again,  to  find  an  unknown  grave 
outside  the  harbour  bar. 

Nor  is  it  fair  to  be  severe  upon  the 
United  States  Government  for  this  sorry 
state  of  things,  for  too  many  of  the  steam- 
ship companies  employ  more  or  less  un- 
scrupulous agents,  especially  on  the 
borderlands  of  the  Mediterranean  Sea, 
and  many  an  ignorant  peasant  is  tempted 
with  specious  promises  to  abandon  his 
little  all,  and  to  embark  in  a  vain  pursuit 
after  health  and  happiness. 

A  separate  room  is  provided  for  the 
girls  and  single  women  who  have  come 
off  alone  to  seek  their  fortunes  in  the  new 
world.  This  department  is  almost  invari- 
ably crowded,  for  so  great  is  the  demand 
for  servants,  or  as  they  are  more  usually 
called  "hired  girls"  or  "hired  ladies," 
that  young  Scandinavian,  German,  Swiss, 
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and  Irish  peasants  are  tempted  to  make 
the  first  start  which  shall  eventually  lead 
to  the  emigration  of  the  entire  family.  As 
a  rule,  employers  or  reliable  friends  come 
to  clatin  the  new  comers,  but  failing  this, 
provision  is  made  that  no  girl  need  of  her 
free  choice  go  into  New  York  as  a  home- 
less wanderer. 

Colonel  Weber  is  a  man  of  the  world, 
and  his  quick  eye  discriminates  between 
the  true  and  the  false  persons  who  come 
to  befriend  his  charges.  Occasionally  a 
girl  emigrates  on  promise  of  marriage, 
and  whenever  the  slightest  suspicion  arises 
as  to  the  genuineness  of  these  matrimonial 
prospects,  a  detaining  hand  is  in  all  kind- 
ness laid  upon  her,  and  in  fatherly  fashion 
the  Colonel  interviews  both  bride  and 
bridegroom,  and  if  he  believes  that  the 
man  means  to  play  the  girl  fal^e,  he  acts 
the  part  of  officiating  priest,  and  sending 
for  the  Registrar  and  a  special  licence  has 
the  knot  tied  then  and  there  in   his  pres- 


fact,  that  foolish  girls  now  and  thei 
grate  with  the  view  of 
wedding  men  they  have 
never  seen,  and  cases  of 
personating  the  true 
bridegroom  every  now 
and  then  occur. 

The  action  of  Colonel 
Weber,  far  from  being 
tyrannical  as  would  seem 
at  first  sight,  is  realised, 
by  those  who  know  the 
inner  history  of  the  de- 
partment, to  be  in  every 
sense  beneficent,  and 
many  are  in  this  manner 
saved  from  the  harpies 
who  ever  lie  in  wait  to 
pounce  upon  guileless 
victims.  Another  inter- 
posing providence  is  in 
readiness  in  the  person  of 
the  agent  of  a  Ladies' Benevolent  Society. 
She  invites  to  a  home  any  girl  who  is  in 
trouble,  and  who  has,  as  is  not  infre- 
quently the  case,  been  shipped  ofT  by 
the  cajolery  of  some  betrayer  desirous  of 
avoiding  expense  and  disgrace. 

Of  all  nationalities,  the  Jews  to  their 
honour  are  the  most  solicitous  over  the 
interests  of  their  co-religionists,  and  what- 
ever the  ultimate  lapse  into  poverty  may 


These  special  agents  together  with  one 
or  two  missionaries  are  the  few  persons 


privileged  with  a  footing  on  Ellis  Island, 
in  addition  to  the  ample  staff  of  New 
Castle  Garden  officials  provided  by  the 
United  States  Government.  Many  of 
these  are  men  and  women  of  no  small 
linguistic  acquirements  ;  one  of  the  oldest 
men  on  the  staff  speaks  seven  languages, 
and  passes  with  perf^t  ease  along  the 
gamut  of  tongues  from  Hindustani  to 
Hibernian  English,  and  modern  Greek  to 
German  patois. 

All  day  long  the  many  turnstiles  are 
kept  in  constant  revolution,  and  the  crowds 
of  emigrants,  as  they  disembark  upon 
Ellis  Island,  march  off  in  files  to  the 
intervening  clerks  who  stand  in  position 
to  receive  them.  "  Click,  click,"  goes  the 
turnstile,  and  a  swarthy  turbaned  Arab, 
direct  from  Mount  Hermon,  his  brown 
arms  gaily  tattooed,  passes  his  examina- 
tion as  to  occupation,  possessions,  and  so 
forth,  and  then  makes  way  for  a  fair- 
haired  broad-shouldered  Teulon,  who 
gives  in  his  name  as  George  T.  Bokholt, 
aged  twenty,  and  declares  in  response  to 
interrogations  that  he  has  twenty  dollars 
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in  his  pocket  of  "  reines  Geld."  His 
blonde  little  sister  Frynge  accompanies 
lilm,  neatly  dressed  in  Sunday  black  frock, 
while  behind  them  comes  a  bright-looking 
Alsatian  maiden,  Adele  Blaess,  with  her 
all  tied  up  in  a  red  cotton  handkerchief 
and  a  few  dollars  in  her  purse  which  she 
proudly  displays,  together  with  a  railway 
ticket  which  will  take  her  to  her  aunt  on 
the  Pacific  coast  somewhere  near  San 
Francisco. 

These  are  passed,  and  "click  "  goes  a 
neighbouring  turnstile,  where  a  quick- 
witted   official    gets    his    Hindustani   in 
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readiness,  as  a  little  white-turbaned 
visitor  comes  in  sight,  and  at  his  heels  a 
lonely  Afghan  who  baffles  every  one  by 
his  speech,  and  who  would  be  utterly 
forlorn  were  it  not  that  a  kindly  Syrian 
family  have  taken  him  under  their  wing. 
The  spokesman  for  the  Syrian  party  is 
bright  black-eyed  Sultana  Meinnia,  who, 
dressed  in  French  fashions  purchased  en 
route  at  Marseilles,  and  possessed  of  a 
marvellous  facility  in  speaking  both 
English  and  Spanish,  seems  commander- 
in-chief  of  the  motley  caravan  of  her 
fellow  country  people,  the  majority  of 
whom  are  still  in  the  rainbow-hued  garbs 
of  their  sunny  land. 

Hungarian  peasants  in  homespun,  the 
men  in  rough  jackets  and  top  boots,  the 
women  with  short  petticoats  and  ker- 
chiefed head-gear,  are  next  in  line,  behind 
them  an  Austrian  mother,  her  child  on 
one  arm,  an  unwieldy  bundle  in  the  other 
which  she  clutches  with  difficulty,  un- 
aided by  any  one,  least  of  all  by  the 
Roumanian  peasant  who  stares  placidly  at 
her,  and  draws  his  sheepskin  more  tightly 
around  him  as  he  tries  to  push  before  her. 
Meanwhile  Italians  and  Poles  are  filing  in 
at  a  third  turnstile,  while  another  con- 
tingent of  Arabs  engross  the  entire 
attention  of  two  officials.  Amongst 
these  is  a  little  twelve-year-old  bride, 
Zehenig  by  name,  who,  coming  straight 
from  the  mountains  of  Lebanon,  has 
nevertheless  picked  up  a  lace  hat, 
feathers,  and  flounces  somewhere  on  the 
voyage.  Indeed,  most  of  the  Orientals 
stop  at  Marseilles  and  there,  for  a  few 
francs,  lay  in  a  stock  of  manufactured 
curios  and  relics,  which  they  dispose  of  to 
credulous  Westerners  as  genuine  native 
articles. 

The  bride's  elder  sister  follows  up  in 
the  rear — picturesque  in  her  lace  mantilla 
coquettishly  thrown  over  her  massive 
coils  of  hair,  beneath  which  gleam  a  pair 
of  the  boldest  of  black  eyes,  while  the 
brilliant  red  shawl  over  her  shoulders  and 
startlingly  blue  dress  make  her  an  object 
of  universal  attraction. 

Behind  them  again,  a  group  of  tired- 
looking  Arab  mothers  are  wearily  stand- 
ing, with  heavy  bundles  of  bedding  poised 
on  their  head,  tin  pots  and  pans  jingling 
on  their  arms,  and  cross  hungry  children 
clinging  to  their  skirts.  Their  gay  parti- 
coloured bodices  are  open,  revealing  their 
skinny  necks ;  and  long  gold  earrings  are 
rivals  in  colour  of  the  wizened  cheeks  of 
women  who  are  mothers  at  fourteen,  and 
old    women    at    twenty-four.       Panting, 


heated,  and  worn  as  these  poor  women 
are,  their  lords  and  masters  follow  them 
with  the  coolest  unconcern,  pipe  in 
mouth,  hands  in  pockets,  utterly  oblivious 
of  the  fact  that  they  are  now  treading  on 
American  soil,  where  man  has  the  special 
privilege  of  being  burden-bearer  for  the 
race. 

Meantime  all  those  under  temporary 
detention  have  assembled  in  an  ante-room, 
where  they  squat  on  the  floor,  lounge  or 
sit  around,  some  fast  asleep,  others  sing- 
ing to  a  guitar,  upon  which  a  gay 
Lothario  of  a  Portuguese  is  strumming 
old  love  songs.  Behind  this  lively  group 
a  little  barefooted  Mohammedan  maiden, 
her  toes  tucked  up  under  her  quaintly 
figured  petticoat,  is  weeping  bitterly  and 
drying  her  eyes  at  intervals  with  her  lace 
mantilla.  She  has  been  deceived  by  some 
Beyrout  ticket  agent,  and  now  finds  to 
her  dismay  that  the  ticket  she  holds  in  her 
hand,  instead  of  taking  her  to  Chicago, 
must  be  given  up  at  New  York.  With 
but  four  dollars  in  her  pocket  and  never  a 
friend  within  a  thousand  miles,  she  is  in 
the  very  depths  of  despair,  and  it  is  hard 
to  make  her  realise  that  the  authorities 
are  in  telegraphic  communication  with  her 
friends  to  whom  she  will  be  sent,  provided 
they  are  found  willing  to  receive  her. 
But  Colonel  Weber's  sole  attention  at  this 
moment  is  concentrated  upon  a  well-to-do 
looking  German  couple,  who  stand  with 
scowling  faces  while  he  investigates  their 
case.  The  middle-aged  '*  Frau  "  is  the 
chief  off'endcr :  she  is  a  bigamist  with 
a  decidedly  romantic  vein  in  her  com- 
position. 

Fifteen  years  before  she  had  married 
her  first  love,  and  five  years  later  he  was 
sentenced  to  penal  servitude  for  participa- 
tion in  outrages  and  consequent  murder. 

When  prison  bars  separated  her  from 
her  husband,  believing  that  woman  should 
not  live  alone,  she  hied  her  to  the  New 
World,  and  there  took  unto  herself  a 
simple-minded  fellow,  who,  making  no 
inquiries,  was  content  to  bask  in  the 
sunshine  of  a  capable  **  Hausfrau  "  who 
could  cook  good  dinners  and  add  to  his 
savings.  But  the  soul  of  a  professional 
cook  may  have  its  sentimental  side,  and 
in  the  intervals  of  dishing  up  the  courses, 
her  mind  wandered  back  to  the  cottage  in 
the  Fatherland,  and  when  a  **Zeitung" 
intimated  that  the  term  of  ten  years  was 
at  an  end,  she  said  farewell  to  her  pots 
and  pans  and  announced  to  her  second 
husband  that  she  was  seized  with  an 
unutterable  longing  to  revisit  the  Father- 
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land.  So  her  trunks  were  packed,  her 
husband  embraced  her  in  affectionate 
ignorance  of  her  design,  and  not  until 
weeks  after  did  he  miss  his  naturalisation 
papers.  Still  no  suspicions  were  aroused 
in  his  simple  breast,  and  it  was  not  until 
to-day  that  the  horrid  truth  dawned  upon 
him.  In  response  to  a  special  messenger 
from  the  Emigration  Office,  in  he  now 
rushed,  and  found  himself  face  to  face 
with  his  faithless  wife  and  her  old  love, 
whom  she  was  introducing  lo  America, 
by  means  of  the  stolen  papers,  as  a  duly 
naturalised  and  respectable  citizen.  White 
with  rage,  the  much  injured  man  stood 
speechless,  while  the  woman  at  bay 
declared  with  cool  effrontery  that  she  had 
been  legally  divorced  ten  years  before, 
and  now  merely  desired  that  her  old  love 
should  live  as  a  friend  of  tha  family  and 
helper  in  the  business.  The  second 
husband,  needless  to  say,  did  not  see  the 
■natter  in  this  light,  and  the  ex-convict 
(under  the  new  law)  was  returned  to  his 
ship  with  the  intimation  that  there  was 
no  room  for  men  of  his  sort  in  America. 

Not  infrequently  there  are  as  many  as 
forty  cases  which  call  for  special  investi- 
gation on  any  given  day,  out  of  a 
disembarkation  of  three  to  four  thousand 
souls  ;  of  these,  for  example,  out  of  a  group 
uf  Italians,  hve  are  proved  (o  be  convicts, 
seven  utterly  penniless  and  physically 
incapable  of  work,  who  would  at  once 
come  upon  the  public  charge ;  these 
twelve  are  therefore  prohibited  from 
landing  upon  American  soil,  and  if  they 
succeed  in  so  doing  it  will  be  by  sheer 
strategy.  The  remaining  twenty-eight 
having  given  bonds  for  good  behaviour 
pass  through  the  turnstile. 

In  an  inner  apartment  a  Dutch  family 
of  fourteen  persons  is  congregated, 
grandparents,  father,  mother,  aunts, 
uncles,  and  children,  clean,  well  dressed, 
and  well  provisioned  with  money,  but 
each  and  every  one  posses.sed  of  an 
identical  physical  infirmity  which  mani- 
fests itself  in  bent  back,  or  lame  arms 
or  legs  ;  after  medical  inspection  they 
pass  muster,  and  are  transferred  to  the 
tender  which  plies  between  the  office  and 
the  mainland. 

The  bleating  of  babes  is  heard  above 
all  other  sounds.  Mothers  are  hushing 
tired  little  ones  to  rest,  and  in  a  corner 
stretched  upon  the  floor  is  quite  a  kinder- 
garten of  little  flaxen-haired  darlings, 
who  have  fallen  asleep  over  their  buns 
and  milk. 

The  restaurant  arrangements  are  excel- 
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lent,  and  good  plain  food  at  moderate 
prices  is  to  be  had  in  abundance  ;  German 
sausage  and  Irish  stew  being  ihe  tourde 
force,  but  the  Northern  sighs  in  vain  for 
his  whiskey,  the  child  of  the  sunny  south 
for  his  purple  wine,  and  the  Englishman 
for  his  beer,  as  all  drinks  of  an  alcoholic 
kind  are  excluded  from  this  Prohibition 
Island. 

Colonel  Weber,  who  has  been  for  so 
many  years  Chief  of  the  Emigration 
Department,  has  many  stories  to  tell  of 
his  especial  proteges.  On  one  occasion 
an  eight-year-old  Englishman  arrived, 
labelled  from  "  Liverpool  to  Philadelphia, 
care  of  the  Captain."  He  had  enjoyed 
himself  immensely,  but  was  so  unwilling 


to  leave  the  ship  that  the  captain  had  to 
send  him  ashore  under  special  convoy,  to 
frustrate  his  desire  to  play  stowaway  on 
the  homeward  trip.  .A  still  more  juvenile 
voyager  was  little  Patrick  Mahoney,  whu 
had  been  despatched  from  Cork — with 
about  as  much  care  as  is  usually  bestowed 
upon  a  Saratoga  trunk — to  rejoin  his 
mother  on  Long  Island.  This  two-year- 
old  toddler,  or  "Tiny  Pat"  as  he  was 
universally  called,  became  the  pet  of  both 
steerage  and  saloon,  and  found  scores  of 
willing  slaves  ready  to  do  his  bidding. 
Arrived  at  Castle  Garden,  no  mother  was 
there  lo  welcome  the  baby,  and  the 
forlorn  little  waif  was  at  once  taken 
possession  of  by  a  matron,  scrubbed 
down,  dressed  in  new  clothes,  and  then,  at 
the  urgent  request  of  the  Colonel's  chil- 
dren was  sent  to  their  home  where  "the 
perfect  beauty  of  a  flaxen-haired  boy, 
sweet  as  a  peach,"  as  his  admirers 
describe   him,   became  such  a  centre  of 


HOME  SEEKERS  IN  WESTERN  LANDS. 


attraction,  that  there  was  mourning  and 
lamentation  when  the  distracted  mother 
came  to  claim  him.  The  poor  stupid 
creature  had  mistaken  the  date  of  the 
ship's  arrival,  and  had  come  down  to  the 
docks  three  or  four  days  too  late. 

Italian  stowaways  are  a  great  bugbear 
of  the  new  as  well  as  of  the  old  Castle 
Garden,  for  they  are  usually  incapable  as 
well  as  penniless.  Societies,  however, 
exist  which  on  occasion  will  take  them 
in  charge  and  endeavour  to  convert  them 
into  good  citizens.  The  Padrone  system 
is  the  greatest  curse  of  all  in  America,  for 
under  it  hundreds  of  labourers  are 
enticed  over  to  be  let  out  on  contract  or 
sweating  systems.  Many  English,  as  well 
as  Italian  girls,  are  tempted  by  specious 
promises  and  are  then  hired  out  as  street 
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organ-grinders,  singers,  or  tambourine 
players.  They  are  practically  sold  into 
servitude  without  even  the  advantages 
of  the  slave,  for,  when  broken  down  in 
health,  their  good  looks  vanish  and,  sweet 
voices  become  hoarse,  they  are  turned 
adrift  to  go—"  God  knows  where." 

To  freedom -loving,  free-trading  Britons, 
many  of  the  Ellis  Island  regulations  may 
appear  harsh  and  tyrannical  ;  America, 
with  its  wide  fertile  plains,  only  waiting 
for  the  husbandman,  ought  to  be  the 
refuge  for  all  of  every  degree,  and  there 
seems  an  element  of  selfishness  in  a  people 
which  decrees  otherwise. 


On  the  other  hand,  the  United  States  of 
America  occupies  a  proud  position  by  vir- 
tue of  its  attainment  to  a  higher  civilisation 
for  its  "common  people  "  than  any  other 
country  in  the  world,  if  we  except,  perhaps, 
the  Australasian  and  Canadian  colonies. 
A  mere  "  triumph  of  mediocrity  "  it  may 
be,  but  it  is  a  triumph  in  which  the  greatest 
possible  number  of  people  share,  and  its 
Government  is  naturally  anxious  that  the 
upward  trend  of  centuries  should  not 
become  retrograde  by  the  influx  of 
foreigners  whose  standard  of  comfort  is 
low.  Emigration  is,  indeed,  an  enormous 
factor  in  the  future  of  that  great  con- 
tinent ;  the  figures  have  risen  with  fluc- 
tuations from  g'i27  in  182 1,  to  560-319  in 
1891.  A  very  small  and  steadily  decreas- 
ing proportion  of  these  emigrants  hail 
from  the  British  Isles  ;  the  majority  are 
from  countries  where  really  free  govern- 
ment is  unknown  ;  while  many  are 
escaping  from  absolute  tyranny  and  come 
prepared  with  but  one  idea,  viz.,  "  to 
vote  agin  the  Government,"  and  are 
apparently  incapable  of  grasping  the  new 
situation  in  which  they  so  suddenly  find 
themselves  placed. 

The  true  remedy  would  be,  not  to 
restrict  emigration,  for  America  needs 
population  as  much  as  population  needs 
America,  but  to  deny  civil  rights  to  all 
those  unable  to  pass  a  simple  constitu- 
tional examination  conducted  in  the 
English  tongue. 

As  each  State  enjoys  Home  Rule  in  this 
most  important  department  of  state-craft, 
many  an  ignorant  emigrant  becomes  a 
voter  within  a  few  months  after  arrival, 
on  having  stated  his  intention  of  taking 
out  papers  of  citizenship  when  the  five 
years'  residence  required  by  the  Federal 
Government  has  expired.  The  old 
Puritan  State  of  Massachusetts  sets  an 
example  which  is  worthy  of  imitation, 
inasmuch  as  it  denies  the  vote  to  every 
foreigner  until  he  has  been  resident  at 
least  five  years  in  the  country,  and  can 
read  the  constitution  and  write  the  English 
language  with  some  degree  of  exactitude 
and  has  paid  tax  within  two  years. 

A  leading  article  in  a  New  York  news- 
paper recently  drew  attention  to  the 
existing  abuses  as  illustrated  by  the  case 
of  a  man  who,  on  coming  to  claim  the 
rights  of  voting,  was  asked  by  the  Regis- 
trar ' '  What  is  the  governing  power  of  the 
United  States?"  The  candidate  for 
enfranchisement,  scratching  his  head, 
looked  terribly  puzzled,  but  after  sundry 
jerks  from  his  wife  who  was  standing;  t^, 
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he  maoag^d  to  stammer  out,  "Yes,  sir, 
I  knov,  it's  the  Sinnit."  "Quite  so," 
replied  the  officer  ;  "  but  what  are  some  of 
the  other  factors  in  Government,  it  is  the 
Senate  and  what?"  "Yes,  sir,  indeed," 
replied  the  aspirant.  "  It's  the  Sinnit  and 
Wat."  And  so  far  as  can  be  determined 
this  highly  intelligent  and  newly  arrived 
foreigner,  while  still  an  alien,  was  not 
denied  admission  to  the  list  of  those  who 
by  their  expression  of  opinion  at  the  poll 
are  determining  the  future  of  the  great 
Western  Republic.  To  balance  this 
danger,  the  United  States  seem  gifted 
with  a  supernatural  power  of  absorption. 
While  in  New  York  every  second  person 
to  be  met  with  in  the  street  speaks  a 
strange  tongue,  out  West  in  Colorado  or 
California,  Washington  or  Nebraska,  the 
English  tongue  everywhere  prevails,  and 
the  foreigner  is  to  all  intents  and  purposes 
as  much  an  American  as  his  native-born 
neighbour.  Especially  in  the  Far  West, 
English  is  taught  as  a  foreign  language, 
and  the  juvenile  foreigners  who  might 
resent  the  additional  duties  imposed  upon 
them  in  the  schools  are  encouraged  by 
finding  that  in  their  turn  young  Americans 
are  called  upon  to  apply  themselves  to 
the  acquisition  of  German  or  French. 

Dr.  Harris,  Minister  of  Education  at 
Washington,  D.C.,  remarked  that  after 
many  years  of  practical  experience  he  has 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  best 
means  of  Americanising  the  foreigner  is 


to  educate  in  polyglot  fashion  according 
to  the  nationality  which  preponderates  in 
any  town  or  district.  Hence  Americans, 
who  are  proverbially  the  poorest  linguists 
in  the  world,  are  waking  up  to  the  need  of 
applying  themselves  to  the  acquisition  of 
languages  other  than  their  own. 

But  to  return  to  the  travellers.  It  is 
now  late  in  the  afternoon,  the  exchange 
bureau,  restaurant,  and  waiting  rooms 
are  closing,  and  Ellis  Island  will  soon  be 
deserted.  The  tender  is  In  waiting  to 
convey  the  last  band  of  emigrants  to  the 
mainland,  the  baggage  room  is  fast  dis- 
gorging its  multifarious  and  curiously 
labelled  luggage,  and  by  the  time  the 
mainland  is  reached  the  Expressmen  will 
be  in  readiness  for  the  final  transfer  of 
passengers  and  luggage  to  the  railway 
stations.  Arrived  there,  the  emigrants 
have  nothing  to  do  but  "board  the  cars" 
and  take  their  seats.  These  second  class 
or  emigrant  cars  are  very  rough  compared 
with  the  luxurious  Pullmans,  but  they  are 
nevertheless  not  infrequently  fitted  up 
with  berths  upon  which  travellers  may 
spread  their  own  ship's  bedding,  and 
they  are  invariably  provided  with  lavatory 
and  cooking  arrangements  of  a  simple 
kind,  while  the  ubiquitous  ice-water  tank 
is  like  a  grateful  fountain  in  a  weary  land, 
as  the  train  slowly  crawls  night  and  day 
over  the  parched  plains  of  Arizona  or 
the  alkali-blotched  deserts  of  Utah  and 
Nevada. 


By  NELLA  STUART. 


SHE  was  neither  beautiful  nor  clever, 
nor,  indeed,  remarkable  in  any  way. 
At  sixteen  she  was  a  very  fair  type  of  the 
ordinary  English  schoolgirl.  A  slender 
graceful  child,  with  wavy  auburn  hair,  and 
a  pale  face,  only  redeemed  from  positive 
plunness  by  the  charm  of  the  expression 
and  the  eyes.  They  were  wonderful  eyes, 
neither  large  nor  brilliant,  but  singularly 
expressive  ;  in  colour  a  clear  hazel.  Their 
long  dark  lashes  curled  backward,  giving 
them  a  starry  appearance,  and  they  were 
true  sweet  eyes,  looking  out  straight  and 
fearlessly  from  under  their  dark  level 
brows.  At  times  they  wore  a  pathetic 
expression  that  seemed  lo  suggest  some 
vague  presentiment  of  coming  trouble. 
"  Hais,  que  cette  enfant  va  soufFrir  !  "  a 
Frenchwoman  had  exclaimed  once  on 
seeing  Cecil  for  the  lirst  time.  She  was 
qiiite  right — that  child  did  .suffer,  as  only 
a  sensitive  and  highly-strung  nature  can. 
There  are  some  souls  incapable  of  really 
deep  feeling,  some  who  never  experience 
"  the  finest  quiver  of  joy  or  the  agony 
thrill  of  woe."  Cecil  was  not  one  of 
these.  Her  capabilities  for  either  joy  or 
sorrow  were  intense. 

She  was  sixteen  years  old  when  first 
sorrow  came  into  her  life. 


It  came  in  this  way. 

On  a  bright  sunshiny  morning  early 
In  January,  with  the  snow  frozen  deep 
on  the  ground,  a  schoolgirl  friend  came 
to  ask  Cecil  to  go  skiiting.  Ready  ac- 
quiescence on  her  part.  She  had  been  on 
the  ice  once  that  week  for  Ihe  first  time  in 
her  life,  and  came  home  very  much 
bruised,  but  equally  delighted,  and  was 
anxious  to  repeat  the  experience. 

"  You  mu.st  help  me.  Gwendoline,"  she 
said  to  her  friend.  '■  I  cannot  stand 
alone  1  " 

"Of  course  I  will,  and  you  are  sure  to 
get  on  splendidly  soon." 

So  Cecil  ran  up  stairs  to  her  bedroom, 
where  she  put  on  stout  laced  boots,  a 
tight-fitting  black  cloth  astrachan-trimmed 
jacket,  and  a  three-cornered  black  straw 
hat.  She  looked  her  best  that  morning. 
She  wore  a  dark  green  and  red-striped 
dress,  which  suited  her  well.  She  took 
an  astrachan  muff  out  of  her  wardrobe 
and  drew  from  it  an  old  pair  of  gloves. 

"These  will  not  do,"  she  said,  "they 
are  too  shabby,  and,  tossing  them  aside, 
she  dived  into  the  recesses  of  an  extremely 
untidy  drawer  to  find  another  pair.  Only  a 
new  pair  of  tan  dogskin  were  forthcoming. 

"And  these  are  too  good,"  she  cried 
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impatiently;  ''but  I  cannot  wait  to  find 
others,"  and  she  ran  down  stairs. 

In  the  hall  Gwendoline  was  standing 
waiting,  and  they  set  out  immediately. 

At  the  corner  of  the  square  Gwendoline's 
two  elder  sisters,  who  were  waiting  for 
her,  welcomed  Cecil  warmly.  She  was  a 
great  favourite. 

The  four  girls  walked  on  till  an  omni- 
bus for  Battersea  passed  them,  which  they 
hailed  and  got  into. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  omnibus  a  girl 
was  sitting.  A  very  pretty,  dark-haired, 
blue-eyed  girl,  with  a  rose-leaf  complexion, 
and  Cecil,  who  adored  pretty  people,  was 
immediately  fascinated  by  her.  She  stared 
at  the  girl,  and  the  girl  stared  back  at 
her,  till  the  omnibus  stopped  outside  the 
park  gates,  and  then  Cecil  jumped  out 
eagerly  without  noticing  that  the  object 
of  her  admiration  got  out  also,  and  that  a 
young  man  came  down  from  the  top  and 
joined  her. 

Linking  her  arm  in  Gwendoline's  the  two 
school  friends  walked  on  together,  talk- 
ing the  nonsense  that  I  think  only  school- 
girls can  talk  and  enjoy,  and  shouting 
with  laughter  at  each  other's  remarks. 

**  Put  your  skates  on,  miss?"  volun- 
teered half  a  dozen  roughs  as  they  reached 
the  ice,  and  the  girls  sat  down  on  the 
only  four  vacant  chairs. 

**  Please,"  said  Cecil,  extending  a  very 
neat  foot,  as  she  handed  over  her  skates. 

She  was  gazing  intently  while  a  hole 
was  being  screwed  in  the  heel  of  one  of 
her  boots,  when  she  heard  a  girl's  voice 
say — 

**  There  is  nowhere  I  can  sit  down." 

And  a  man's  replied  — 

**  Sit  down  here,  on  the  railing." 

Looking  up  she  saw  the  pretty  girl  seat 
herself  on  the  low  railing  immediately 
opposite  to  her,  and  a  man  in  a  light 
tweed  suit  who  stood  with  his  back  to  her, 
began  putting  on  the  pretty  girl's  skates. 

A  minute  later  Cecil  was  on  the  ice,  and 
for  the  next  hour  she  was  too  much  ab- 
sorbed in  her  own  progress  to  watch  any 
one  else,  till,  finding  herself  alone  at  one 
end  of  the  pond,  she  suddenly  saw  the 
pretty  girl  skating  fast  towards  her.  She 
was  trying  hard  to  keep  her  balance,  but 
failed,  and  fell  down  a  few  yards  from 
where  Cecil  stood. 

'*  Can  I  help  you  ?  I  hope  you  are  not 
hurt  ? "  exclaimed  Cecil,  extending  both 
hands  to  help  her  up,  though  she  was  very 
unsteady  herself. 

*'  Thanks,  so  much,"  the  girl  answered, 
accepting  the  somewhat  inefficient  help  so 


graciously  proffered.  **  No,  I  am  not  in 
the  least  hurt.  One  gets  accustomed  to 
falls  when  one  is  learning  to  skate.  But 
what  a  mess  I  am  in  " — and  she  began 
vigorously  brushing  the  snow  off  her 
skirt.  Cecil  brushed  the  back  for  her. 
Then  they  stood  and  talked  together  for 
some  little  time  till  the  girl  suggested  that 
they  should  try  and  skate  together,  which 
they  did  with  very  moderate  success. 
After  that  they  discovered  a  mutual  friend 
on  the  bank,  a  Mrs.  Walthers,  whom 
Cecil  knew  well,  and  who  turned  out  to 
be  the  other  girl's  cousin.  So  Cecil  learnt 
that  her  new  friend's  name  was  Elsie 
Thornton,  and  told  her  own  name  in 
return. 

**  I  wish  I  could  see  my  brother,"  Miss 
Thornton  said  later  ;  ^*  he  skates  awfully 
well,  and  I  know  he  would  be  delighted 
to  help  you." 

Presently  she  did  find  him,  and  took 
him  across  to  Cecil,  who  was  struggling 
along  alone. 

**May  I  introduce  my  brother?  Miss 
Dalston." 

Cecil  bowed,  and  he  took  off  his  cap, 
and  that  was  how  the  story  of  her  life 
began. 

**  Will  you  come  for  a  turn  ?  "  he  said, 
taking  both  her  hands,  and  they  started 
off  at  a  good  swinging  pace. 

Cecil  could  skate  well  enough  with  any 
one  who  could  support  her  if  necessary, 
and  the  firm  hands  that  held  hers  gave 
her  confidence. 

**That  was  glorious,"  she  exclaimed  at 
last  when  they  had  stopped  to  take  breath. 
She  really  looked  quite  pretty  with  her 
flushed  cheeks  and  sparkling  eyes,  and  her 
curly  fringe  blown  across  her  white  fore- 
head. So,  at  least,  Ralph  Thornton 
thought,  as  he  looked  down  at  her.  Of 
course  she  was  only  a  schoolgirl,  but  one 
can  get  some  fun  out  of  a  schoolgirl  even 
sometimes,  and  there  was  a  freshness  and 
simplicity  about  this  girl  that  attracted 
him. 

They  skated  together  for  the  rest  of  the 
morning  and  all  that  afternoon.  About 
four  o'clock  Gwendoline  skated  up  to 
them. 

**  We  must  be  off,  Cecil,'*  she  said. 

**Oh,  surely  you  need  not  go  yet.  Stay 
a  little  longer,"  said  Ralph  Thornton, 
looking  very  beseechingly  into  Cecil's 
eyes. 

A  strange,  wholly  new  sensation,  half 
pain  and  half  pleasure,  swept  over  the 
girl,  and  she  gave  a  slight  shiver. 

*'  You  are  cold,"  continued  the  pleading 
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voice.  "Come  round  again,  just  to  get 
warm,"  and  he  took  her  small  hands  and 
held  them  tight,  tight,  very  tight,  in  his 
own. 

"One  more  turn,  Gwendoline,  and  then 
I  will  come." 

It  was  growing  dark  now,   and  many 


people  had  lert  the  ice ;  they  had  a 
good  open  sweep  to  themselves.  They 
skated  in  silence  now,  iind  neither  of  them 
felt  the  silence  to  be  the  least  embarrass- 
ing, though  before  they  had  talked 
freely,  she  in  her  girlish  simplicity  telling 
him  alt  about  herself  and  her  Qleas&i^V,^^- 
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eventful  life,  he  listening  with  flattering- 
interest  and  drawing  her  out. 

As  they  skated  he  pressed  her  hand, 
and  she  stopped  suddenly.  She  was  not 
in  the  least  angry — she  only  wondered 
why  he  did  it,  and  that  strange  over- 
whelming sensation  crept  over  her  again. 
Cecil  had  been  brought  up  in  almost 
Puritanical  strictness.  She  had  mixed 
very  little  with  any  girls  except  those  of 
her  own  immediate  set,  who  had  had 
much  the  same  upbringing,  and  conse- 
quently she  was  as  absolutely  simple  and 
pure-minded  where  men  were  concerned 
as  if  she  were  still  in  her  cradle.  She  had 
never  indulged  in  the  romantic  day-dreams 
in  which  most  girls  of  her  age,  quite  inno- 
cently and  naturally,  revel,  so  when  this 
new  experience  came  to  her  she  was 
utterly  unprepared  for  it.  And  there  was 
no  one  to  tell  her  that  she  stood  on  the 
brink  of  a  precipice— only  Ralph  Thornton 
knew  that — and  knowing,  deliberately 
took  advantage  of  it. 

**Are  you  coming  here  to-morrow?'* 
he  asked  presently. 

**  Yes,  I  think  so,"  she  answered  shyly, 
unbuttoning  her  glove  in  her  nervousness. 
Then  she  noticed  with  a  little  shock  of 
annoyance  that  the  glove  she  had  put  on 
new  that  morning  was  torn  and  stained 
by  her  frequent  falls  on  the  ice. 

**  Did  you  ever  see  such  a  disreputable 
specimen  of  a  glove  ?  "  she  laughed,  hold- 
ing up  her  hand,  **and  it  was  new  when 
I  started  ?  " 

**  /  think  it  is  a  very  nice  glove,"  he 
said,  taking  her  hand  again  lo  skate  with 
her  to  the  bank,  from  which  Ciwendoline 
was  beckoning,  and  giving  it  another 
pressure. 

**  Cecil,  we  must  really  go,'* 

**  I  am  coming  this  moment,  Gwendo- 
line. Good-bye,  Mr.  Thornton,  and  thank 
you  ever  so  much  for  helping  me." 

All  the  way  home  Cecil  was  rather 
silent,  and  her  friends  thought  she  was 
tired,  and  yet  she  did  not  look  tired. 
There  was  a  light  in  her  eyes  and  a 
colour  in  her  cheeks  that  transformed 
her. 

•*  Cecil  looked  quite  handsome  this 
evening,  did  she  not  ?  "  said  Gwendoline 
to  her  sisters,  as  they  walked  home  after 
leaving  Cecil  at  her  own  house.  **  I  am 
glad  she  is  going  with  us  again  to-morrow. 
I  am  sure  it  does  her  good  to  go  out  with 
other  girls  ;  she  has  rather  a  dull  time  of 
it." 

Kind  little  Gwendoline ! 

The  next  day  was  a  Saturday.     At  ten 


o'clock  the  sisters  called  for  Cecil,  who 
was  ready  and  waiting  for  them.  They 
found  a  great  many  people  on  the  ice 
when  they  arrived,  many  more  than 
on  the  previous  day,  and  from  the  bank 
Cecil  did  not  recognise  any  one.  She 
had  not  been  on  the  ice,  however,  many 
minutes,  before  a  man  skated  up. 

**  Good  morning,  Miss  Dalston.  I  was 
hoping  you  would  arrive  soon.  Why  did 
you  not  come  earlier  ?  " 

'*  Earlier!"  she  exclaimed  in  frank 
surprise,"  why,  it  is  only  half-past 
ten." 

**  Is  that  all?  Then  I  have  only  been 
here  ten  minutes  myself;  but  it  has 
seemed  like  hours  waiting  for  you." 

The  surprise  in  her  eyes  deepened,  and 
he  felt  that  he  had  said  something  rather 
foolish,  and  hastened  to  change  the  con- 
versation. 

They  skated  together  all  that  day. 

When  she  left  him  to  go  to  lunch  with 
her  friends,  he  put  on  an  aggrieved  air, 
and  stood  smoking  a  cigarette  at  the  foot 
of  the  steps  till  she  returned. 

**What  a  time  you  have  been!"  he 
said,  when  she  reappeared.  Cecil  had 
hurried  over  her  luncheon,  but  it  had 
seemed  long  to  her  too,  and  she  said  so 
quite  frankly. 

The  afternoon  flew.  At  five  o'clock 
Cecil  found  it  difficult  to  believe  they  had 
been  together  more  than  half  an  hour.  To 
the  end  of  her  life  she  never  forgot  that 
winter's  afternoon.  The  pretty  little  pond 
shut  in  by  tall  trees,  their  snow-laden 
branches  standing  out  in  exquisite  tracery 
against  the  blue,  background  of  sky, 
and  the  snow-covered  ground  glittering, 
as  if  it  were  powdered  with  diamonds,  in 
the  sunlight. 

She  went  home  that  evening  with  her 
mind  in  a  whirl.  She  was  wildly  excited 
and  dangerously  happy,  but  it  never 
occurred  to  her  to  search  for  any  raison 
(Tetre. 

Only  every  now  and  then  she  squeezed 
her  right  hand  with  her  left,  to  bring  back 
the  exquisite  sensation  his  pressure  had 
produced,  and  she  put  her  torn  right-hand 
glove  away  in  her  desk.  Silly  and  child- 
ish? Yes,  very.  She  was  only  a  silly 
child. 

She  was  very  sweet  in  manner  to  her 
mother  all  that  evening  and  the  next  day, 
Sunday.  Mrs.  Dalston  was  a  querulous 
invalid,  and  sometimes  tried  Cecil's  temper 
much.  There  had  been  a  little  coldness 
for  some  days  between  them — it  was 
chiefly  Cecil's  fault — and  her  sudden  return 
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to  the  most  perfect  sweetness  was  a  very 
pleasing  surprise  to  Mrs.  Dalston. 

She  was  going  to  a  dance  the  following 
Friday — one  of  those  mixed  dances  for 
children  and  **  grown-ups  "  so  often  given 
during  Christmas  holidays,  and  she  had 
been  looking  forward  to  it  with  great  ex- 
citement, which  was  now  intensified,  for 
Mr.  Thornton  was  going  too.  Not  that  she 
owned  that  that  was  the  reason  ;  indeed, 
she  scarcely  realised  it  herself.  She  was 
in  a  sort  of  trance  of  happiness,  and  neither 
past  nor  future  troubled  her  thoughts  at 
all. 

On  the  Monday  morning  a  thaw  set  in 
which  lasted  till  Thursday  night.  Then 
came  a  heavy  snowstorm,  followed  by  a 
sharp  frost  again. 

All  Friday  Cecil  was  at  home  busy 
with  her  lessons,  for  the  school  term  had 
recommenced ;  but  her  thoughts  were 
hardly  in  her  work.  By  eight  o'clock 
she  was  in  a  state  of  intense  inward 
ecstasy  as  she  ran  up  to  her  bedroom  to 
dress.  Mrs.  Dalston  was  too  much  of  an 
invalid  to  chaperone  her,  so  she  was  going 
under  the  escort  of  a  friend,  who  was  to 
call  for  her  at  nine  punctually.  Long 
before  nine  Cecil  was  down  stairs  again  in 
the  drawing-room.  Her  evening  frock 
was  of  soft  white  material,  very  simply 
made  ;  it  fitted  her  to  perfection  and 
suited  her  admirably.  It  was  a  new  frock, 
and  Mrs.  Dalston  congratulated  herself  on 
having  chosen  Cecil  so  becoming  a 
dress. 

**You  look  very  nice,  dear  child,"  she 
said,  and  Cecil  blushed  with  pleasure — 
she  never  received  a  more  flattering  com- 
pliment than  this. 

Then  they  heard  the  carriage  drive  up 
to  the  door,  and  she  threw  her  opera  cloak 
over  her  shoulders,  caught  up  her  big 
white  feather  fan,  and  ran  lightly  down 
stairs. 

At  the  door  of  the  dancing-room — it  was 
in  a  public  hall — Ralph  Thornton  was 
standing,  and  his  eyes  met  Cecil's  as  she 
walked  in  demurely  behind  her  chaperone. 
The  moment  she  had  moved  away  from 
speaking  to  the  hostess  he  was  at  her 
side,  with  a  dainty  pink  programme  in 
his  hand. 

**  How  are  you,  Miss   Cecil?     May  I 
«    give  you  a  programme?  and  how  many 
dances    may    I    put   my    name    against 
first  ?  " 

**  Thank  you,"  she  said,  taking  the 
programme,  which  he  parted  with  reluc- 
tantly, and  ignoring  his  question — only 
because  a  sudden  intense  happiness  swept 


over  her  and  she  could  not  trust  her 
voice. 

**  Will  you  give  me  this  first  waltz,  and 
Nos.  4,  7,  ID,  II,  14,  15?"  he  said, 
coolly  marking  them,  as  he  spoke,  on  his 
own  programme. 

This  rather  took  the  child's  breath 
away.  She  had  only  been  to  one  dance 
before,  and  her  Puritan  conscience  sug- 
gested three  as  the  outside  limit  of 
dances  with  the  same  man ;  but  she 
looked  up  at  him,  and  that  was  fatal. 

<<  Yes "  and  then  another  man  came 

up  and  begged  for  the  honour  of  a 
dance,  and  partner  after  partner  was 
introduced  to  her,  long  after  the  little 
pink  programme  was  full.  **  By  Jove!  " 
one  man  would  say  to  another,  **  who  is 
the  little  girl  in  white  that  dances  so  well  ? 
Must  get  an  introduction." 

And  the  evening  passed  all  too  quickly  ; 
it  was  like  a  flash  of  summer  lightning 
in  the  calm  summer's  day  of  her  school- 
girl life —the  flash  that  precedes  the 
storm. 

**This  dance  is  the  Lancers,"  Mr. 
Thornton  said  to  Cecil,  when  he  came  to 
claim  her  for  No.  10.  **  Shall  we  go  and 
sit  down  in  a  cool  corner  somewhere,  or 
are  you  keen  on  dancing  it  ?  " 

**  No,  I  should  prefer  to  sit  out,"  she 
answered  simply.  **  I  am  so  hot  after 
that  last  polka." 

So  they  found  their  way  to  a  seques- 
tered corner — Thornton  had  been  there 
before— and  they  sat  there  through  that 
dance  and  the  next,  and  the  next. 

He  told  her  that  he  was  going  to  India 
to  rejoin  his  regiment  on  the  following 
Tuesday.  She  knew  he  was  going  soon, 
but  she  had  not  imagined  it  would  be  so 
soon,  and  her  true  eyes  betrayed  her  dis- 
may. 

**  I  shall  be  coming  home  again  in  two 
years'  time,"  he  almost  whispered,  bending 
very  close  to  her.  **  Do  you  think  you 
will  remember  me  still,  Cecil  ?  " 

**  I  think  so." 

**  I  may  come  and  see  you  when  I  come 
back  ?  But  perhaps  you  will  not  care  to 
see  me  then.  Very  likely  you  will  be 
married  ?  " 

**  I  shall  not  be  married,"  rather 
quickly. 

**  Then  I  may  come  ?  You  won't  forget 
me  ?  She  did  not  answer  him  in  words, 
but  her  eyes  spoke  for  her. 

''  I  must  see  you  again  before  I  g^o. 
Will  you  come  to  the  ice  on  Monday  ?  " 

**  If  the  frost  lasts,  yes " 

'*  The  frost  is  going  to  last  for  weeks  ; 
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say  you  will  come  on   Monday.     I   must 
see  you  again  before  I  go." 

**  I  will  come  on  Monday  afternoon,**  she 
said  softly  ;  **  but  in  the  morning  I  go  to 
school.'* 

And  at  that  moment  a  tiresome  little 
boy  of  somewhere  about  her  own  age, 
who  ought  to  have  been  her  partner  for 
that  dance,  found  her,  and  came  up  in  a 
state  of  great  indignation,  which  he  tried 
to  hide  by  assuming  an  air  of  injured 
dignity  that  had  a  most  comical  effect ; 
and  Cecil  was  forced  to  go  with  him  to 
have  some  refreshment — which  she  did 
not  want — in  the  interval  before  the  next 
dance. 

When  No.  13  was  over,  and  she 
was  waiting  in  the  hall,  in  a  state  of 
rapture,  for  the  next  was  with  Thornton, 
her  chaperone  came  up. 

**Are  you  ready  to  gOy  dear?  The 
carriage  is  here,  and  I  do  not  like  the 
horses  kept  waiting  on  such  a  night." 

**To  go!  So  soon!"  The  words 
escaped  her  involuntarily,  and  her  dismay 
was  so  obvious  that  her  chaperone  was* 
melted. 

**  Well,  then,  after  the  next  dance." 

**  Oh,  now,  of  course,  if  you  wish  it, 
Mrs.  Maxwell,"  her  sense  of  duty 
prompted  her  to  say. 

**  No,  no.  Stay  for  the  next  dance,  and 
when  it  is  over  you  will  find  me  here.'* 

**  Thank  you  so  much,"  and  then 
Thornton  hurried  up. 

**  Miss  Dalston,"  he  said,  avoiding  her 
eyes  and  speaking  rather  quickly,  **  would 
you  mind  giving  me  No.  16,  the  last 
dance,  instead  of  this  one  ?  " 

**  I  am  sorry,"  she  answered,  **but  we 
are  leaving  after  this  dance,  and  anyway 
I  am  engaged  for  No.  16." 

**Oh,  well,"  he  said,  and  to  do  him 
justice  he  looked  a  little  uncomfortable,  **  I 
hope  you  will  not  mind,  but  I — er — ah  !  I 
am — so  stupid  of  me — engaged  for  this 
dance  to  some  one  else." 

She  did  not  speak  or  move — she  only 
looked  at  him  in  a  puzzled  wistful  manner, 
exceedingly  embarrassing  to  endure,  and 
he  cut  short  his  apologies  very  hastily 
and  disappeared  among  the  crowd  of 
dancers. 

Then  she  moved  nearer  to  the  door,  and 
stood  leaning  against  a  pillar. 

The  band  was  playing  the  **  Marguerite** 
valse,  and  to  the  end  of  her  life  the  strains 
of  that  valse  brought  back  to  Cecil  the 
same  cold  sickening  sense  of  pain  and 
disillusionment  that  she  experienced  then. 
No   one   who   saw   her    standing    there, 


fanning  herself  languidly  with  her  huge 
ostrich  feather  fan,  could  have  guessed 
at  the  storm  of  misery  and  disappointment 
raging  within  her.  She  felt  an  intense 
desire  to  scream  out  loud,  to  cry  out 
as  if  in  physical  pain.  She  could  not 
analyse  her  own  misery,  she  did  not  ask 
herself  then  if  she  loved  this  man — she 
only  knew  that  he  had  deserted  her  for 
another  girl,  and  that  she  was  leaving 
after  that  dance. 

Another  man  came  up  and  begged  her 
to  dance  and  she  refused  ;  but  he  stood 
and  talked  to  her,  and  she  answered  and 
talked  to  him  in  a  manner  that  caused 
him  to  say  afterwards,  **  By  Jove!  that 
innocent-looking  little  schoolgirl  talks 
like  a  /?/ase  old  Jezebel.  She  is  too 
young  to  affect  that  sort  of  thing  ;  it  is 
sickening  in  a  girl.** 

That  dance  seemed  interminable,  but  it 
came  to  an  end  at  last,  as  everything, 
however  unendurable — even  life  itself  — 
will  in  time.  Mrs.  Maxwell,  as  arranged, 
was  waiting  in  the  refreshment  room,  and 
Cecil  joined  her  there.  Thornton  was 
there,  too,  pouring  out  champagne  cup 
for  the  girl  for  whom  he  had  thrown  over 
Cecil.  She  was  an  exquisitely  pretty  girl 
in  the  Dresden  china  style,  the  belle  of 
the  evening,  and  14  was  the  only  dance 
she  had  been  able  to  give  him.  It  was 
only  natural  he  should  have  taken  it  at 
Cecil's  expense — a  schoolgirl ! 

Still  he  really  wanted  to  dance  15 
with  Cecil,  and  was  much  annoyed  when 
he  heard  her  say  **  Good-night "  to  the 
hostess,  who  happened  to  be  standing 
near.  She  passed  out  of  the  room  without 
looking  at  him,  and  his  surprise  was  so 
great  that  he  narrowly  escaped  spilling 
the  champagne  cup  over  his  partner's 
yellow  tulle  dress. 

**  Excuse  me  one  moment,*'  he  said  to 
her,  and  rushed  out  into  the  passage  after 
Cecil,  who  had  already  reached  the  door 
of  the  cloak-room.  He  waited  in  the  pas- 
sage till  she  came  out  with  her  pretty  white 
opera  cloak  round  her  shoulders,  and  a 
soft  chiffon  scarf  becomingly  arranged 
over  her  head.  At  that  moment  she  looked 
beautiful— every  one  does  at  some  supreme 
moment  in  their  lives. 

Mrs.  Maxwell  came  out  first,  and  said 
good-night  to  him,  before  she  took  the 
arm  of  the  host,  who  was  waiting  to  escort 
her  to  her  carriage.  Cecil  followed  ;  she 
held  her  fan  firmly  in  her  right  hand  and 
extended  two  fingers. 

**  Good-night,  Mr.  Thornton." 

<*  Good-night,  Miss  Dalston/' 
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He  had  intended  to  make  excuses, 
apologies,  to  remind  her  of  their  agree- 
ment to  meet  on  the  ice  the  following 
Monday ;  but  something  in  her  face 
checked  him.  He  felt  almost  ashamed  of 
himself,  and  there  are  not  many  young 
men  who  can  boast  of  having  done  that. 

At  the  door  Mrs.  Maxwell  stopped. 
The  carriage  had  driven  away  and  had  to 
be  shouted  for.  Cecil  turned  round,  and 
looked  back  down  the  passage.  So  they 
saw  each  other  for  the  last  time.  He 
stood  still  where  she  had  left  him,  biting 
the  end  of  his  moustache — a  puzzled,  half- 
annoyed  expression  on  his  handsome  face. 

She  stood  at  the  top  of  the  steps,  her 
slender  white-robed  figure  standing  out 
against  the  red  felt  curtain.  The  light  of 
a  lamp  above  shone  full  on  her  face,  and 
her  auburn  hair  gleamed  like  an  aureole 
of  gold  round  her  head.  Sometimes,  in 
after  years,  if  he  heard  of  any  wrong  done 
to  a  defenceless  creature,  anything  at  all 
pathetic  that  appealed  to  a  latent  sense  of 
chivalry  in  him,  there  arose,  all  unbidden, 
before  his  mental  vision,  the  figure  of  a 
girl  in  white,  with  wonderful  speaking 
eves  in  a  cold  set  face. 

**  Mrs.  Maxwell's  carriage ! "  bawled  out 
a  powdered  footman,  and  next  moment 
he  heard  the  carriage  roll  away.  Then 
he  turned  on  his  heel  with  a  shrug  of  the 
shoulders,  and  hurried  back  to  the  Dres- 
den china  beauty,  who  had  learnt  her 
lesson  long  ago,  and  was  more  than  a 
match  for  him. 

A  few  months  later  Ralph  Thornton 
came  into  a  title  and  a  small  fortune 
through  the  sudden  death  of  a  distant 
relative,  and  returning  from  India  he  met 
a  society  belle,  whom  he  fell  in  love  with 
honestly,  for  the  first  time  in  his  life,  and 
married.  It  was  not  a  happy  marriage, 
for  a  man's  love  never  burns  long  when 
there  is  no  fuel  to  feed  the  flame,  and  the 
society  belle  had  only  accepted  him  for  the 
sake  of  the  newly-acquired  fortune  and 
title.  They  lead  a  cat  and  dog  existence 
now,  when  they  are  together,  which, 
however,  is  not  often,  for  as  a  rule  he 
goes  to  find  amusement — elsewhere. 

And  Cecil  ?  She  got  into  the  brougham 
that  night,  and  sat  with  her  hands  clasped 
so  tightly  round  her  fan  handle  that  the 
delicate  mother-of-pearl  shivered  into  bits, 
and  her  feet  pressed  hard  against  the 
floor.  She  talked  to  Mrs.  Maxwell  all  the 
way  home  (thank  God  it  was  not  a  long 
drive  I),  and  then  she  went  up  stairs  into 
her  mother's  bedroom  and  talked  to  her  ; 


finally  she  went  into  her  own  room  and 
talked  to  her  maid  who  helped  her  to 
undress  —and  then  at  last  the  strain  was 
over  ;  the  maid  left  the  room,  and  she  fell 
down  on  her  knees  by  her  prayer  table, 
and  laid  her  tired  head  on  her  arms.  She 
cried  a  little,  not  very  much.  It  would 
have  been  a  great  relief  if  she  could  have 
done  so,  but  only  a  few  scalding,  passion- 
ate tears  forced  their  way  from  under  her 
aching  lids  and  gave  no  relief  to  her  pain. 
For  three  whole  hours  she  lay  there  quite 
still  in  a  sort  of  dumb  anguish,  neither 
praying  nor  crying,  till  at  last  the  gray 
morning  light  crept  into  the  room,  and 
roused  her  to  a  sense  of  duty.  *  *  I  ought 
to  get  into  bed,"  she  said  to  herself 
wearily  out  loud,  dragging  herself  up  very 
cold  and  stiff  from  the  floor.  And  she  got 
into  bed,  and  the  warmth  and  the  soft- 
ness comforted  her,  and  she  fell  into  a 
long  uneasy  sleep,  from  which  she  did  not 
wake  till  nearly  eleven  o'clock.  And  with 
the  morning  hope  returned.  How  differ- 
ent everything  always  seems  after  we 
have  **  slept  on  it,"  as  we  say  !  With  the 
morning  sunlight  streaming  into  her 
room,  and  the  noise  and  bustle  of  a 
household  going  on  all  round  her,  Cecil 
felt  a  different  creature.  She  wondered 
why  she  had  been  so  utterly  miserable  the 
night  before,  as  she  looked  in  the  glass 
at  her  white  face  and  swollen  eyes.  After 
all,  what  had  happened  ?  He  had  danced 
with  another  girl  instead  of  her  once.  Was 
there  anything  so  terrible  in  that  ?  And 
she  would  see  him  again  on  the  Monday, 
when  doubtless  he  would  explain.  A  hun- 
dred reasons  why  he  might  have  done  so 
without  in  the  least  wishing  to  slight  her 
crowded  into  her  mind.  Her  spirits  rose. 
She  had  a  bad  headache  all  Saturday, 
and  could  not  go  out.  On  Sunday  she 
felt  much  better,  and  was  seized  with  a 
fit  of  restless  excitement.  She  counted 
the  hours  that  must  elapse  before  she 
could  go  to  the  pond  on  Monday  after- 
noon, and  as  one  after  another  passed, 
her  excitement  increased.  All  Sunday 
night  she  scarcely  slept  at  all  ;  in  the 
morning  when  she  got  up  it  was  raining. 
To  describe  her  feelings  when  she  looked 
out  of  her  bedroom  window  and  saw  that 
a  thaw  had  set  in  and  it  was  raining 
fast  would  be  quite  impossible.  She  sat 
down  on  a  chair  and  stared  hopelessly  at 
the  pitiless  gray  sky.  She  was  very 
late  for  breakfast  and  very  late  for 
school,  and  was  well  scolded  for  both. 
She  tried  to  give  her  attention  to  her 
work  during  the  morning,  and  deUbec'^X^V^ 
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shut  out  the  thought  of  the  afternoon. 
When  she  went  back  after  school  it  was 
still  pouring  with  rain.  There  was  no 
hope  for  it.  He  sailed  for  India  the  next 
day,  and  this  was  her  l&st  chance  of  seeing 
him. 

There  was  just  the  possibility  that  he 
might  come  and  see  her  ;  he  had  never 
been  to  the  house,  but  he  could  easily  find 
out  from  mutual  friends,  if  he  wished  to, 
where  she  lived.  But  the  afternoon  wore 
away  and  no  one  came — and  the  rain  fell 
unceasingly. 

The  whole  long  dreary  afternoon  she 
stood  like  a  statue  at  the  dining-room 
window  staring  out  at  the  gloomy  square 
through  the  pouring  rain.  Every  time  a 
man's  footstep  sounded  along  the  pave- 
ment a  faint  colour  rose  in  her  pale 
cheeks,  and  her  heart  seemed  to  give  a 
great  jump  and  then  stand  still  till  the 
man  had  passed,  and  the  sound  of  his 
echoing  footsteps  had  died  away  again. 
Once  a  hansom  with  a  man  inside 
dashed  up,  and  she  gave  a  great  sob  and 
clasped  the  carved  back  of  the  chair  she 
stood  by  till  the  sharp  wood  cut  her 
tender  palm,  and,  after  all,  it  was  only  a 
stranger  whose  cabman  had  mistaken  the 
address,  and  the  hansom  dashed  away 
again.  The  room  grew  darker  and 
darker,  and  her  misery  deepened  with  the 
shadows  ;  at  length  a  summons  came  to 
her  from  the  drawing-room  for  five  o'clock 
tea. 

**  What  have  you  been  doing  all  the 
afternoon,  child  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Dalston,  and 
Cecil  answered  — 

**  I  have  been  doing  my  school  pre- 
paration, mother,  dear." 

I  think  that  was  the  first  time  in  her 
life  that  Cecil  deliberately  told  an  untruth. 
Mrs.  Dalston  liked  to  doze  in  the  firelight 
when  she  felt  worse  than  usual,  as  she  did 
that  afternoon,  and  for  another  long  hour 
that  seemed  like  eternity,  Cecil  sat  motion- 
less, upright,  while  her  mother  dozed, 
staring  into  the  fire  which  gradually  burnt 
lower  and  lower,  listening  to  the  dull 
splashing  sound  of  the  heavy  rain,  varied 
by  the  occasional  rumble  of  a  cab  down 
the  square,  or  the  hurrying  footsteps  of 
some  passer-by. 

After  her  mother  had  gone  to  bed  that 
evening  she  told  the  servants  she  had  a 
headache,  and  dismissing  her  maid,  locked 
herself  into  her  own  room.  And  then  she 
lay  on  the  floor  and  cried  her  heart  out, 
and  no  one  knew.  If  they  had  known 
they  would  probably  have  suggested  a 
tonic. 


Presently,  when  another  morning  broke, 
she  roused  herself,  and,  still  sobbing, 
undressed  and  got  into  bed. 

The  next  day  her  head  ached  so  that 
she  stayed  in  bed.  The  day  following  she 
got  up  and  went  to  school — and  so  her 
life  went  on  in  the  same  quiet  round, 
which  had  never  seemed  dull  to  her  before, 
but  which  now  almost  maddened  her  with 
its  pleasant  monotony.  I  think  it  was 
her  great  love  for  her  mother  that  kept 
Cecil  from  giving  way  during  the  long 
dreary  days  and  weeks  that  followed. 
Mrs.  Dalston  was  very  unwell,  and  when 
with  her  Cecil  was  always  her  old  bright 
self  ;  but  what  she  suffered  at  nights,  when 
no  one  could  see  or  hear,  only  those 
women  who  have  suffered  in  like  manner, 
and  no  man,  can  understand.  Truly 
**  there  is  no  despair  so  absolute  as  that 
which  comes  in  the  first  moments  of  our 
first  great  sorrow,  when  we  have  not  yet 
known  what  it  is  to  have  suffered  and  to 
have  been  healed,  to  have  despaired  and 
to  have  recovered  hope." 

After  a  few  weeks  her  health  broke 
down  under  the  strain,  and  they  said  it 
was  overwork  at  school,  and  sent  her  to 
the  seaside  for  a  long  holiday.  She  came 
back  quite  well  and  bravely  determined 
to  live  down  her  trouble,  and  not  long 
after  she  heard  the  news  of  Thornton's 
engagement. 

It  was  strange  how  much  she  altered 
during  those  few  months.  All  her  friends 
noticed  the  change  and  endeavoured  to 
account  for  it,  without  even  coming  near 
the  true    reason. 

**  It  is  the  constant  anxiety  abou  her 
mother,"  one  said. 

*'  No,  I  think  she  is  dreadfully  over- 
worked," another  would  reply. 

Only  once  a  young  married  woman, 
who  met  Cecil  out  somewhere,  said — 

**That  child  is  in  love." 

**  How  absurd  !  "  cried  a  chorus  of 
friends.     **  In  love  !  at  sixteen  !  " 

And  the  young  married  woman  laughed, 
and  shrugged  her  pretty  shoulders  and 
went  away,  and  her  words  were  forgotten 
almost  before  the  echo  of  her  laugh  had 
died. 

Anyway,  it  is  certain  that  Cecil  seemed 
suddenly  to  have  grown  into  a  woman 
from  a  child.  Her  face  altered,  too,  a 
good  deal ;  a  few  lines  appeared  in  the 
forehead  and  round  the  mouth,  and  people 
complained  that  her  eyes  never  smiled 
even  if  her  lips  did. 

Less  than  a  year  after  Thornton's 
marriage  Mrs.  Dalston  died,  and  then, 
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indeed,  all  the  joy  of  her  life  was  over  for 
Cecil. 

She  went  to  live  with  an  uncle  and 
aunt  in  the  country.  She  had  cousins 
of  her  own  age  to  be  with,  and  I  know 
they  were  very  good  to  her,  but  1  do  not 
think  she  was  ever  very  happy  there. 
Probably  that  was  her  own  fault ;  she  was 
too  morbid  and  sensitive  a  nature  to  throw 
off  her  trouble  and  enter  afresh  into  the 
happiness  of  life  as  she  oug'ht  to  have 
done.  Perhaps  in  time  she  might  have 
cared  for  some  other  man — more  than  one 
man  had  already  cared  for  her — and  been 
a  happy  wife  and  mother  after  all,  but  she 
died  a  year  later  from  scarlet  fever,  caught 
from  a  poor  old  woman  in  the  village, 
whom  she  had  found  utterly  neglected, 
and  had  nursed  till  arrangements  for  her 


removal  to  the  hospital  could  be  made, 
or  course  she  was  sent  to  the  hospital 
too,  so  there  was  no  one  present  when  she 
died  except  the  doctor andahard-featured 
nurse,  who  barely  listened  to 'the  long 
fevered  ramblings  about  a  "dance "and 
a  "  wet  afternoon "  and  a  man  called 
"  Ralph." 

When  her  eldest  cousin  was  looking 
through  her  private  desk  the  day  after 
Cecil's  funeral,  she  came  upon  a  torn 
dogskin  glove — a  girl's  glove — wrapped 
round  a  pink  ball  programme,  and  won- 
dered what  possible  connection  the  two 
could  have  as  she  threw  them  into  the 
fire. 

That  is  the  end  of  the  story.  Rose- 
leaf  agony  do  you  say  ?  A  storm  in  a 
tea-cup  ?     Perhaps  so. 
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By  dr.  JOSEPH   PARKER. 


IF  London  could  be  rebuilt  in  any 
adequate  sense,  the  problem  of  the 
unemployed  would  be  laid  to  rest  for  at 
least  half  a  century.  That  would  certainly 
be  a  distinct  and  satisfactory  advance  upon 
the  present  social  condition.  The  mere 
prospect  would  enkindle  special  interest  in 
almost  any  suggestion  or  scheme  that 
seeks  to  realise  such  an  issue.  It  would 
seem  to  be  perfectly  clear  that  something 
must  be  done ;  what  that  something  is 
may  perhaps  be  discovered  by  threshing 
out  two  or  three  schemes  that  bring  with 
them  at  least  a  prima  facie  claim  to 
attention.  The  scheme  proposed  by  this 
paper  is  nothing  less  than  the  vast  and 
costly  process  of  rebuilding  London. 
Such  a  scheme  (like  all  similar  schemes) 
will  have  to  fight  its  way  through  such 
epithets  and  sneers  as  "romantic," 
**  chimerical,"  "  visionary,"  "  insane,"  and 
"  impossible,"  and  if  it  cannot  do  that  it 
will  be  proved  that  another  scheme  must 
displace  it. 

The  main  proposition  is :  The  Rebuilding 
of  London  offers  the  most  adequate  alleviation 
ofpmeni  economic  and  social  difficulties. 

As  to  methods,  times,  purchases,  and 
co-operations,  these  must  clearly  be 
referred  to  independent  and  competent 
ex~  :rts.  This  paper  is  not  a  Parliament- 
ary Bill;  at  best  it  is  but  a  series  of 
suggestions  which  :nay  serve  as  hints  to 
any  draughtsman  who  may  undertake  the 
formal  elaboration  of  such  a  document. 

When  Brunei  was  consulted  about  some 
difficult  and  expensive  engineering  opera- 
tions, he  declared  that  engineers  had  only 
one  real  difficulty  to  cope  with,  and  that 
was  money.  In  this  case  the  money 
difficulty  would  not  arise.  If  the  Chancellor 
of  the  Exchequer  were  to  ask  for  twenty- 
five  millions,  or  four  times  that  amount,  at 
a  very  moderate  interest  (for  it  must  be 
remembered  that  we  have  to  deal  with 
unemployed  wealth  as  well  as  with  unem- 
ployed   men),     the     money     would     be 
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subscribed  within  a  good  deal  less  than 
a  week. 

For  the  purpose  of  rebuilding,  London 
might  be  divided  into  eight  or  ten  prin- 
cipal centres  in  some  such  way  as  this — 

1 .  Civic  :  Mansion  House,  Guildhall, 
minor  courts.  County  Council  Offices, 
departmental  bureaus ;  the  whole  con- 
stituting a  crescent  of  magnificent  build- 
ings. 

2.  Railways  :  All  the  railways  to  be 
brought  to  one  centre,  say  Ludgate  Circus 
(as  best  for  all  the  points  of  the  compass), 
where,  of  course,  would  be  erected  stations, 
warehouses,  offices,  and  all  other  necessary 
buildings. 

3.  Financial:  All  the  banks,  ex- 
changes, insurance  offices,  clearing-houses, 
and  similar  institutions.  The  Bank  of 
England  would,  of  course,  have  to  be 
rebuilt,  and  during  the  rebuilding  of  such 
a  pile  Newgate  Jail  (which  has  no  business 
in  the  City)  could  easily  be  so  adapted  as 
to  bring  the  inconvenience  within  the 
narrowest  limits. 

4.  Markets  :  Smithfield,  Covent  Gar- 
den, Fish  Market,  Mincing  Lane,  Mark 
Lane,  and  others. 

5.  Postal  :  Gc.:3rar  Po  t  Office,  Money 
Order  Office,  Central  Tc  legraph  Office, 
International  Cable  Offi«:es,  residences, 
libraries,  news  rooms,  and  savings  banks. 

6.  Literary  :  Abolish  Paternoster 
Row;  begin  Fleet  Street  at  some  point 
on  the  Thames  Embankment,  from 
which  it  could  be  extended  right 
through  to  Holbom,  thus  running  north 
and  south  instead  of  cast  and  west  ;  to 
Fleet  Street  bring  booksellers,  publishers, 
stationers,  printers,  and  all  that  belongs 
to  them. 

7.  Educational  :  University  buildings, 
public  schools,  museums,  art  galleries, 
polytechnics,  School  Board  Offices,  acad- 
emies, and  schools  of  music.  The  British 
Museum  might  be  one  of  the  lines  of  this 
centre. 

8.  Dramatic  and  Recreational  : 
Theatres,    concert  -  halls,     ervtexXa^ssKw^x^. 
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Silleries  and  chambers,  lyric  clubs,  akid 
e  like,  the  whole  constituting  a  new  and 
glorified  Leicester  Square. 

9.  Political  :  Partv  clubs  and  kindred 
institutions  forming  three  sides  of  Tra- 
falgar Square  ;  or  this  might  be  called  the 
club  centre — a  thorough  embodiment  of 
the  club  life  of  to-day — metropolitan, 
national,  and  international. 

The  shipping  centre  is,  of  course,  de- 
termined by  the  river. 

It  is  absurd  to  suppose  that  any  centre 
will  absorb  and  represent  everything  that 
comes  under  its  own  designation.  The 
scheme  can  only  be  laid  down  on  general 
lines.  There  will  always  be  necessary 
exceptions,  branches,  local  advantages, 
and  so  forth,  yet  these  need  not  seriously 
impair  the  unity  or  prestige  of  any  centre. 
Paternoster  Row  represents  the  book  trade 
wherever  the  English  language  is  spoken, 
yet  no  one  imagines  that  all  publishers  arc 
to  be  found  in  that  particular  lane  alone. 
That  may  illustrate  the  use  of  the  term 
cenin  for  the  purpose  of  the  present 
inquiry. 

Such  an  arrangement  of  centres  would 
reouire  a  large  intra-mural  use  of  electric 
railways,  with  a  subway  so  arranged  and 
managed  as  to  get  rid  of  the  miserable 
spectacle  to  be  seen  any  morning 
between  nine  and  ten  along  the  whole 
length  of  Oxford  Street  and  other  princi- 
pal thoroughfares,  such  as  orange-boxes, 
pails,  flagons,  tubs,  coal-boxes,  and  all 
manner  of  unsightly  receptacles  filled  with 
ashes  and  various  refuse.  This  disgrace- 
ful state  of  the  best  thoroughfares  in 
London  can  ovXj  be  remedied  by  an 
adequate  adaptation  of  subways.  Can 
anytning  be  less  agreeable  than  to  see 
dustmen  bringing  loads  of  refuse  through 
cookshops  and  restaurants  ? 

Much  of  the  material  used  in  the 
rebuilding  of  London  might,  with  obvious 
advantage,  be  brought  from  Aberdeen, 
Portland,  Bath,  Derbyshire,  and  other 
^i:eat  ({uarries,  thus  extending  the  quicken- 
mg  impulse  to  distant  and  outlying 
places,  and  perhaps  suggesting  the 
possible  rebuilding  of  other  great  cities. 
London  would  bear  an  immense  infusion 
of  granite  and  Portland  stone,  and  could 
wefi  dispense  with  miles  of  depressing 
stucco. 

The     multiplication     of     commercial 

arcades,  with  well  ventilated  ciystal  roofii, 

ihe  whole  su/Sdeotiy  lighted  and  heated^ 


would  do  much  to  cope  even  with  the 
severest  frosts  or  the  wildest  weather. 
Imagine  Regent  Street  so  roofed  and 
warmed ! 

It  will  not  be  supposed,  of  course,  that 
the  rebuilding  of  London  can  be  begun 
to-morrow  morning,  nor  is  it  to  be 
supposed  that  the  whole  scheme  can  be 
begun  in  its  entire  length  and  breadth 
this  day  twelvemonth.  The  vital  point  is 
that  whenever  the  scheme  is  begun,  the 
part,  however  limited,  must  be  done  with 
a  view  to  the  whole;  that  is  to  say,  a 
start  can  be  made  with  one  centre,  and 
made  with  such  foresight  that  other 
centres  could  work  up  to  it  in  the  devel- 
opment of  architectural  coherence  and 
symmetry.  Why  not  begin  with  the 
railway  centre  or  the  market  centre  ?  But 
to  do  this  properly  the  whole  conception 
of  the  rebuilding  should  be  reduced  to 
plan  and  scale,  so  that  there  would  be  no 
danger  of  patchwork,  or  of  doing  and 
undoing  by  the  rule  of  thumb.  It  would 
thus  be  understood  from  the  outset  that 
all  the  streets  radiating  from  each  centre 
should  be  built  in  keeping  with  their  point 
of  origin,  though  the  reconstruction  of 
every  street  might  not  take  effect  for  half 
a  century. 

In  connection  with  each  centre  it  might 
be  .good  political  economy  to  establish  a 
labour  settlement.  We  hear  of  labour 
members,  labour  journals,  labour  unions, 
labour  churches :  why  boggle  at  labour 
settlements  ?  The  connection  with  the 
centre  need  not  be  determined  by  distance. 
The  Whitechapel  settlement  might  be 
related  to  the  financial  centre.  The 
settlement  at  Bermondsey  might  enjoy  the 
co-operation  of  a  rich  relative  by  being 
connected  with  the  railway  centre.  Along 
this  line  may  lie  the  equalisation  of  rates 
and  taxes,  and  the  interblending  of  interests 
too  often  in  needless  collision.  Why  should 
not  the  new  Leicester  Square — ^the  rendez- 
vous of  refinement  and  luxury — have  its 
affiliated  labour  settlement  in  the  New 
North  Road  or  in  the  lowlands  of  Lam- 
beth ?  It  is  one  thing  to  dine  with  poor 
relations  and  another  to  send  them  a  postal 
order. 

The  discussion  of  such  matters  is  ren- 
dered absolutely  necessary  by  actual  social 
conditions.  Is  it  too  much  to  describe 
them  as  in  a  sense  tragical  ?  We  are  not 
cuttinff  out  and  painting  a  few  paper  toys, 
or  making  shot  answers  to  trivial  conun- 
droms.    We  are  in  a  severe  social  crisis. 
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and  on  all  hands  we  wish  to  deal  wisely 
with  it.  Something  must  be  done.  Some- 
thing must  be  done  quickly.  That 
something  must  be  audacious,  sweeping, 
statesmanlike,  and  perhaps  unprecedented 
in  daring  and  ambition.  But  even  ambition 
may  be  patriotic  and  beneficent. 

Suburban  London  would  not  be  over- 
looked in  a  sufficient  rebuilding  scheme. 
It  is  hardly  an  exaggeration  to  say  that 
suburban  London  is  a  disgrace  to  civilisa- 
tion. Terry-building  is  about  the  most 
criminal  outrage  that  can  be  perpetrated. 
And  here,  as  always,  it  is  the  poor  who 
have  to  suffer ;  not  the  pauper  class,  but 
men  trying  to  make  both  ends  meet 
when  one  of  the  ends  is  a  small  income 
and  the  other  a  large  family.  The 
poor  man's  house  should,  on  its  own  scale, 
be  as  well  built  as  the  rich  man*s  castle, 
and  would  be  so  under  a  proper  rebuilding 
scheme. 

Supposing  the  idea  of  centres  to  be 
substantially  adopted,  there  should  almost 
necessarily  follow  a  great  scheme  of  light 
and  water.  In  every  centre  there  should 
be  a  fountain,  as  in  Trafalgar  Square 
(around  which  could  be  grouped  figures  of 
eminent  Englishmen,  not  only  heroic,  but 
social  and  civic),  which  could  be  banked 
with  flowers  and  green  stuff.  It  might 
even  be  practicable  to  bring  a  sea-canal  to 
London ;  certainly  a  river-way  could  be 
cut  down  to  Brighton.  The  issues  of  such 
a  connection  with  the  coast  no  one  can 
foresee  and  estimate  ;  and  who  can  doubt 
the  attractiveness  of  a  residential  use  of 
the  riverside?  It  is  beyond  all  doubt 
that  London  could  be  so  rebuilt  as 
to  bring  back  thousands  who  now  travel 
miles  daily  between  the  City  and  the 
suburbs.  With  noble  crescents  and 
squares,  on  a  scale  unknown  at  present, 
London  might  offer  supreme  residential 
attractions. 

Is  it  too  much  to  hope  that  mechanical 
genius  will  discover  a  means  of  warming 
the  inner  circles  of  London  so  as  to 
abate  or  counteract  the  deadly  effects  of  a 
long  and  bitter  frost  7  It  ought  at  all 
events  to  be  comparatively  easy  so  to 
regulate  the  water-mains  as  to  render  a 
water-famine  impossible.  And  is  there 
no  way  of  getting  rid  of  so-called  water- 
ing-carts in  summer  ?  With  electric  rail- 
ways intersecting  underground  London, 
could  not  some  arrangement  be  contrived 
by  which  a  water-train  could  pass  under 
the  main  thoroughfares  (say,  twice  a  day 


at  fixed  hours)  and  thoroughly  drench  the 
roads  ?  They  would,  indeed,  be  fountain- 
trains.  There  are  already  openings  from 
the  underground  railways  communicating 
with  the  outer  air.  Can  the  idea  not  be  so 
adapted  as  to  secure  larger  uses  } 

As  to  contracts  and  prices,  why  should 
not  the  local  government  (whatever  it  may 
be)  contract  directly  with  all  labour 
agencies  }  Then  there  could  be  no 
possibility  of  strikes  and  labour  wars. 
But  what  about  the  great  building  firms  } 
So  much  the  better  for  them,  for  they 
could  be  engaged  as  inspectors,  surveyors, 
or  directors,  whose  work  would  be  to  see 
that  all  contracts  were  efficiently  carried 
out  in  the  letter  and  spirit  of  the  specifica- 
tions and  estimates.  Along  with  archi- 
tects and  designers  of  every  name  they 
would  constitute  the  genius  of  the  whole 
undertaking.  There  need  be  no  loss 
of  dignity  and  independence  on  their 
part,  while  there  would  be  considerable 
access  of  status  and  responsibility  on  the 
part  of  labour.  Or  there  is  another  view. 
Labour  must  go  somewhere  for  its  ma- 
terials— stone,  timber,  iron,  glass — why 
not  go  to  the  great  building  firms  }  And 
why  should  not  the  great  building  firms 
let  for  proper  loan  and  rental  such  neces- 
saries as  scaffolds,  ladders,  barrows,  cranes, 
and  other  apparatus  ?  By  this  arrange- 
ment the  building  firms  would  not  suffer 
loss  of  income,  yet  they  would  get  rid  of 
many  a  worry  and  vexation.  This  ques- 
tion, however,  would  settle  itself  if  a 
general  agreement  could  be  established  as 
to  the  desirableness  of  rebuilding  London. 
The  greatness,  the  utility,  and,  indeed,  the 
poetry  of  the  whole  scheme  might  happily 
affect  the  sense  of  duty  all  round. 

Rebuilt  London  would  solve  many  prob- 
lems, notably  the  style  and  compass  of 
government  best  suited  to  altered  con- 
ditions. This  paper  does  not  concern 
itself  with  contending  views  of  metro- 
politan government.  Probably  something 
strong  is  to  be  said  for  every  view.  But 
a  new  London  would  mean  a  rearrange- 
ment of  powers  and  jurisdictions.  Every 
centre  might  have  its  own  mayoralty, 
corporation,  vestry,  and  other  official 
representation  ;  or  it  might  have  all  these 
for  local  use,  leaving  what  may  be  called 
imperial  questions  for  a  central  council  or 
legislature.  It  is  quite  evident  (and  to  this 
point  attention  must  revert  again  and 
again,  even  at  the  risk  of  tediousness)  that 
the  occasion  calls  for  strenuous  measures. 
A  pill  for  an  earthquake  is  an  outworn 
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potic]'.  If  we  had  to  deal  with  unemployed 
men  only,  the  case  would  be  one-sided. 
But  we  have  to  deal  also  with  unemployed 
capital — with  idle  millions.  We  have 
to  consider  an  all -round  situation, 
Business  is  in  a  pitiable  plight.  Compe- 
tition has  become  aggravated  into  war. 
England  is  in  danger  of  becoming  less  and 
less  every  day.  In  view  of  such  a  social 
condition,  it  is  worse  than  ridiculous  to 
imagine  that  the  pressure  can  be  relieved 
by  a  revival  and  extension  of  the 
stone -breaking  industry.  Nor  can  it  be 
adequately  relieved  by  building  a  few  more 


ships.  But  in  the  rebuilding  of  London  all 
classes  without  exception  would  be 
included  and  benefited  —  architects, 
navvies,  builders,  designers,  painters, 
decorators,  quarrymen,  colliers,  seamen, 
and  every  class  of  mechanic,  labourer, 
artist,  and  artisan,  would  be  in  full  and 
remunerative  employment.  All  thatis  merely 
spasmodic  and  fitful  must  be  discouraged, 
because  of  the  necessary  and  disastrous 
reaction.  In  the  rebuilding  of  London 
the  rational  thoroughgoing  revolution 
would  proceed  upon  legitimate  and  healthy 
lines. 


SCENES     IN     THE     VOSHTI     HILLS. 

By  gilbert  PARKKR. 
IV.— THE    GUARDIAN    OF    THE    FIRE. 


*'  Height  unto  height  answereth  knowledge." 

HIS  was  the  first  watch,  the  farthest 
fire,  for  Shaknon  Hill  towered 
above  the  great  gulf,  and  looked  back  also 
over  thirty  leagues  of  country  towards  the 
great  city.  There  came  a  time  again 
when  all  the  land  was  threatened.  From 
sovereign  lands  far  off  two  fleets  were 
sailing  hard  to  reach  the  wide  basin  before 
the  walled  city — the  one  to  save,  the  other 
to  destroy.  If  Tinoir,  the  Guardian  of  the 
Fire,  should  sight  the  destroying  fleet,  he 
should  light  two  fires  on  Shaknon  Hill, 
and  then,  even  on  the  edge  of  the  wide 
basin,  in  a  treacherous  channel,  the  people 
would  send  out  fire-rafts  to  burn  the  ships 
of  the  foe,  for  they  would  be  helpless  in 
the  turmoil  and  the  fire.  Five  times  in 
the  past  had  Tinoir  been  the  Guardian  of 
the  fire,  and  five  times  had  the  people 
praised  him ;  but  praise  and  his  scanty 
wage  were  all  he  got. 

The  hut  in  which  he  lived  with  his  wife 
on  another  hill,  ten  miles  from  Shaknon, 
had  but  two  rooms,  and  their  little  farm 
and  the  garden  gave  them  but  enough  to 
live,  no  more.  Elsewhere  there  was  good 
land  in  abundance,  but  it  had  been  said 
years  ago  to  Tinoir  by  the  great  men  that 
he  should  live  not  far  from  Shaknon,  so 
that  in  times  of  peril  he  might  guard  the 
fire,  and  be  the  sentinel  for  all  the  people. 
Perhaps  Tinoir  was  too  dull  to  see  that  he 
was  giving  all  and  getting  naught,  that 
while  he  waited  and  watched  he  was 
always  poor  and  also  was  getting  old. 
There  was  no  house  or  home  within  fifty 
miles  of  them,  and  only  now  and  then 
some  wandering  Indians  lifted  their  latch, 
and  drew  in  beside  their  fire,  or  a  good 
priest  with  a  soul  of  love  for  others  came 
and  said  a  Mass  in  the  room  where  a  little 
Calvary  had  been  put  up,  or,  if  in  summer, 
under  the  good  pine-trees.  Two  children 
had  come  and  gone,  and  Tinoir  and 
Dalice  had  dug  their  graves  and  put  them 
in  a  warm  nest  of  maple-leaves,  and  after- 
wards lived  upon  the  memories  of  them. 
But  only  these  two  children  came — no 
more  ;  and  Tinoir  and  Dalice  grew  closer 
and  closer  to  each  other,  coming  to  look 
in  fece,  as  they  had  long  been  alike 


in  mind  and  feeling.  None  ever  lived 
nearer  to  nature  than  they,  and  wild  things 
grew  to  be  their  friends;  so  that  you  might 
see  Dalice  at  her  door  tossing  crumbs  with 
one  hand  to  birds,  and  with  the  other  bits 
of  meat  to  foxes,  martins,  and  wild  dogs, 
that  came  and  went  unharmed  by  them. 
Tinoir  shot  no  wild  animals  for  profit — 
only  for  food,  and  for  skins  and  furs  to 
wear.  Because  of  this,  he  was  laughed  at 
by  all  who  knew,  save  the  priest  of  St. 
Sulpice,  who  on  Easter  Day,  when  the 
little  man  came  yearly  to  Mass,  over  two 
hundred  miles  x)f  countr)',  praised  him  to 
his  people,  and  made  much  of  him,  though 
Tinoir  was  not  vain  enough  to  see  it. 

When  word  came  down  the  river,  and 
up  over  the  hills  to  Tinoir,  that  war  was 
come,  and  that  he  must  go  to  watch  for 
the  hostile  fleet  and  for  the  friendly  fleet 
as  well,  he  made  no  murmur,  though  it  was 
the  time  of  harvest,  and  Dalice  had  had  a 
sickness  from  which  she  had  not  recovered. 

**  (jo,  my  Tinoir,"  said  Dalice,  with  a 
little  smile,  **  and  I  will  reap  the  grain.  If 
your  eyes  are  sharp,  you  shall  see  my  bright 
sickle  moving  in  the  sun." 

**  There  is  the  churning  of  the  milk  too, 
Dalice,"  answered  Tinoir.  **  You  are  not 
strong,  and  sometimes  the  butter  comes  so 
slow  ;  and  there 's  the  milking  also." 

*•  Strength  is  coming  to  me  fast,  Tinoir," 
she  said.  And  she  drew  herself  up,  but  her 
dress  lav  almost  flat  on  her  bosom.  Tinoir 
took  her  arm  and  felt  it  above  the  elbow. 

"  It  is  like  the  muscle  of  a  little  child," 
he  said. 

"  But  I  will  drink  those  bottles  of  red 
wine  the  (lOvernor  sent  the  last  time  you 
watched  the  fire  on  Shaknon,"  she  said, 
brightening  up  and  trying  to  cheer  him. 

He  nodded,  for  he  saw  what  she  was 
trying  to  do,  and  said:  "And  a  little  of 
the  gentian  and  orange-root  three  times  a 
dav — eh,  Dalice  ?  " 

Then  they  both  nodded  at  each  other, 
and  said  the  war  would  soon  be  over,  and 
guarding  the  fire  done  ;  and  after  arrang- 
ing for  certain  signs,  by  little  fires,  which 
they  were  to  light  upon  the  hills  and  so 
speak  with  each  other,  they  said,  **  Good- 
day,   Dalice,"  and    "  Good-^'^j  ^  XvsNsivtT 
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and  then  <]rank  a  glass  of  the  red  wine, 
and  added,  "  Thank  the  good  God  "  ;  and 
then  Tinoir  wiped  his  mouth  with  his 
sleeve,  and  went  away,  leaving  Dalice  with  a 
broken  glass  at  her  feet,  and  a  look  in  her 
eyes  which  it  is  well  that  Tinoir  did  not  see. 
But  as  he  went  he  was  thinking  how,  the 
night  before,  Dalice  had  lain  with  her  arm 
round  his  neck  hour  after  hour  as  she 


slept,  as  she  diti  before  they  (  ver  had  a 
child,  and  that  even  in  her  sleep  she  kissed 
him  as  she  used  to  kiss  him  before  he 
brought  her  away  from  the  parish  of 
St.  Genevieve  to  be  his  wife.  And  the 
more  he  thought  about  it  the  happier  be 
became,  and  more  than  once  he  stopped 
and  shook  his  head  in  pleased  retro- 
spection.    And  Dalite  thought  of  it  too 
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as  she  hur  j  over  the  chum,  her  face 
drawn  and  tired  and  shining  with  sweat ; 
and  she  shook  her  head,  and  tears  came 
into  her  eyes,  for  she  saw  further  than 
Tinoir.  And  once,  as  she  passed  his  coat 
on  the  wall,  she  rubbed  it  softly  with  her 
hand,  as  she  might  his  curly  head  when  he 
lay  beside  her. 

From  Shaknon  Tinoir  watched  ;  but,  of 
course,  he  could  never  see  her  bright 
sickle  shining,  and  he  could  not  know 
whether  her  dress  still  hung  loose  upon  her 
breast  or  the  flesh  of  her  arms  was  still  like 
a  child's.  If  all  was  well  with  Dalice,  a 
little  fire  should  be  lighted  at  the  house- 
^>  door  just  at  the  going  down  of  the  sun, 
^  and  it  should  be  at  once  put  out.  If  she 
were  ill,  a  fire  should  be  lit  and  tlien  put 
out  two  hours  after  sundown  ;  if  she 
should  be  ill  beyond  any  help,  this  fire 
should  burn  on  till  it  went  out. 

Day  after  day  Tinoir,  as  he  watched  for 
the  coming  fleet,  saw  the  fire  lit  at  sun- 
down and  then  put  out ;  but  one  night 
the  fire  did  not  come  till  two  hours  after 
sundown,  and  it  was  put  out  at  once.  He 
fretted  much,  and  he  prayed  that  Dalice 
might  be  better,  and  he  kept  to  his  post, 
looking  for  the  fleet  of  the  foe.  Evening 
after  evening  was  this  other  fire  lighted 
and  then  put  out  at  once,  and  a  great 
longing  came  to  him  to  leave  this  guard- 
ing of  the  fire,  and  go  to  her — **  for  half  a 
day,"  he  said,  "  just  for  half  a  day."  But 
in  that  half-day,  in  half  that  half-day,  the 
fleet  might  pass,  and  then  it  would  be  said 
that  Tinoir  had  lost  his  country.  Sleep 
left  him  and  he  fought  a  demon  night  and 
day,  and  always  he  remembered  Dalice's 
arms  about  his  neck  and  her  kisses  that 
last  night  they  were  together.  Twice  he 
started  away  from  his  post  to  go  to  her, 
but  before  he  had  gone  a  hundred  paces 
he  came  back. 

One  afternoon  at  last,  he  saw  ships,  not 
far  oif,  rounding  the  great  cape  in  the 
gulf,  and  after  a  time,  at  sunset,  he  knew 
by  their  shape  and  sails  it  was  the  fleet  of 
the  foe,  and  so  he  lighted  his  great  fires, 
and  it  was  answered  leagues  away  towards 
the  city  by  another  fire. 

And  two  hours  after  sunset  the  fire  in 
front  of  Tinoir's  home  was  lighted,  and 
was  not  put  out,  and  Tinoir  sat  and 
watched  it  till  it  died  away.  So  he  sat 
in  the  light  of  his  own  great  war-fire 
till  morning,  for  he  could  not  travel  at 
night,  and  Uien,  his  duty  over,  he  went 
back  to  his  home,  and  found  Dalice  lying 
beside  the  ashes  of  her  fire,  past  hearing 
all  he  said  in  her  ear,  unheeding  the  kiss 
he  set  upon  her  lips. 


Two  nights  afterwards,  coming  back 
from  laying  her  beside  her  children,  he 
saw  a  great  light  in  the  sky  towards  the 
city,  as  of  a  huge  fire.  When  the  courier 
came  to  him  bearing  the  Governor's 
message  of  thanks  and  the  praise  of  the 
people,  and  told  of  the  enemy's  fleet 
destroyed  by  the  fire-rafts,  he  stared  at  the 
man,  then  turned  his  head  to  a  place 
where  a  pine  cross  showed  against  the 
green  grass,  and  said  :  '*  Dalice,  my  wife, 
is  dead." 

"  You  have  saved  your  country,  Tinoir," 
answered  the  courier  kindly. 

"What  is  that  to  me?"  he  said,  and 
fondled  the  rosary  Dalice  used  to  carry 
when  she  lived ;  and  he  would  speak  to 
the  man  no  more. 


r^«f^ 


v.— BY    THAT    PLACE    CALLED 
PERADVENTURE. 

BY  that  place  called  Peradventure  in 
the  Voshti  Hills  dwelt  Golgothar, 
the  strong  man,  who,  it  was  said,  could 
break  an  iron  pot  with  a  blow,  or  pull  a 
tall  sapling  from  the  ground. 

**  If  I  had  a  hundred  men  so  strong," 
said  Golgothar,  "  I  would  go  and  conquer 
Nooni,  the  city  of  our  foes." 

Because  he  had  not  the  hundred  men 
he  did  not  go,  and  Nooni  still  sent  insults 
to  the  country  of  Golgothar,  and  none 
could  travel  safe  between  the  capitals.  And 
Golgothar  was  sorry. 

**  If  I  had  a  hundred  men  so  strong," 
sdd  Golgothar,  **I  would  build  a  dyke  to 
keep  the  floods  back  from  the  people 
crowded  on  the  lowlands." 

Because  he  had  not  the  hundred  men, 
now  and  again  the  floods  came  down,  and 
swept  the  poor  folk  out  to  sea,  or  laid  low 
their  habitations.  And  Golgothar  pitied 
them. 

**  If  I  had  a  hundred  men  so  strong," 
said  Golgothar,  "  I  would  clear  the  wild 
boar  from  the  forests,  that  the  children 
should  not  fear  to  play  among  the  trees." 

Because  he  had  not  the  hundred  men 
the  graves  of  children  multiplied,  and 
countless  mothers  sat  by  empty  beds  and 
mourned.  And  Golgothar  put  his  head 
between  his  knees  in  trouble  for  them. 

**  If  I  had  a  hundred  men  so  strong," 
said  Golgothar,  "  I  would  with  great  stones 
mend  the  broken  pier,  and  the  bridge 
between  the  islands  should  not  fall." 

Because  he  had  not  the  hundred  men  at 
last  the  bridge  gave  way,  and  a  legion  of 
the    King's    army    were   carried    to    the 


I  82 


SCKNES   IN   THK   VOSHTE    HILLS. 


whirlpool,  whc-ri'  iht-y  fought  in  vain.  And 
Golgothar  niaiie  a  feast  of  remvmbrance 
to  them,  and  icars  drip|)(.d  on  his  beard 
when  he  said,  "  Hail  and  farewell ! " 

"  If  I  had  a  hundred  men  so  strong," 
said  Golgothar,  •'  I  would  go  against  thi- 
wails  of  chains  our  rebels  built,  and  break 
tht-ni  one  by  one." 

Because  he  had  not  the  hundred  men 
the   chain    walls    blocked    the    onlv   pass 


between  the  hills,  and  so  cut  in  two  the 
kingdom  ;  and  they  who  pined  for  corn 
went  wanting,  and  they  who  wished  for 
fish  went  hungry.  And  Golgothar,  brooding. 
said  his  heart  bled  for  his  country. 

"If  I  had  a  hundred  men  so  strong," 
said  Golgothar,  "  1  would  go  among  the 
thousand  brigands  of  Miman,  and  bring 
back  the  beloved  daughter  of  our  city." 

Because  he  had  not  the  hundred  men 
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the  beloved  lady  languished  in  her  prison, 
for  the  brigands  asked  as  ransom  the  city 
of  Talgone  which  they  hated.  And  Gol- 
gothar  carried  in  his  breast  a  stone  image 
she  had  given  him,  and  for  very  grief  let 
no  man  speak  her  name  before  him. 

"  If  I  had  a  hundred  men  so  strong  !  " 
said  Golgothar,  one  day,  standing  on  a  great 
point  of  land,  and  looking  down  the  valley. 

And  as  he  said  it  he  heard  a  laugh,  and 
looking  down  he  saw  Sapphire,  or  Laugh- 
of-the-Hills,  as  she  was  called.  A  long 
staff  of  iron  wood  was  in  her  hands,  with 
which  she  jumped  the  dykes  and  streams 
and  rocky  fissures;  in  her  breast  were 
yellow  roses,  and  there  was  a  tuft  of  pretty 
feathers  in  her  hair.  She  reached  up  and 
touched  him  on  the  breast  with  her  staff; 
then  she  laughed  again,  and  sang  a  snatch 
of  song  in  mockery — 

**  I  am  a  king, 
I  have  no  crown, 
I  have  no  throne  to  sit  in 

"  Pull  me  up,  boy,"  she  said.  She 
wound  a  leg  about  the  staff,  and  taking 
hold,  he  drew  her  up  as  if  she  had  been  a 
feather. 

"  If  I  had  a  hundred  mouths  I  would 
kiss  you  for  that,"  she  said,  still  mocking ; 
**  but  having  only  one  I  *11  give  it  to  the  cat, 
and  weep  for  Golgothar." 

**  Silly  jade! "  he  said,  and  turned  towards 
his  tent. 

Suddenly,  as  they  passed  a  slippery  and 
dangerous  place  where  was  one  strong 
solitary  tree,  she  threw  a  noose  over  him, 
drew  It  fast,  and  sprang  far  out  over  the 
precipice  into  the  air.  Plvcn  as  she  did 
so  he  jumped  behind  the  tree  and  clasped 
it,  else  on  the  slippery  place  he  woukl 
have  gone  over  with  her.  The  rope  came 
taut,  and  presently  he  drew  her  up  again 
to  safety,  and  while  she  laughed  at  him 
and  mocked  him,  he  held  her  ti^ht  under 
his  arm  and  carried  her  to  his  lodge,  where 
he  let  her  go. 

**  Why  did  you  do  it,  devil's  madcap  ?  " 
he  said. 

**  Why  didn't  you  wait  for  the  hundred 
men  so  strong?"  she  laughed.  "Why 
did  you  jump  behind  the  tree  ? 

If  1  had  a  hundred  men.  heigho ! 

I  would  buy  my  com  foi  a  penny  a  gill  ; 
If  I  had  a  hundred  men  or  so, 

I  would  dig  a  grave  for  the  maid  of  the  hill, 
iieigho  ! " 

He  did  not  answer  her,  but  stirred  the 
soup  in  the  pot  and  tasted  it,  and  hung  a 
great  piece  of  meat  over  the  fire.  Then 
he  sat  down,  and  only  once  did  he  show 
anger  as  she  mockea  him,  and  that  was 


when  she  thrust  her  hand  into  his  breast, 
took  out  the  little  stone  image,  and  said — 

**  If  a  little  stone  god  had  a  hundred  hearts 
Would  a  little  stone  goddess  trust  in  one  r  " 

Then  she  made  as  if  she  would  throw  it 
into  the  fire,  but  he  caught  her  hand  and 
crushed  it,  so  that  she  cried  out  for  pain 
and  anger,  and  said  :  "  Brute  of  iron,  go 
break  the  posts  in  the  brigands*  prison- 
house,  but  leave  a  poor  girFs  bones  alone ! 
If  I  had  a  hundred  men — "  she  added, 
mocking  wildly*  again,  and  then,  spring- 
ing at  him,  put  her  two  thumbs  at  the 
corners  of  his  eyes,  and  cried,  "  Stir  a 
hand,  and  out  they  will  come — ^)'Our  eyes 
for  my  bones !  " 

And  he  did  not  stir  till  her  fury  was 
gone.  Then  he  made  her  sit  down  and 
eat  with  him,  and  afterwards  she  said 
softly  to  him,  and  without  a  laugh  :  **  Why 
should  the  people  say,  *  Golgothar  is  our 
shame,  for  he  has  great  strength,  and  yet 
he  does  nothing  but  throw  great  stones 
for  sport  into  the  sea  ?  " 

He  had  the  simple  mind  of  a  child,  and 
he  listened  to  her  patiently,  and  at  last 
got  up,  and  began  preparing  for  a  journey^ 
cleaning  all  his  weapons,  and  gathering 
them  together.  She  understood  him,  and 
she  said,  with  a  little  laugh  like  music  : 
**  One  strong  man  is  better  than  a 
hundred — a  little  key  will  open  a  great 
door  easier  than  a  hundred  hammers. 
What  is  the  strength  of  a  hundred  bullocks 
without  this,"  she  added,  tapping  him  on 
the  forehead. 

Then  they  sat  down  and  talked  together 
quietly  for  a  long  time,  and  at  sunset  she 
saw  him  start  away  upon  great  errands. 
And  before  two  years  had  gone  Nooni 
the  citv  was  taken  ;  the  chain  wall  of  the 
rebels  opened  to  the  fish  and  corn  of  the 
poor ;  the  children  wandered  in  the  forest 
without  fear  of  wild  boars ;  the  dyke  was 
built  to  save  the  ])eople  in  the  lowlands ; 
and  (iolgothar  carried  to  the  castle  the 
King  had  given  him  the  daughter  of  the 
city  freed  from  IMirnan. 

"  If  Golgothar  had  a  hundred  wives " 

said  a  voice  to  the  strong  man  as  he 
entered  the  castle  gates. 

Looking  up  he  saw  Sapphire.  He 
stretched  out  his  hand  to  her  in  joy  and 
friendship. 

** — I  would  not  be  one  of  them,"  she 
added  with  a  mocking  laugh  as  she 
dropped  from  the  wall,  leaped  the  moat  by 
the  help  of  her  staff,  and  danced  away 
laughing.  Yet  there  are  those  who  say 
that  tears  fell  down  her  cheeks  as  she 
laughed. 
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-FINE   OYSTERS!" 


By     JAMES      D.      SYMON. 


13  OTUNDITY,  enveloped  in  a  brown 
fv  cost,  ancient  but  comfortable,  that 
aunost  swept  the  ground ;  a  **  bowler  *' 
crowning  a  head  and  face  that  irresistibly 
suggested  a  sun -fish — that  is  an  impres- 
sionist  sketch  of  one  who  nightly  patrols 
a  certain  unfashionable  West-End  district, 
inviting  in  stentorian  tones  the  inhabitants 
to  purchase  his  **  Fine  oysters  !  " 

Slowly  he  plods  along  his  accustomed 
round,  patiently  pushing  his  barrow  and 
pausing  frequently  to  send  his  voice  down 
the  street,  where  it  re-echoes  from  side  to 
side  like  a  giant  tennis-ball  in  a  court  of 
the  ancient  model.  It  was  the  dull  **  flip- 
flop  "  of  his  business  cry  that  first  made 
me  pause  to  take  note  of  the  merchant, 
whose  keen  business  eye  swiftly  took  note 
of  me.  The  heavy  powerful  voice  rose 
once  more,  then  sank  to  a  conversational 
tone,  and  a  remark,  edged  with  a  jest, 
tempted  me  to  seek  the  gentleman's  better 
acquaintance.  **  Sixpence  a  dozen!  They're 
for  saile,  (iuv'nor,  not  for  adverZ/Vmient ! " 
He  set  his  barrow  down  as  he  spoke,  and 
faced  me.  It  must  be  confessed  that 
neither  dealer  nor  stock-in-trade  had  an 
altogether  tempting  aspect  when  viewed 
critically  by  the  light  of  the  four  guttering 
candles,  enclosed  in  smoky  lamp-glasses, 
that  adorned  the  stand.  But  it  was  his 
wit,  not  his  wares,  that  I  desired  to  taste. 
so  I  ventured  a  question  or  two  on  stnctly 
trade  topics,  in  hope  of  being  able  to  draw 
him  out  without  resorting  to  bribery  in  the 
first  instance.  If  conversation  flowed,  he 
could  be  remunerated  at  the  close  of  our 
talk ;  just  now  a  purchase  would  have  been 
impolitic.  He  expected  his  customers  to 
open  and  partake  on  the  spot,  or  if  not,  to 
carry  the  goods  away  at  once.  A  public 
banquet  I  could  not  away  with ;  and  it 
was  plain  that  to  buy  and  linger  without 
falling  on  the  delicacies  would  have  given 
offence,  and  would  either  have  rendered 
him  altogether  dumb  or  provoked  him  to 
oratory — of  an  amusing  character,  doubt- 
Ies0,  but  not  (to  borrow  the  watchword  of 


modem  popular  journalism)  **  what  wac 
wanted." 

The  hope,  however,  of  an  ultimate 
transaction, ^or,  perhaps,  of  something  else 
(to  be  noted  later),  kept  his  tongue  wagging 
bravely  for  a  little  on  what  was,  no  doubt, 
arrant  "shop."  Well  content,  I  let  it  wag, 
for  shop  was  wanted. 

There  were  two  qualities  of  oysters  on 
the  board,  each  pile  with  its  attendant 
placard  announcing  that  the  one  might  be 
had  at  sixpence  a  dozen,  the  other  at 
fourpence.  **  You  see,"  explained  the 
vendor,  **  I  can  get  them  at  about  two 
shillings  the  hundred,  but  they  stand 
ye  in  *arf-a-crown  the  *undred  adl  told : 
wot  wiv  candles  and  winegar,  you  can't  get 
out  under  the  'arf-crown.  Supposin',  now, 
I  started  wiv  three  'undred  o'  the  best,  that 
'ud  be  seven-an'-six.  // 1  sold  out  at  six- 
pence the  'undred  I  'd  be  five  shillin's  to 
the  good,  but  one  can't  count  on  that. 
Then  there 's  a  shillin'  a  d'y  for  the  barrer 
and  two-an'-six  a  week  for  house-rent,  and 
one-an'-six  a  d'y  to  the  missus,  an'  the 
copper's  tip  to  let  ye  stand  ten  minutes. 
So,  you  see,  we  can't  clear  much,  good 
an'  bad  d'ys  together.  Oh,  it's  a  foine 
time  we  'ave  ;  I  wonder  you  'aven'ta  barrer 
yourself,  Guv'nor.  You'd  think  even  a 
pound  a  d'y  not  good  enough  for  bein'  wet 
through.  I  s'y" — the  rotund  little  body 
waddled  closer  to  me  and  struck  the  atti- 
tude Mr.  Gus  Elen  has  rendered  classic — 
"I'll  toss  yer  for  two  drinks,  Guv'nor! 
Wen  one 's  bin  out  in  the  cold  and  the 
wet  for  hours  'e  needs  a  glass  o'  ale." 
Plainly  the  moment  had  come  for  encour- 
agement, but  I  waived  the  glorious  hazard 
of  the  spinning  coin,  and  made  the  little 
man  happy  by  a  more  direct  and  certain 
method.  His  affection  warmed  from  that 
moment,  and  personal  talk  became  easy 
and  unrestrained.  He  knew  the  true  secret 
of  friendly  converse  between  man  and 
man.  Out  came  a  stumpy  clav,  which  he 
charged  with  villainous  shag  ;  then,  pulling 
off  one  of  his  sooty  lamp-glasses  from  the 
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dip  it  enshrined,  he  bent  down  and  set 
the  calumet  agoing  at  the  candle-flame. 
Between  the  comforting  puffs  came  his 
story. 

**  I  goes  to  market  early — ^>'es,  Sir, 
Billingsgate  —  gets  there  at  seven,  an* 
sometimes  *as  to  wait  four  hours.  Then  I 
comes  'ome  and  puts  the  stock  in  a 
cellar — a  nice  cool  place  the  landlord  lets 
me  'avc  for  nuflin'.  Cioes  out  wiv  the 
barrer  at  five,  starts  'ollerin'  at  six.  About 
seven  o'clock,  on  an'  orf,  is  the  best  busi- 
ness time ;  some  folks  likes  'em  afore 
seven,  sonic  later,  but  by  nine  things  gets 
pretty  slack,  an'  there  ain't  much  'ope  o' 
more  traide  for  the  night,  I  taikes  'ome 
wot 's  left  over.  \'ou  see,  you  tries  always 
to  increase  vour  stock,  if  vou  can  ;  but  it's 
werry  'ard  w'en  one  'as  debts.  Lately  I 
was  cleared  out,  an'  a  gen'leman  opposyte 
the  street  wi'  me,  'e  guv  me  'arf-a-crown. 
It  goes  for  food.  Then  'e  give  me  five 
.shillin's.  I  'm  tryin'  'ard  to  clear  it  orf, 
but  we  fnusi  eat,  (juv'nor.  If  I  was  livin' 
as  I  ought,  I  couldn't  get  clear.  (Jh,  the 
streets !  I  wish  I  'tl  never  seen  'em  !  1 
was  'prenticed  to  a  wheelwright  fust,  and 
then  was  in  a  pianoforte  plaice  ;  but  it  was 
the  streets,  the  streets,  alius  the  streets,  for 
me  ! " 

The  throttling  grip  of  London  was  upon 
him ;  but  he  could  onlv  writhe  in  utter 
hopelessness.  His  day  of  grace  was  past. 
The  momentary  dis(|uietude  vanishetl, 
however,  and  the  okl  serenity  reasserted 
itself. 

**  Competition.''  Wv,  ves,  there 's  a  titlv 
lot  in  the  traitle,  but  we  maikes  a  livin', 
more  or  less." 

Kvidently,  it  was  rather  less  than  more. 
Still,  he  did  not  whine,  and  at  times  made 
a  shift  to  speak  cheerfully,  even  on  (.lelicate 
domestic  matters.  Marriage  had  not  been 
altogether  a  failure  with  him,  he  admitted, 
but  he  devoutly  wished  he  were  single. 
The  wife  was  a  burden  he  could  well  tlis- 
pense  with,  though  he  owned  that  she  was 
a  good  creature,  who  didn't  **  go  out 
drinkin',  or  that ;  but  then,  you  see,  Sir, 
she  'asn't  nuffm'  to  do  it  on."  I  fancied 
the  burden  of  marriage  arose  altogether 
from  lack  of  funds  to  maintain  an  estab- 
lishment ;  later,  however,  I  concluded  that 
there  might  be  other  reasons,  of  which 
more  hereafter.  Whatever  the  present 
state  of  his  matrimonial  relations,  his  life 
had  not  been  without  its  romance,  its  little 
love  story. 

**  I  was  bom  an'  brought  up  in  Edg- 
ware  Road,"  he  continued  ;  **  I  live  there 
now  in  a  back  room,  and  mv  wife  an'  me 
was  hoy  an'  girl  together.     But  when  she 


was  little,  her  people  got  into  trouble,  an' 
at  last  there  was  nuflfm  for  her  but  to  get 
an  *  order  to  go  in  * — wukkus,  you  know. 
Sir.  They  sent  her  to  Southall  School,  I 
believe,  an'  after  that  she  went  to  service. 
For  a  goodish  bit  I  lost  sight  o'  her,  but  at 
last  I  fell  in  wiv  a  friend  o'  mine — 'e  works 
in  oysters  too.  'E  were  a  married  man, 
Sir,  'e  were ;  an'  who  should  'e  'a  married 
but  a  sister  o'  my  gal's,  Well,  my  gal 
'appened  to  be  out  o'  a  plaice,  and  she 
come  to  live  along  o'  'er  sister,  my  pal's 
wife.      We  began  to   keep   company  an' 

so "  He  paused  and  shifted  from  foot  to 

foot.     "And  so?"     I  queried. 

**  I  married  'er,"  he  answered,  with  the 
shamefaced  air  of  a  small  bov  delected  in 
purloining  treacle  ;  *'yus,  we  wos  married, 
an'  'ere  we  are  !  That  wos  five  years  ago — 
we've  one  baiby." 

The  streets  by  this  time  were  growing 
deserted,  for  it  was  close  on  eleven  o'clock, 
and  Bayswater  is  not  Piccadilly.  It  was 
a  gusty  night  to  boot,  with  drear)'  slants 
of  cold  rain,  that  splashed  uncomfortably 
on  the  barrow  and  rendered  it  more  squalid 
and  unwholesome  looking  than  ever.  It 
did  not  seem  likely  that  the  little  pile  of 
empty  shells  lying  in  one  corner  would  be 
augmented,  or  that  the  delf  plates,  where 
rain-water  contended  for  the  mastery  with 
certain  forlorn  pools  of  vinegar,  would 
improve  upon  their  Barmecide  hospitality. 
To  this  fact  my  companion  was  evidently 
alive,  for  he  yoked  himself  to  his  car,  and 
prepared  to  move.  We  went  along  together 
for  a  space  indulging  in  fitful  scraps  of 
conversation,  broken  at  intervals  bv  the 
merchant's  crv,  "  Fine  ovsters !  "  which  he 
still  raisetl,  on  the  off-chance  of  luring 
some  Paddington  Montanus  to  bestow  late 
])atronage,  and  try  the  quality  of  the  wares 
that  yet  remained.  Nor  was  he  disap- 
pointed. Forth  from  the  public  house  at 
the  corner  came  a  sportive  Boniface, 
accompanied  by  a  friend.  Both  greeted 
the  merchant  familiarly.  The  two  new- 
comers were  in  merrv  vein,  and  mine  host 
challenged  his  companion  to  a  contest  of 
skill  in  guessing  an  oyster's  age  by  mark 
of  shell,  even  as  a  horse  is  dated  by  mark 
of  mouth.  But  the  less  erudite  com- 
rade fought  shy  of  the  challenge ;  so 
from  skill  the  worthy  allies  pa.ssed  to 
chance,  and  tossed  for  "two  dozen  o'  the 
best."  When  the  vendor  was  appeased 
with  a  shilling,  they  passed  within,  jesting 
merrily  on  the  vitalising  properties  of  the 
desirable  mollusc. 

Evidently  the  last  stroke  of  business  was 
done.  **  It  was  no  good  waitin'  about 
longer,"  the  vendor  remarked,  so  he  said 


188 


HOW  THE   OTHER   HAtF   LIVES. 


good-night,  and  headed  for  home.  Feeling 
chilled  by  long  waiting  in  the  wet,  I  turned 
off  for  a  sharp  turn  in  the  same  direction, 
and  soon  left  the  barrow  and  its  owner  far 
behind.  But  I  was  not  done  with  him,  as 
I  fancied.  Twenty  minutes  later,  as  I 
came  westwards  once  more,  I  caught  the 
murky  glimmer  of  four  stars  that  blinked 
and  staggered  towards  me.  It  was  the 
oyster-barrow  and  its  owner  wending  east. 
This  time  my  friend  was  attended — nay, 
guarded.     On  the  pavement,  close  along- 


side of  the  establishment  and  him  whoso 
humble  duty  it  was  to  ran  it,  strode 
a  lady — a  tall,  martial  personage  arrayed 
in  a  clean  white  apron,  whose  air  of 
proprietorship  bespoke  her  the  better 
half.  Doubtless  she  made  it  her  business 
to  see  that  scanty  earnings  were  not  made 
scantier  by  marital  indiscretions.  It  is  a 
duty  not  confined  to  goodwives  of  the 
"  Other  Half."  Elsewhere,  at  eventide,  we 
have  seen  the  business  man  being  taken 
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A      COMPLETE      RECOVERY. 


By   BARRY    PAIN. 


IT  had  been  a  clear  summer  day.  In 
the  pale  evening  sky  was  now  that 
one  star.  Through  flat  fields  a  straight 
white  road  led  from  Saffinwell  to  the 
station.  The  omnibus  of  the  Saffmwell 
Arms  met  all  trains — all  the.  poor  slow 
six — every  day.  It  was  now  making  its  last 
journey  to  the  station  for  the  day,  to  meet 
the  evening  down  -  train.  The  horses 
seemed  to  move  with  mechanical  dogged- 
ness  ;  they  had  been  doing  the  same  thing 
at  the  same  times  for  so  long.  As 
mechanically,  at  a  certain  point  in  the 
road,  the  driver  touched  his  hat.  He 
almost  always  passed  that  lady  just  there. 
It  had  been  a  novelty  to  him  once,  and 
then  a  joke,  and  now  it  was  what  the  thing 
that  always  happens  always  becomes  in  the 
end — nothing  at  all.  But  he  still  touched 
his  hat  every  evening  as  he  passed  her,  and 
with  reason  :  when  Miss  Emmeline  Folker 
was  so  ill  that  her  sister  and  her  doctor 
were  ready,  if  necessary,  to  use  physical 
force  to  prevent  her  from  walking  to  the 
station  to  meet  the  evening  train,  she 
would  take  a  cab  from  the  Saffinwell  Arms. 
**  Coachman,"  she  would  say,  **  when  you 
get  to  the  station,  draw  up  in  such  a 
position  that  I  can  see  everyone  who 
comes  out  from  the  7.15  train.  When  the 
last  has  gone  by,  unless  I  have  occasion 
to  give  an  order  to  the  contrar}-,  drive 
home  at  once."  But  it  was  seldom  that 
she  was  so  ill  as  to  consent  to  the  hire  of 
a  cab.  **  Our  circumstances,"  she  would 
say  to  her  sister  Alice,  **  are  comfortable 
enough,  but  they  do  not  justify  extrava- 
gance." She  refused  to  make  any  con- 
cessions t^  mere  weather.  Walking  or 
driving — and  almost  always  walking — she 
had  met  the  last  down-train  at  the  Saffin- 
well Station  every  night  for  the  last  twelve 
years.  **  Poor  mad  lady ! "  they  sometimes 
said  in  the  village.  She  was  forty-three 
years  old,  looked  sixty-three,  and  dressed 
like  twenty-three.  She  never  seemed 
sanguine  when  she  went  to  the  station,  or 
disappointed  when  she  came  back.  She 
smiled  pleasantly  if  she  met  anyone  she 
knew ;  the  worst  weather  could  not  damp 
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her  spirits.  If  she  had  time  to  chat  for  a 
minute  with  a  friend  without  being  late  for 
her  train,  she  always  appeared  bright, 
cheerful,  rational.  In  the  village  all  knew 
the  story. 

When  Miss  Emmeline  Folker  was  thirtv- 
one  years  old,  and  it  had  seemed  likely 
that  the  proud  beauty  (as  she  was  then — 
Alice  had  always  been  plain)  would  never 
become  engaged,  she  met  a  certain  W^il- 
frid  Gunton  and  falsified  expectations. 
Gunton  was  a  homely  man,  engaged  in 
business,  not  romantic,  not  good-looking, 
not  particularly  well  off.  There  seemed 
to  be  no  reason  why  Emmeline  should 
accept  him,  seeing  that  she  had  refused 
many  men  more  attractive  and  more 
eligible.  But  she  did  accept  him,  and  for 
the  first  time  in  her  life  was  in  love.  His 
least  wish,  however  commonplace,  had  but 
to  be  spoken  to  become  a  sacred  law  to 
her.  It  was  the  ever)'-day  miracle. 
Shortly  after  her  engagement  he  wrote 
that  he  was  coming  to  see  her.  He  was 
coming  from  London  by  the  last  down- 
train.  She  was  to  meet  it,  and  they 
would  walk  back  together  to  her  mother's 
house. 

She  never  would  believe  the  accounts 
of  the  accident  that  happened  to  the  train. 
She  never  would  believe  that  he  was  dead. 
They  showed  it  her  in  the  newspapers  ; 
his  mother  and  sisters  wrote  to  her.  She 
was  perfectly  cheerful  when  she  read  those 
letters,  but  a  little  embarrassed.  **  She  is 
a  dear  lady,"  she  said,  speaking  of  her 
lover's  mother,  *'  and  as  fond  of  a  joke  as 
Wilfrid  is  himself,  but  she  really  ought  not 
to  do  this.  Suppose  I  were  one  of  those 
nervous  and  hysterical  women,  what  harm 
it  might  do !  '  I  don't  know  what  Wilfrid 
will  say  to  her.  It  really  isn't  in  ven-  good 
taste — with  that  deep  mourning  cdi;c  on 
the  envelope  too.  However,  I  must  write 
her  a  chaffing  letter  back."  She  sat  down 
at  once  and  wrote  it ;  it  was  mercifully 
intercepted  before  it  reached  the  bereaved 
mother.  At  the  mention  of  mourning  she 
lost  her  temper.  "If,"  she  said  to  her 
sister,  **  either  you  or  mamma  suggest  that 
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I  should  wear  mourning,  or  wear  it  your- 
selves, or  try  in  any  way  to  keep  up  this 
stupid  and  hideous  farce,  I  will  never 
forgive  you.  I  'm  going  now,"  she  said, 
"  to  meet  the  last  down  -  train.  Don't 
drive  me  to  complain  to  Wilfrid  about 
this  silliness — it's  worse  than  that — it's 
madness ! " 

Every  night — every  night  for  twelve 
years  —  she  met  that  particular  train. 
Medical  advice  was  taken.  It  was  sug- 
gested that  they  should  leave  the  place, 
and  Emmeline  Folkcr  would  not  hear  of 
it — threatened  to  take  her  life  if  they 
insisted  upon  it.  She  was  perfectly 
rational  in  every  other  respect,  and  it 
was  considered  best  to  let  her  have  her 
way — to  humour  her.  When  her  own 
'nother  died,  she  shared  a  sincere  and 
natural  grief,  and  consented  to  wear 
mourning.  "  But,"  she  said,  **  it  must  be 
for  as  short  a  time  as  is  decent.  Wilfrid 
has  such  a  dislike  for  dark  colours. 
Mamma  would  have  understood."  She  kept 
close  watch  on  any  alterations  that  the 
railway  company  made  in  the  time  of  the 
arrival  of  the  last  down-train,  and  the 
dinner-time  for  herself  and  her  sister  was 
arranged  to  suit  it.  As  soon  as  she  got 
back  from  the  station,  she  dressed  for  dini.-.r 
(Alice  never  did  when  they  were  alone,  but 
Wilfrid  had  said  that  he  always  preferred 
to  dress),  and  at  dinner  a  place  had  always 
been  laid  for  him — **  in  case,"  she  said. 
Sometimes  she  would  say,  **  Poor  Wilfrid 's 
detained  again.  How  I  detest  business !  " 
or  more  often,  "  It  must  have  been 
to-morrow  night  he  meant,  then."  More 
often  still  she  would  make  no  allusion 
whatever  to  the  subject.  As  a  tragedy 
grows  old,  sympathy  grows  less.  There 
was  a  time  when  the  village  boys  shouted 
after  Miss  Emmeline  Folker  in  the  street. 
She  was  distressed  by  it,  but  could  not 
understand  it.  Long  before  twelve  years 
had  passed  she  had  established  her  right ; 
she  was  a  familiar  figure  ;  people  expected 
to  find  her  every  evening  on  the  road  to 
Saffinwell  Station.     That  was  the  storv. 

She  had  changed  much  in  those  twelve 
years.  She  hatl  lost  all  her  beauty,  and 
become  gaunt  and  grey.  She  had  acquired 
some  old  maid's  ways — great  neatness,  and 
a  certain  formality  in  speaking.  These 
were  the  merciless  changes  that  nature 
would  have  of  her.  For  the  rest,  she  did 
not  change.  She  persisted  in  wearing 
bright  colours.  Her  sister  remonstrated 
once.  **  Ah  !  "  said  Miss  Emmeline 
Folker,  **  wait  till  Wilfrid  comes,  and  he 
will  tell  you  which  of  us  knows  his  taste 
best."     Her  sister  went  into  another  room 


then ;  it  did  not  do  to  let  Emmeline  see 
her  crying.  Emmeline  had  a  vague  idea 
that  Alice  was  growing  old  before  her  time. 
Of  herself  she  always  spoke  as  quite  a 
young  woman.  If  any  objection  was  raised 
to  her  going  out  in  bad  weather,  she 
would  say,  "  My  dear  Alice,  you  must 
remember  that  young  people  can  do  with 
perfect  safety  things  that  old  people 
cannot." 

As  she  walked  along  the  road  to  the 
station  this  evening  the  sky  became 
quickly  overcast.  A  quarter  of  a  mile 
from  the  station  the  torrent  fell  and 
drenched  her  through.  The  train  was 
late,  and  she  had  to  wait  for  some  time  on 
the  platform — a  limp,  grotesque  figure  in 
her  wet  light  dress. 

**  You  don't  think,"  she  said  to  the 
porter,  **  that  there  can  have  been  any 
accident,  do  you  }  " 

"  No,  Miss,"  he  said,  with  a  grin,  as  he 
turned  awav. 

He  could  have  respected  the  pathos  of 
it  twelve  years  before ;  but  the  tragedy 
of  twelve  years  ago  is  the  comedy  of 
to-day. 

"  He  doesn't  understand  the  reason  for 
my  nervousness,"  she  thought  to  herself, 
smiling  charitably. 

When  she  got  back  her  sister  met  her 
with  some  consternation. 

**  You  must  have  got  wet  through, 
Emmie  !     You  '11  catch  cold  !  " 

**  Oh  no,  dear  !  I  shall  change  every- 
thing. Wilfrid 's  detained  again.  How 
annoyed  the  poor  darling  must  feel  at 
these  disappointments  !  "  It  was  rarely 
that  she  said  so  much  on  the  subject. 

Her  sister's  prophecy  came  true.  On 
the  following  day  Emmeline  had  a  cold 
and  was  feverish.  She  became  ver)'  ill 
indeed.  Her  sister  nursed  her  assiduously, 
and  she  completely  recovered. 


Yes  ;  that  was  where  her  story  began  to 
be  sad — she  completely  recovered.  The 
doctor  had  hinted  to  Alice  that  something 
of  the  kind  might  take  place,  and  it  ditl. 
One  disease  killed  the  other.  When 
Emmeline  recovered  from  her  fever  she 
also  recovered  from  her  kind,  merciful 
delusion. 

Alice  had  noticed  that  for  two  davs  her 
sister  had  never  spoken  of  her  lover,  and 
had  shown  no  inquietude  at  being  unable 
to  get  to  the  station.  Then  one  afternoon 
Emmeline  said  : 

**  Alice  darling,  they  needn't  lay  three 
places  at  dinner  to-night.  There 's  only 
we  two  now." 
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"  Yes,  dear,"  said  Alice,  with  no  voice 
to  say  more. 

"  There  was  something  in  a  newspaper," 
Emmeline  went  on.  "  They  showed  me  it 
a  long  time  ago,  and  I  half  remember  it. 
Have  you  got  it  still  ?  " 

Alice  fetched  it  for  her,  a  newspaper- 


just   as   he  liked    bright  people.     But  he 

would  understand — he  was  always  reason- 
able. I  must  send  a  note  to  the  dress- 
maker to-night," 

»  »  »  * 

'  the  doctor  came 


cutting  yellow  with  age.  Emmeline  took 
it  in  her  hand,  and  then  put  it  down. 
"After  all,"  she  said,  "I  remember  so 
much  that  I  couldn't  bear  any  more." 

"I've  grown  old,"  she  went  on  after  a 
pause,  "and  I'm  not  pretty  any  more, 
1  couldn't  help  that,  could  I  ?  But  I 
must  not  wear  these  dresses.  They  are 
not  suitable.    Wilfrid  liked  bright  colours 


"I  don't  think  I  need  come  a^ain,"  he 
said  afterwards  to  Alice.  "  Vour  sister's 
none  the  worse  for  her  illness — in  fact, 
she's  the  belter  for  it.  It's  a  complete 
recoverj-." 

"  There  's  no  further  danger  .- " 
"My  dear  Miss  Folker,  with  reasonable 
care  your  sister  may  live  to  be  eifjbty  or 
ninety.     She  's  quite  sound  and " 
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At  this  point  the  doctor  stopped  short 
because  Miss  Emmeline  Folker  entered 
the  room.  She  had  overheard  the  last 
sentences. 

"Doctor,"  said  Emmeline,  smiling, 
"  I  've  caught  you  and  Alice  conspiring  to 
give  me  a  more  unpleasant  medicine  than 
you've  achieved  yet.  And  that  is  far 
from  being  necessary — the  last  was  bad 

"  On  the  contrary,"  said  the  doctor 
laughing,  "  we  were  conspiring  not  to  give 
you  any  more  medicine  at  all." 

The  poor  joke  was  worried  out  a  little 
iiirther,  and  the  doctor  left. 

"Ah  I"  said  Alice,  "I'm  so  thankful. 


And    you're    cheering    up    quite — quite! 
How  the  doctor  did  laugh ! " 

»  »  »  » 

"No,  dear,"  said  Emmeline  gently,  "I 
don't  think  I  '11  go  to  church  to-night." 

"Not  on  Sunday  night?  But  you 
always — well,  dear,  why  ?  " 

"  It's  when  they  sing  that  '  Lettest 
now  thy  servant  depart  in  peace '  that  I 
can't  help  crying.  I  don't  want  to  cty 
about  it.  Wilfrid,  you  remember,  so  much 
disliked  anything  of  the  kind ;  it 's  not 
seemly.  Alice  dear,  I  won't  do  it  any 
more  ;  only  speaking  of  it  has  made  me 
think  of  it,  and — and — don't  look  at  me 
just  now,  darling." 
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MR.  J.  J.   COLMAN,   M.P.,   AND   NORWICH. 


TWO  HUNDRED  years  ago,  we  have 
it  on  the  authority  of  Macaulay, 
Norwich  was  **  the  first  English  manu- 
facturing town,"  and  it  might  have  con- 
tinued to  occupy  this  position  had  not 
machinery  destroyed  the  art  which  it  owed 
to  the  Huguenot  exiles.  That  the  com- 
mercial importance  of  Norwich  has 
survived  the  decline  and  fall  of  its  weav- 
ing trade,  that  it  should  now  number  over 
100,000  inhabitants,  as  compared  with 
40,000  at  the  beginning  of  the  century,  is 
largely  due  to  an  industrial  enterprise 
which  lavish  advertising  has  made  famous 
throughout  the  English-speaking  world. 
The  family  of  which  Mr.  Jeremiah  J. 
Colman  is  to-day  the  head  must  be 
regarded,  indeed,  as  the  chief  rcsurrectors 
of  a  city  that  at  one  time  was  fast 
hastening  to  decay. 

Whether  one  approaches  Norwich  in  a 
railway  train  from  London  or  a  river- 
launch  from  Yarmouth,  one  of  the  first 
objects  of  attention  is  a  great  {)ile  of 
buildings  surmounted  by  the  name  of 
Colman.  No  part  of  these  buildings  is 
older  than  forty  years,  but  the  great 
business  which  is  carried  on  there  was 
founded  as  far  back  as  1 8 1 4  by  a  Colman 
who,  in  illustration  of  the  fondness  of 
Norfolk  people  for  Biblical  characters, 
also  bore  the  Christian  name  of  Jeremiah. 
This  Jeremiah  Colman  was  a  prosperous 
miller  of  Norwich  when  he  decided  to  take 
three  nephews  into  partnership,  and  add 
to  his  flour-milling  the  manufacture  of 
mustard  and  starch  at  Stoke  Holy  Cross,  a 
village  four  miles  from  Carrow.  It  was  to 
the  united  efforts  of  these  three  brothers 
that  the  sure  and  rapid  growth  of  the 
undertaking  was  due.  The  eldest,  James, 
of  whom  the  present  head  of  the  firm  is 
the  son,  took  charge  of  the  manufacturing 
processes  on  which  the  success  of  the 
business  primarily  depended,  while  his 
brother  directed  affairs  in  the  London 
office.  At  the  end  of  forty  years,  when 
"J.  J./' as  he  is  called  throughout  Nor- 
wich, was  twenty-four,  and  beginning  to 
take  an  important  part  in  the  business  of 
the  firm,    it    was    deemed    advisable    to 


remove  the  works  at  Norwich  in  order 
that  full  advantage  might  be  taken  of  the 
transport  facilities  afforded  by  the  new 
Eastern  Counties  Railway.  Accordingly 
in  1854  choice  was  made  of  Carrow  as  the 
site  for  the  new  buildings,  and  a  fresh 
impetus  was  given  to  the  growth  of 
Norwich. 

On  entering  the  works  from  Conisford, 
which  has  been  a  busy  highway  by  the 
side  of  the  Wensum  from  the  time  of  the 
Engle  chiefs,  my  first  thought  is  of  the 
parable  of  the  mustard-seed.  This  great 
aggregation  of  mills  and  wharves,  ware- 
houses and  workshops,  with  the  large 
colony  of  cottages  close  at  hand,  is  not, 
indeed,  entirely  the  p'roduct  of  a  grain 
of  mustard-seed.  Starch,  cornflour,  and 
**  blue  "  are  also  produced  here  in  great 
quantities.  But  mustard  is  the  staple 
industry  which  occupies  most  of  the  2200 
men,  women,  and  children  now  at  their 
daily  work,  and  feeds  the  six  or  seven 
thousand  people  directly  dependent  upon 
them.  It  is  for  the  making  of  mustard 
that  engines  of  many  hundred  horse- 
power, driving  many  scores  of  different 
machines,  are  constantly  kept  going.  It 
is  from  a  grain  of  mustard-seed  that  the 
celebrity  of  the  Carrow  Works  —  which 
have  a  river  frontage  of  the  best  part  of 
a  mile,  and  cover  twenty-five  acres  of 
ground — has  sprung.  With  the  growth 
of  the  Carrow  Works,  it  must  also  be 
observed,  under  the  direction  of  Mr. 
J.  J.  Colman,  the  mustard  -  seed  has 
been  grown  on  an  increasing  area 
of  East  Anglia.  It  is  also  grown  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Selby,  in  Yorkshire, 
and  large  quantities  are  imported  from 
Holland.  Of  late  years  some  efl*ort  to  culti- 
vate the  plant  has  been  made  in  California, 
but  the  American  seed  appears  to  be 
deficient  in  strength  and  quality.  There 
are  two  kinds  of  seed  in  use  at  Colman's 
works,  known  as  "white"  {Sinapis  aiba) 
and  "  brown  **  {Simipis  nigra).  The  fine 
art  of  mustard-making  consists  in  the 
proper  blending  of  both  seeds.  The 
brown  seed  has  the  pungency  and  is  the 
more  expensive;  the  white  seed  is  almost 
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tasteless,  but  by  its  capacity  for  fermenta- 
tion, enables  a  litlle  of  the  brown  to  "go 
a  long  way."  It  is  by  the  judicious  com- 
bination of  the  two  varieties  that  the 
proper  colour  of  mustard  is  obtained.     In 


kilns  for  a  very  short  time  together.  In 
order  that  it  may  be  freed  from  dirt  or 
other  extraneous  matter,  the  seed  is  next 
passed  through  machines  with  fine  sieves, 
and   is  then    n-ady  to  be   crushed   into 


the  earlier  part  of  his  career.  I  believe, 
Sir.  C'olman  did  not  liisdain  to  dcviite  a 
great  deal  of  attention  to  ihcso  two 
seeminnly  small  points. 

As  showing  the  nature  of  the  great 
business  Mr.  Col  man  has  built  up  at 
Norwich,  let  ine  describe  briefly  the  many 
processes  through  which  mustard  passes 
before  it  is  dispatched  by  trains  of  the 
Great  Kastern  Railway  or  by  Norfolk 
"wherries,"  which  convey  it  along  the 
river  to  Yarmouth,  where  the  firm  has 
large  warehouses  for  the  temporary  storage 
of  goods  for  export.  When  the  seed  is 
received  from  the  growers,  it  has  first  to 
be  dried  and  cleaned.  It  is  dried  in  kilns, 
the  task  of  turning  over  the  seed  being,  I 
am  told,  a  very  trying  one  for  the  work- 
men. I  can  well  believe  it  as  I  struggle 
through  a  cloud  of  dust,  which  inflates  the 
nostrils  and  moistens  the  eyes.  Mr,  Col- 
man  has  been  careful  so  to  arrange  matters, 
however,  that  the  men  shall  work  at  the 


powder.  Tliis  is  accomplished  by  two 
processes.  In  the  lirst  the  seed  passes 
horn  one  floor  to  another  through  great 
rollers,  driven  by  machines  whose  reverb- 
eration seems  to  shake  the  iron  girded  wall. 
On  tlie  lower  floor  the  rough  work  per- 
formed by  these  engines  is  completed  by 
rows  of  mechanical  pestles  or  "  pounders, ' 
which  reduce  the  broken  seeds  into  a 
mixture  of  flour  and  husk  of  a  green  hue. 
To  separate  the  husk  from  the  flour,  sieves 
are  employed  made  of  silk  lawn,  with 
perforations  finer  than  the  eyes  of  small 
needles.  These  sieves,  by  the  way,  still 
give  employment  to  a  few  women  in  that 
decayed  centre  of  the  silk  industry, 
Spitajfields.  The  mustard  emerges  from 
the  sieves  in  a  golden  shower,  the  almost 
invisible  dust  from  which  brightens  the 
clothes  of  the  workpeople.  It  has  now 
obtained  all  possible  purity  and  beauty, 
but  the  pungency  of  the  mustard  has  to  be 
considerably  reduced    by   the   mixture   of 
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wheaten  flour  before  it  can  be  readv  for 
consumption.  Over  two  thousand  sacks  of 
wheat  are  ground  every  week  in  the  mill, 
the  flour  being  mLted  with  the  mustard 
and  coloured  by  the  addition  of  farina. 

The  packing  of  the  mustard  and  tht; 
other  products  of  the  Carrow  Works,  the 
manufacture  of  the  tins  and  boxes  and  the 
printing  of  the  labels,  are  industries  in 
themselves.  In  the  tin-shops,  the  packing- 
rooms,  the  coopers'  factories,  and  the 
printing  departments  I  witnessed  in  actual 
operation  that  minute  division  of  labour 
and  almost  complete  independence  of  the 
outer  world  by  means  of  which  Jlr.  Colman 
has  developed  the  undertaking  into  what 
it  13  to-day.  In  one  or  two  packing-rooms, 
for  instance,  several  hundred  boys — in  the 
actual  manufacture  of  the  mustard  only 
men  arc  employed — are  engaged  simply  in 
filling  and  labelling  canisters.  The  boys 
work  in  batches  of  six,  and  each  boy  has 
his  particular  task.  One  boy  weighs  the 
mustard,  another  holds  the  canister  and 
closes  it  when  full,  the  third  gums  a  label 
which  the  fourth  boy  puts  on,  and  so  on. 
It  is  astonishing  to  witness  the  dexterity 
the  boys  have  acquired  in  their  several 
tasks,  each  batch  being  able  to  deal  wilh 
ijoo  canisters  in  the  day.  The  boys' 
working  day  begins  at  half-past  eight,  and 


they  leave  as  soon  as  they  have  finished  a 
fixed  amount  of  work,  which  is  generally 
about  half-past  five.  The  importance  of 
the  packing  department,  it  should  l>e 
mentioned,  proceeds  from  the  fact  that 
by  far  the  greatest  quantity  of  mustard  is 
retailed    in    penny    tins    containing    one 

In  the  course  of  my  peregrinations 
through  the  buildings  I  was  greatly 
impressed  by  the  cleanliness  and  good 
order  that  were  cvcf^-wherc  observable. 
Mr.  Colman,  1  was  toid,  is  constantly 
supervising  the  arrangements  of  every- 
thing with  a  view  to  the  comfort  and 
health  of  the  workpeople.  The  buildings 
are  lighted  entirely  by  electricity — gener- 
ated on  the  premises — and  painted  wilh 
asbestos  paint,  A  doctor  n'ceives  a  salar>- 
from  the  firm  and  resides  on  the  premisi^s, 
in  order  that  any  case  of  acciilent  or  sick- 
ness .r.ay  have  immediate  attention.  There 
arc  great  kitchens  where  food  is  jirepared 
for  ihc  empioyil's,  and  fine  dining-rooms 
in  which  their  meals  can  bo  taken.  This 
commissariat  department  may,  indeed,  be 
regarded  as  a  remarkable  illustration  of 
the  collectivist  principle :  the  men  and 
women  emjiloycd  in  the  Carrow  Works 
can  obtain  a  breakfast  for  a  penny  and  a 
dinner    for    two[>ence    or   threepence  at 
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which  the  most  enterprising'  caterer  would 
stare  in  amazement.  There  are  also 
reading-rooms  in  which  the  leisure  of  the 
inten'als  for  meals  can  be  spent. 

The  schools  Mr.  Colman  has  established 
for  the  free  education  of  the  children  of 
the  workpeople  dcscn-e  a  word  to  them- 
selves. In  all  respects  they  compare 
favourably  with  the  best  elementary  schools 
in  the  country.  There  are  now  some  seven 
hundred  scJiolars  tn  altendancc,  including 


convinced  that  these  schools  assured  the 
firm  of  a  constant  supply  of  good,  steady, 
and  intelligent  workmen. 

Other  institutions  Mr.  Colman  has  been 
instrumental  in  establishing  within  the 
gates  of  the  Carrow  Works  are  thrift  clubs 
and  savings  banks,  schools  of  tcchni(|uc 
for  the  workmen,  and  of  cookery  for  their 
wives,  a  dispensary  and  a  lending  library, 
an  orchestral  band  and  a  fire-brifia<ii'. 
He    has  provided    a  gymnasium    and  a 


the  infanls  in  a  kindi-rtjani-n.  In  additi'in 
to  the  codi'  sul.jrcts.  llir  bciys  are  laiiKht 
drawing,  moiii-Iling  in  clay,  ironwork, 
gardening,  and  biT  -  keeping ;  and  the 
girls  cookm-  and  domestic  economy.  In 
the  L'vcning  the  pretty  school- buikling.s 
ari-  iiccupit'd  liv  classes  for  men  and  lads. 
Of  course,  with  the  extension  of  free 
education  as  a  matter  of  legal  right,  these 
schools  an-  not  the  boon  they  once  were ; 
but  although  the  State  would  now  relieve 
him  of  the  charge,  .Mr.  Colman  has 
thought  fit  to  continue  to  make  himself 
responsible  for  the  schooling  of  the  little 
ones  at    Carrow.      He    was    long    since 


recreation-grounii,  and,  largely  owing  to 
his  encouragement,  the  firm  has  flourish- 
ing cricket  and  other  athletic  clubs, 
Sjjoaking  of  crickei.  it  must  be  menlicmed 
that  the  Colmans  have  throughout  the 
country  a  traditional  connection  with  the 
national  game.  The  three  nephews  of 
whom  I  have  already  spoken  were  of  a 
family  which  numbered  eleven  sons.  The 
brothers  were  all  tniliusiaslic  cricketers, 
and,  forming  a  team  in  themselves,  they 
frequently  played  against  the  clubs  of 
Norwich  and  the  district. 

It    will    thus    be    seen  that,   although 
Carrow  is  an  integral  part  of  Norwich,  the 
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people  who  obtain  their  living  there  almost 
form  a  colony  unto  themselves.  It  is  a 
colony,  however,  in  which  Norwich  people 
geneially  take  a  strong  and  kindly  interest. 
As  the  stranger  soon  discovers,  they  are 
as  proud  of  it  in  its  way — ^as  an  example 
of  Capital  and  Labour  dwelling  together 
in  amity,  as  a  great  industrial  organisation 
existing  in  what  is  no  longer  regarded  as 
a  great  commercial  centre — as  they  are  of 
their  Cathedral  and  their  Castle,  their 
ancient  Guildhall  and  Grammar  School, 
thespacious  Market-place,  and  St.  Andrew's 
Hall.  Mr.  Colman  has  been  the  more  suc- 
cessful in  carrying  into  effect  his  many  ideas 
for  the  good  of  the  business  and  the 
welfare  of  its  employes,  because  he  has 
resided  so  much  right  at  the  gates  of  the 
works.  This  course  can  have  involved 
little  sacrifice,  however,  on  the  part  of 
himself  or  his  family,  for  Carrow  House, 
although  so  close  to  the  smoke  of  tall 
chimneys  and  the  roar  of  machinery,  is 
one  of  the  pleasantcst  of  residences.  It 
has  beautiful,  well-wooded  grounds  and 
glass  houses,  in  which  the  cultivation  of 
the  vine  and  various  choice  plants  has 
been  brought  to  a  high  state  of  perfection. 
In  the  comer  of  the  grounds  are  the 
remains  of  an  old  abbey  and  priory.  The 
priory  consists  of  ruins,  but  a  very  small 
part  of  which  were  visible  till  the  accidental 
discovery  of  a  Norman  column  in  1881 
led  Mr.  Colman  to  have  systematic  excava- 
tions made.  The  abbey  Mr.  Colman  has 
had  very  skilfully  restored,  and  the  ivy- 
covered  walls,  with  fine  carved  doors  and 
oak  ceilings,  now  fornf  a  fine  memorial  of 
the  mediaeval  era.  For  many  years  past 
Mr.  Colman  has  been  collecting  every 
book  or  pamphlet  he  could  lay  his  hands 
upon  written  by  Norfolk  men  or  having 
a  Norfolk  subject.  This  Norfolk  librar}-. 
which  now  numbers  over  five  thousand 
volumes,  has  been  housed  in  Carrow 
Abbey,  and  arranged  for  the  convenience 
of  such  persons  as  may  wish  to  consult  it. 


The  walls  of  the  rooms  are  covered  by  the 
finest  works  of  Crome  and  other  dis' 
tinguished  Norfolk  painters.  Mr.  Colman's 
ancestors  have  belonged  to  Norwich  or  its 
neighbourhood  for  several  hundred  years, 
and  in  his  local  patriotism  he  has  proved 
himself  worthy  of  them. 

Spending  much  of  his  time  at  this 
residence,  Mr.  Colman  has  been  able  to 
keep  in  close  touch  with  the  affairs  of  the 
firm  and  its  employes,  on  the  one  hand, 
and  with  the  general  interests  of  Nonvich, 
on  the  other.  Mrs.  Colman,  too,  assisted 
in  later  years  by  her  daughters,  has  been 
able,  to  supplement  in  various  ways — such 
as  in  securing  the  provision  of  cheap  and 
comfortable  lodgings,  when  necessary,  for 
the  workgirls — the  efforts  of  her  husband 
for  the  well-being  of  the  people  employed 
at  the  works.  His  sons  have,  moreover, 
grown  up  with  a  familiar  regard  for 
Carrow  and  all  that  pertains  thereto,  and 
two,  Russell  James  and  Alan  C,  have  been 
taken  into  partnership.  The  first-named 
inherits  his  grandfather's  enthusiasm  for 
cricket,  and  is  captain  of  the  Carrow  First 
Eleven,  admission  to  which  is  esteemed  a 
signal  proof  of  prowess  with  the  bat  or  ball. 

That  Mr.  J.  J.  Colman  has  been  for 
twenty-three  years  in  succession  one  of 
the  members  for  Norwich  is  sufficient 
proof  of  the  hold  which  he  has  gained 
upon  the  respect  and  esteem  of  the  citizens, 
when  the  Tory  proclivities  of  the  town  are 
taken  into  account.  He  has  also  been 
both  Mayor  and  Sheriff  of  Norwich,  and 
as  he  could  not  be  induced  again  to  accept 
the  Shrievalty,  his  son  Mr.  Russell  James 
Colman  was  in  1892-93  chosen  in  his 
stead.  Yet  it  docs  not  appear  that  in  the 
affairs  of  Norwich  itself  Mr.  Colman  has 
ever  courted  popularity  or  sought  favour ; 
the  position  he  occupies  in  Nomich 
has  been  accorded  to  him  simply  in 
recognition  of  the  substantial  service  his 
business  ability  has  rendered  to  the 
town.  Frederick  Dolman. 
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IN  the  month  of  August  of  this  year  the 
King  found  some  alleviation  of  the 
growing  uneasiness  which  his  passion  for 
Madame  de  Cond6  occasioned  him  in  a 
visit  to  Monceaux,  where  he  spent  two 
weeks  in  such  diversions  as  the  place 
afforded.  He  invited  me  to  accompany 
him,  but  on  my  representing  that  I  could 
not  there — so  easily  as  in  my  own  closet, 
where  I  had  all  the  materials  within 
reach — prepare  the  report  which  he  had 
commanded  me  to  draw  up,  he  directed 
me  to  remain  in  Paris  until  it  was  ready, 
and  then  to  join  him. 

This  report  which  he  was  having  written, 
not  only  for  his  own  satisfaction  but  for 
the  information  of  his  heir,  took  the  form 
of  a  recital  of  all  the  causes  and  events, 
spread  over  many  years,  which  had  induced 
him  to  take  in  hand  the  Great  Design ; 
together  with  a  succinct  account  of  the 
munitions  and  treasures  which  he  had 
prepared  to  carry  it  out.  As  it  included 
many  things  which  were  unknown  beyond 
the  council,  and  some  which  he  shared 
only  with  me — and  as,  in  particular,  it 
enumerated  the  various  secret  alliances 
and  agreements  which  he  had  made  with 
the  princes  of  North  Germany,  whom  a 
premature  discovery  must  place  at  the 
Emperor's  mercy — it  was  necessar)'  that  I 
should  draw  up  the  whole  with  my  own 
hand,  and  with  the  utmost  care  and  pre- 
caution. This  I  did ;  and  that  nothing 
might  be  wanting  to  a  memorial  which  I 
regarded  with  justice  as  the  most  import- 
ant of  the  many  State  papers  which  it  had 
fallen  to  my  lot  to  prepare,  I  spent  seven 
days  in  incessant  labour  upon  it.  It  was 
not,  therefore,  until  the  third  week  in 
August  that  I  was  free  to  travel  to 
Monceaux. 

I  found  my  quarters  assigned  to  me  in  a 
pavilion  called  the  Garden  House;  and, 
arriving  at  supper  time,  sat  down  with  my 
household  with  more  haste  and  less 
ceremony  than  was  my  wont.  The  same 
state  of  tbJDgB  preysdled,  I  soppoae,  in  the 


kitchen  ;  for  we  had  not  been  seated  half 
an  hour  when  a  great  hubbub  arose  in  the 
house,  and  the  servants  rushing  in  cried 
out  that  a  fire  had  broken  out  below,  and 
that  the  house  was  in  danger  of  burning. 

In  such  emergencies  I  take  it  to  be  the 
duty  of  a  man  of  standing  to  bear  himself 
with  as  much  dignity  as  is  consistent  with 
vigour,  and  neither  to  allow  himself  to  be 
carried  away  by  the  outcry  and  disorder  of 
the  crowd,  nor  to  omit  any  direction  that 
may  avail.  On  this  occasion,  however, 
my  first  thought  was  given  to  the  memorial 
I  had  prepared  for  the  King,  which  I 
remembered  had  been  taken  with  other 
books  and  papers  to  a  room  over  the 
kitchen.  I  lost  not  a  moment,  therefore, 
in  sending  Maignan  for  it ;  nor  until  I 
held  it  safely  in  my  hand  did  I  feel  myself 
at  liberty  to  think  of  the  house.  When  I 
did,  I  found  that  the  alarm  exceeded 
the  danger ;  a  few  buckets  of  water 
extinguished  a  beam  in  the  chimney  which 
had  caught  fire,  and  in  a  few  moments  we 
were  able  to  resume  the  meal  with  the 
added  vivacity  which  such  an  event  gave 
to  the  conversation.  It  has  never  been 
my  custom  to  encourage  too  great  freedom 
at  my  table  ;  but  as  the  company  con- 
sisted, with  a  single  exception,  of  my 
household,  and  as  this  person — a  Monsieur 
de  Vilain,  a  young  gentleman,  the  cousin 
of  one  of  my  wife's  maids-of-honour — 
showed  himself  possessed  of  modesty  as 
well  as  wit,  I  thought  that  the  time 
excused  a  little  relaxation. 

This  was  the  cause  of  the  misfortune 
which  followed,  and  bade  fair  to  place  me 
in  a  position  of  as  great  difficulty  as  I  have 
ever  known ;  for,  having  in  my  good 
humour  dismissed  the  servants,  I  continued 
to  talk  for  an  hour  or  more  with  Vilain 
and  some  of  my  gentlemen,  the  result 
being  that  I  so  far  forgot  myself  when  I 
rose  as  to  leave  the  report  where  I  had 
laid  it  on  the  table.  In  the  passage  I  niet 
a  man  whom  the  King  had  sent  to  inquire 
about  the  fire ;  and  thus  reminded  of  the 


FROM  THE   MEMOIRS  OF  A  MINISTER  OF  FRANCE. 


«05 


papers,  I  turned  back  to  the  room,  greatly 
vexed  with  myself  for  negligence  which  in 
a  subordinate  I  should  have  severely 
rebuked,  but  never  doubting  that  I  should 
find  the  packet  where  I  had  left  it. 

To  my  chagrin  the  paper  was  gone. 
Still,  I  could  not  believe  that  it  had  been 
stolen,  and  supposing  that  Maignan  or 
one  of  my  household  had  seen  it  and 
taken  it  to  my  closet,  I  repaired  thither  in 
haste.  I  found  Maignan  already  there, 
with  M.  Boisrueil,  one  of  my  gentlemen, 
who  was  waiting  to  ask  a  favour ;  but  they 
knew  nothing  of  the  report,  and  though  I 
sent  them  down  forthwith,  with  directions 
to  make  strict  but  quiet  inquiry,  they 
returned  at  the  end  of  half-an-hour  with 
long  faces  and  no  news. 

Then  I  grew  seriously  alarmed ;  and 
reflecting  on  the  many  important  secrets 
which  the  memorial  contained,  whereof  a 
disclosure  must  spoil  plans  so  long  and 
sedulously  prepared,  I  found  myself  brought 
on  a  sudden  face  to  face  with  disaster. 
I  could  not  imagine  how  the  King,  who 
had  again  and  again  urged  on  me  the 
utmost  precaution,  would  take  such  a 
catastrophe,  nor  how  I  should  make  it 
known  to  him.  For  a  moment,  therefore, 
while  I  listened  to  the  tale,  I  felt  the  hair 
rise  on  my  head  and  a  shiver  descend  my 
back;  nor  was  it  without  an  uncommon 
effort  that  I  retained  my  coolness  and 
composure. 

Plainly  no  steps  in  such  a  position  could 
be  too  stringent.  I  sent  Maignan  with  an 
order  to  close  all  the  doors  and  let  no  one 
pass  out.  Then  I  made  sure  that  none  of 
the  servants  had  entered  the  rooni  between 
the  time  of  my  rising  and  my  return,  and 
this  narrowed  the  tale  of  those  who  could 
have  taken  the  packet  to  eleven,  that  being 
the  number  of  persons  who  had  sat  down 
with  me.  But  having  followed  the  matter 
so  far»  I  came  face  to  face  with  this 
difficulty:  that  all  the  eleven  were,  with 
one  exception,  in  my  service  and  in 
various  ways  pledged  to  my  interests,  so 
that  1  could  not  conceive  even  the  possi- 
bility of  a  betrayal  by  them  in  a  matter  so 
important. 

I  confess,  at  this,  the  perspiration  rose 
upon  my  brow ;  for  the  paper  was  gone. 
Still,  there  remained  one  stranger;  and 
though  it  seemed  scarcely  less  difficult  to 
suspect  him,  since  he  could  have  no 
knowledge  of  the  importance  of  the 
document,  and  could  not  have  antici- 
pated that  I  should  leave  it  in  his  power, 
I  found  in  that  the  only  likely  solution. 
He  was  one  of  the  Vilains  of  Pareil  by 
Monceaux,  his  ficither  living  on  the  edge  of 
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the  park,  little  more  than  a  thousand  yards 
from  the  chateau  ;  and  I  knew  no  harm  of 
him.  Still,  I  knew  little ;  and  for  that 
reason  was  forward  to  believe  that  there, 
rather  than  in  my  own  household,  lay  the 
key  to  the  enigma. 

My  suspicions  were  not  lessened  when 
I  discovered  that  he  alone  of  the  party  at 
table  had  left  the  house  before  the  doors 
were  closed  ;  and  for  a  moment  I  was 
inclined  to  have  him  followed  and  seized. 
But  I  could  scarcely  take  a  step  so  decisive 
without  provoking  inquiry ;  and  I  dared 
not  at  this  stage  let  the  King  know  of  my 
negligence.  I  found  myself,  therefore, 
brought  up  short,  in  a  state  of  exasperation 
and  doubt  difficult  to  describe ;  and  the 
most  minute  search  within  the  house  and 
the  closest  examination  of  all  concerned 
failing  to  provide  the  slightest  clue,  I  had 
no  alternative  but  to  pass  the  night  in  that 
condition. 

On  the  morrow  a  third  search  seeming 
still  the  only  resource,  and  proving  as 
futile  as  the  others,  I  ordered  La  Trape 
and  two  or  three  in  whom  I  placed  the 
greatest  confidence  to  watch  their  fellows, 
and  report  an}thing  in  their  bearing  or 
manner  that  seemed  to  be  out  of  the 
ordinary  course  ;  while  I  myself  went  to 
wait  on  the  King,  and  parrj'  his  demand 
for  the  memorial  as  well  as  I  could.  This 
it  was  necessary-  to  do  without  provoking 
curiosity ;  and  as  the  lapse  of  each  minute 
made  the  pursuit  of  the  paper  less  hopeful 
and  its  recovery  a  thing  to  pray  for  rather 
than  expect,  it  will  be  believed  that  I  soon 
found  the  aspect  of  civility  which  I  was 
obliged  to  wear  so  great  a  trial  of  my 
patience  that  I  made  an  excuse  and  retired 
early  to  my  lodging. 

Here  my  wife,  who  shared  my  anxiety, 
met  me  with  a  face  full  of  meaning.  I 
cried  out  to  know  if  they  had  found  the 
paper. 

**  No,"  she  answered  ;  *'  but  if  you  will 
come  into  your  closet  I  will  tell  you  what 
I  have  learned." 

1  went  in  with  her,  and  she  told  me 
briefly  that  the  manner  of  Mademoiselle 
de  Mars,  one  of  her  maids,  had  struck  her 
as  suspicious.  The  girl  had  begun  to  cry 
while  reading  to  her  ;  and  wiien  questioned 
had  been  able  to  give  no  explanation  of  her 
trouble. 

**  She  is  Vilain's  cousin  ?"  I  said. 

*•  Yes,  Monsieur." 

**  Bring  her  to  me,"  I  said.  **  Bring  her 
to  me  without  the  delay  of  an  instant." 

My  wife  hastened  to  comply,  and  what- 
ever had  been  the  girl's  state  earlier, 
before  the  fright  of  this  hasty  summons 
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had  upsist  her,  her  agitatinn  when  thus 
confronted  with  me  gave  me,  before  a 
word  was  spoken,  the  highest  hopes  that  1 
had  here  the  key  to  the  mystery.  I  judged 
that  it  might  be  necessary  to  frighten  her 
still  more,  and  I  started  by  taking  a  harsh 
tone  with  her ;  but  before  I  had  said  many 


words  she  obviated  the  necessity  of  this 
by  falHng  at  my  wife's  feet  and  proteAing 
that  she  would  tell  all. 

"Then  speak  quickly,  wench!"  I  said. 
"You  know  where  the  paper  is.'" 

"  I  know  who  has  it !  "  she  answered,  in 
a  voice  choked  with  sobs. 
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"  Who  ?  " 

"  My  cousin,  M.  de  Vilain." 

"  Ha  I  and  has  taken  it  to  his  house  ?  " 

But  she  seemed  for  a  moment  unable  to 
answer  this,  her  distress  being  such  that 
my  wife  had  to  fetch  a  vial  of  pungent 
salts  to  restore  her  before  she  could  say 
more.  At  length  she  found  voice  to  tell 
us  that  M.  de  Vilain  had  taken  the  paper, 
and  was  this  evening  to  hand  it  to  an 
agent  of  the  Spanish  Ambassador. 

**  But,  girl,"  I  said  sternly,  "  how  do  you 
know  this  ?  " 

Then  she  confessed  that  the  cousin  was 
also  the  lover,  and  had  before  employed 
her  to  disclose  what  went  on  in  my  house- 
hold, and  anything  of  value  that  could  be 
discovered  there.  Doubtless  the  girl,  for 
whom  my  wife,  in  spite  of  her  occasional 
fits  of  reserve  and  temper,  entertained  no 
little  liking,  enjoyed  many  opportunities 
of  pr>'ing,  and  would  have  continued  still 
to  serve  him  had  not  this  last  piece  of 
villainy,  with  the  stir  which  it  caused  in 
the  house  and  the  rigorous  punishment  to 
be  expected  in  the  event  of  discovery-, 
proved  too  much  for  her  nerves.  Hence 
this  burst  of  confession,  which,  once 
allowed  to  flow,  ran  on  almost  against  her 
will.  Nor  did  I  let  her  pause  to  consider 
the  full  meaning  of  what  she  was  saying 
until  I  had  learned  that  Vilain  was  to  meet 
the  Ambassador's  agent  an  hour  after  sun- 
set at  the  east  end  of  a  clump  of  trees 
which  stood  in  the  park ,  and  being 
situate  between  his,  Vilain's,  residence 
and  the  chateau,  formed  a  convenient 
place  for  such  a  transaction. 

"  He  will  have  it  about  him  ?  "  I  said. 

She  sobbed  a  moment,  but  presently  con- 
fessed. '*  Yes;  or  it  will  be  in  the  hollow  of 
the  most  easterly  tree.  He  was  to  leave 
it  there  if  the  agent  could  not  keep  the 
appointment.'* 

•*  Good  I  "  I  said  ;  and  then,  having 
assured  myself  by  one  or  two  questions  of 
that  of  which  her  state  of  distress  and 
agitation  left  me  in  little  doubt — namely, 
that  she  was  telling  the  truth — I  committed 
her  to  my  wife's  care ;  bidding  the  Duchess 
lock  her  up  in  a  safe  place  upstairs,  and 
treat  her  to  bread  and  water  until  I  had 
taken  the  steps  necessary  to  prove  the  fact, 
and  secure  the  paper. 

After  this — ^but  I  should  be  tedious  were 
I  to  describe  the  alternations  of  hope  and 
fear  in  which  I  passed  the  period  of 
suspense.  Suffice  it  that  I  informed  no 
one,  not  even  Maignan,  of  what  I  had 
discovered,  but  allowed  those  in  the  secret 
of  the  loss  still  to  pursue  their  efforts ; 
while  Ij  by  again  attending  the  Court, 


endeavoured  at  once  to  mitigate  the  King's 
impatience  and  persuade  the  world  that  all 
was  well.  A  little  before  the  appointed 
time,  however,  I  made  a  pretext  to  rise  from 
supper,  and  quietly  calling  out  Boisrueil, 
bade  him  bring  four  of  the  men,  armed, 
and  Maignan  and  La  Trape.  With  this 
small  body  I  made  my  way  out  by  a  private 
door,  and  crossed  the  park  to  the  place 
Mademoiselle  had  indicated. 

Happily,  night  had  already  begu.i  to 
close  in,  and  the  rendezvous  was  at  the 
farther  side  of  the  clump  of  trees. 
Favoured  by  these  circumstances,  we  were 
able  to  pass  round  the  thicket — some  on 
one  side  and  some  on  the  other — with- 
out noise  or  disturbance ;  and  fortunate 
enough,  having  arrived  rX  the  place,  to 
discover  a  man  walking  uneasily  up  and 
down  on  the  very  spot  where  we  expected 
to  find  him.  The  evening  was  so  far 
advanced  that  it  was  not  possible  to  be 
sure  that  the  man  was  Vilain ;  but  as  all 
depended  on  seizing  him  before  he  had 
any  communication  with  the  Spanish 
agent,  I  gave  the  signal,  and  two  of  my 
men,  springing  on  him  from  either  side, 
in  a  moment  bore  him  to  the  ground  and 
secured  him. 

He  proved  to  be  Vilain,  so  that  when 
he  was  brought  face  to  face  with  me  I  was 
much  less  surprised  than  he  affected  to  be. 
He  played  the  part  of  an  ignorant  so  well, 
indeed,  that  for  a  moment  I  was  staggered 
by  his  show  of  astonishment  and  by  the 
earnestness  with  which  he  denounced  the 
outrage  ;  nor  could  Maignan  find  anything 
on  him.  But,  a  moment  later,  remember- 
ing the  girl's  words,  I  strode  to  the  nearest 
tree,  and,  groping  about  it,  in  a  twinkling 
unearthed  the  paper  from  a  little  Jiollow  in 
the  trunk  that  seemed  to  have  been  made 
to  receive  it.  I  need  not  say  with  what 
relief  I  found  the  seals  unbroken,  or  with 
what  indignation  I  turned  on  the  villain 
thus  convicted  of  an  act  of  treachery 
towards  the  King,  only  less  black  than  the 
sin  against  hospitality  of  which  he  had 
been  guilty  in  my  house.  But  the  dis- 
cover}^ I  had  made  seemed  enough  of 
itself  to  overwhelm  him  ;  for,  after  stand- 
ing apparently  stunned  while  I  spoke,  he 
jerked  himself  suddenly  out  of  his  captors' 
hands,  and  made  a  desperate  attempt  to 
escape.  Finding  this  hopeless,  and  being 
seized  again  before  he  had  gone  four  paces, 
he  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice  :  **  Back! 
back!     Go  back!" 

We  looked  about,  somewhat  startled, 
and  Boisrueil,  with  presence  of  mind,  ran 
into  the  darkness  to  see  if  he  could  detect 
the    person    addressed,    but   t.Ko>\^Vv.  V\& 
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thought  that  he  saw  the  skirt  of  a  flying 
cloak  disappear  in  the  gloom,  he  was  not 
sure  ;  and  I,  having  no  mind  to  be  mixed 
up  with  the  Ambassador,  called  him  back. 
I  asked  Vilain  to  whom  he  had  called,  but 
the  young  man,  turning  sullen,  would 
answer  nothing  except  that  he  knew 
naught  of  the  paper.  I  thought  it  best, 
therefore,  to  conduct  him  at  once  to  my 
lodgings,  whither  it  will  be  believed  that  I 
returned  with  a  lighter  heart  than  I  had 
gone  out.  It  was,  indeed,  a  providential 
escape. 

How  to  punish  the  traitor  was  another 
matter,  for  I  could  scarcely  do  so  adequately 
without  betraying  my  negligence.  I 
determined  to  sleep  on  this,  however,  and, 
for  the  night,  directed  him  to  be  locked 
into  a  chamber  in  the  south-west  turret, 
with  a  Swiss  to  guard  the  door,  my  inten- 
tion being  to  interrogate  him  further 
on  the  morrow.  However,  Henry 
sent  for  me  so  early  that  I  was  forced 
to  postpone  my  examination ;  and,  being 
detained  by  him  until  evening,  I  thought 
it  best  to  tell  him,  before  I  left,  what 
had  happened. 

He  heard  the  story  with  a  look  of 
incredulity,  which,  little  by  little,  gave 
way  to  a  broad  smile.  **  Well,"  he 
said,  "  Grand  Master,  never  chide  me 
again  f  I  have  heard  that  Homer  some- 
times nods ;  but  if  I  were  to  tell  this 
to  Sillery  or  Villeroy,  they  would  not 
believe  me." 

"  They  would  believe  anything  that  your 
Majesty  told  them,"  I  said.  **  But  you  will 
not  tell  them  this  ?  " 

"  No,"  he  said  kindly,  **  I  will  not ;  and 
there  is  my  hand  on  it.  For  the  matter  of 
that,  if  it  had  happened  to  them  they 
would  not  have  told  me." 

**  And  perhaps  been  the  wiser  for  that," 
I  said. 

"Don't  believe  it,"  he  answered.  "But 
now,  what  of  this  young  Vilain  ?  You 
have  him  safe  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sire." 

"  The  girl  is  one  degree  worse  ;  she 
betrays  both  sides  to  save  her  skin." 

"  Still,  I  promised " 

"Oh,  she  must  go,"  Henry  said.  "I 
quite  understand.  But  for  him — we  had 
better  have  no  scandal.  Keep  him  until 
to-morrow,  and  I  will  see  his  father,  and 
have  him  sent  out  of  the  countr}\" 

"And  he  will  go  scot  free,"  I  said 
bluntly,  "  when  a  rope  and  the  nearest 
tree " 

"  Yes,  my  friend,"  Henry  answered  with 
a  dry  smile  ;  "  but  that  should  have  been 
done  last  night.    As  it  is,  he  is  your  guest 


and  we  must  give  an  account  of  him.  But 
first  drain  him  dry.  Frighten  him,  as  you 
please,  and  get  all  out  of  him ;  then  I  wish 
them  joy  of  him.  Faugh  !  and  he  a  young 
man  !  I  would  not  be  his  father  for  two 
such  crowns  as  mine !  " 

As  I  returned  to  my  lodgings  I  thought 
over  these  words  ;  and  I  fell  to  wondering 
by  what  stages  Vilain  had  sunk  so  low. 
Occasionally  admitted  to  my  tabic,  he  had 
always  borne  himself  with  a  modesty  and 
discretion  that  had  not  failed  to  prepossess 
me ;  indeed,  the  longer  I  considered  the 
King^s  saying,  the  greater  was  the  surprise 
I  felt  at  this  dhwuementy  which  left  me  in 
doubt  whether  my  dulness  exceeded  my 
negligence  or  the  young  man's  parts  sur- 
passed his  wickedness. 

A  few  questions,  I  thought,  might  re- 
solve this  ;  but  having  been  detained  by 
the  King  until  supper-time,  I  postponed 
the  interview  until  I  rose.  Then  bidding 
them  bring  in  the  prisoner,  I  assumed 
my  harshest  aspect  and  prepared  to  blast 
him  by  discovering  all  his  vileness  to  his 
face. 

But  when  I  had  waited  a  little,  only 
Maignan  came  in,  with  an  air  of  conster- 
nation that  brought  me  to  my  feet.  "Why, 
man,  what  is  it  ?  "  I  cried. 

"The  prisoner,"  he  faltered.  "If  your 
Excellency  pleases " 

"I  do  not  please ! "  I  said  sternly,  be- 
lieving that  I  knew  what  had  happened. 
"Is  he  dead?" 

"  No,  your  Excellency,  but  he  has 
escaped." 

"  Escaped  ?     From  that  room  ?  " 

Maignan  nodded. 

"  Then,  par  Dieti !  "  I  replied,  "  the 
man  who  was  on  guard  shall  suffer  in  his 
place  !  Escaped  ?  How  could  he  escape 
except  by  treachery  ?  Where  was  the 
guard  ?  " 

"  He  was  there,  Excellency.  And  he  says 
that  no  one  passed  him." 

"  Yet  the  man  is  gone  ?  " 

"  The  room  is  empty." 

"  But  the  window — the  window,  fool, 
is  fifty  feet  from  the  ground  ! "  I  said. 
"  And  not  so  much  footing  outside  as 
would  hold  a  crow ! " 

Maignan  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and 
in  a  rage  I  bade  him  follow  me,  and  went 
myself  to  view  the  place,  to  which  a 
number  of  my  people  had  already  flocked 
with  lights,  so  that  I  found  some  difliculty 
in  mounting  the  staircase.  A  very  brief 
inspection,  however,  sufiiced  to  confirm 
my  first  impression  that  Vilain  could  have 
escaped  by  the  door  only ;  for  the  window, 
though  it  lacked  bars  and  boasted  3^  Ivcc^ 
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balcony,  hung  over  fifty  feet  of  sheer 
depth,  so  that  evasion  that  way  seemed 
in  the  absence  of  ladder  or  rope  purely 
impossible.  This  being  clear,  I  ordered 
the  Swiss  to  be  seized ;  and  as  he  could 
give  no  explanation  of  the  escape,  and 
still  persisted  that  he  was  as  much  in  the 
dark  as  anyone,  I  declared  that  I  would 
make  an  example  of  him,  and  hang  him 
unless  the  prisoner  was  recaptured  within 
three  days. 

I  did  not  really  propose  to  do  this,  but 
in  my  irritation  I  spoke  so  roundly  that 
my  people  believed  me ;  even  Boisrueil, 
who  presently  came  to  intercede  for  the 
culprit,  who,  it  seemed,  was  a  favourite. 
**  As  for  Vilain,"  he  continued,  "  you  can 
catch  him  whenever  you  please." 

**  Then  catch  him  before  the  end  of 
three  days,"  I  answered  obstinately,  "  and 
the  man  lives." 

The  truth  was  that  Vilain's  escape 
placed  me  in  a  position  of  some  dis- 
comfort ;  for  though,  on  the  one  hand,  I 
had  no  particular  desire  to  get  him  again 
into  my  hands,  seeing  that  the  King  could 
effect  as  much  by  a  word  to  his  father  as  I 
had  proposed  to  do  while  I  held  him  safe ; 
on  the  other  hand,  the  evasion  placed  me 
very  peculiarly  in  regard  to  the  King 
himself,  who  was  inclined  to  think  me  ill 
or  suddenly  grown  careless.  Some  of  the 
facts,  too,  were  leaking  out  and  provoking 
smiles  among  the  more  knowing,  and  a 
hint  here  and  there  ;  the  result  of  all  being 
that,  unable  to  pursue  the  matter  further  in 
Vilain's  case,  I  hardened  my  heart  and 
persisted  that  the  Swiss  should  pay  the 
penalty. 

This  obstinacy  on  my  part  had  an  un- 
forseen  issue.  On  the  evening  of  the 
second  day,  a  little  before  supper-time, 
my  wife  came  to  me  and  announced 
that  a  young  lady  had  waited  upon  her 
with  a  tale  so  remarkable  that  she  craved 
leave  to  bring  her  to  me  that  I  might 
hear  it. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  I  said  impatiently. 

"It  is  about  M.  Vilain,"  my  wife 
answered,  her  face  still  wearing  all  the 
marks  of  lively  astonishment. 

**  Ha  1 "  I  exclaimed.  **  I  will  see  her 
then.  But  it  is  not  that  baggage 
who " 

"  No,"  my  wife  answered.  "It  is 
another." 

"  One  of  your  maids  ?  " 

**  No,  a  stranger." 

**  Well,  bring  her,"  I  said  shortly. 

She  went,  and  quickly  returned  with  a 
young  lady  whose  face  and  modest  bearing 
were  known  to  me,  though  I  could  not  at 


the  moment  recall  her  name.  This  was 
the  less  remarkable  as  I  am  not 
prone  to  look  much  in  maids*  faces, 
leaving  that  to  younger  men  ;  and 
Mademoiselle  de  Figeac's,  though  beauti- 
ful, was  disfigured  on  this  occasion  by  the 
marked  distress  under  which  she  was 
labouring.  Accustomed  as  I  was  to  the 
visits  of  persons  of  all  classes  and  cha- 
racters, who  came  to  me  daily  with 
petitions,  I  should  have  been  disposed  to 
cut  her  short  but  for  my  wife's  intimation 
that  her  errand  had  to  do  with  the  matter 
which  annoyed  me.  This,  as  well  as  a 
trifle  of  curiosity — from  which  ..one  are 
quite  free — inclined  me  to  be  patient ; 
and  I  asked  her  what  she  would  have  with 
me. 

"  Justice,  M.  le  Due,"  she  answered 
simply.  "  I  have  heard  that  you  are 
seeking  jM.  de  Vilain,  and  that  one  of 
your  people  is  lying  under  sentence  for 
complicity  in  his  escape." 

"  That  is  true.  Mademoiselle,"  I  said. 
*'  If  you  can  tell  me " 

"  I  can  tell  you  how  he  escaped,  and  by 
whose  aid,"  she  answered. 

It  is  my  custom  to  betray  no  astonish- 
ment, even  when  I  am  astonished.  **  Do 
so,"  I  said. 

"  He  escaped  through  the  window,"  she 
answered  firmly,  "by  my  brother's  aid." 

"  Your  brother's  ?  "  I  exclaimed,  amazed 
at  her  audacity.  "I  do  not  remember 
him." 

"  He  is  only  thirteen  years  old." 

I  could  hide  my  astonishment  no  longer. 
"  You  must  be  mad,  girl !  "  I  said,  **  mad  1 
You  do  not  know  what  you  are  saying! 
The  window  of  the  room  in  which  Vilain 
was  confined  is  fifty  feet  from  the  ground, 
and  you  say  that  your  brother,  a  boy  of 
thirteen,  contrived  his  escape  ?  " 

"  Yes,  M.  de  Sully,"  she  answered. 
"And  the  man  who  is  about  to  suffer  is 
innocent." 

"  How  was  it  done,  then  ?  "  I  asked,  not 
knowing  what  to  think  of  her  persistence. 

"  My  brother  was  flying  a  kite  that  day." 
she  answered.  "  He  had  been  doing  so 
for  a  week  or  more,  and  everyone  was 
accustomed  to  seeing  him  here.  After 
sunset,  the  wind  being  favourable,  he  came 
under  M.  de  Vilain' s  window,  and,  when 
it  was  nearly  dark,  and  the  servants  and 
household  were  at  supper,  he  guided  the 
kite  against  the  balcony  outside  the 
window." 

"  But  a  man  cannot  descend  by  a  kite- 
string  ! " 

"  My  brother  had  a  knotted  rope,  which 
M.  de  Vilain    drew  up,"   she    answered 
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simply;  ''and  afterwards,  when  he  had 
descended,  disengaged." 

I  looked  at  her  in  profound  amazement. 
"  Your  brother  acted  on  instructions !  "  I 
said  at  last. 

"  On  mine,**  she  answered. 

"  You  avow  that  ?  " 

"  I  am  here  to  do  so,"  she  replied,  her 
face  white  and  red  by  turns,  but  her  eyes 
continuing  to  meet  mine. 

"  This  is  a  very  serious  matter,"  I  said. 
"  Are  you  aware.  Mademoiselle,  why  M.  de 
Vilain  was  arrested,  and  of  what  he  is 
accused  ?  " 

"Perfectly,"  she  answered;  "and  that 
he  is  innocent.  More !  "  she  continued, 
clasping  her  hands,  and  looking  at  me 
bravely,  "I  am  willing  both  to  tell  you 
where  he  is,  and  to  bring  him,  if  you 
please,  into  your  presence." 

I  stared  at  her.  "  You  will  bring  him 
here  ?  "  I  said. 

"  Within  five  minutes,"  she  answered, 
"if you  will  first  hear  me." 

"  What  are  you  to  him  ?  "  I  said. 

She  blushed  vividly.  "  I  shall  be  his 
wife  or  no  one's,"  she  said ;  and  she 
looked  a  moment  at  my  wife. 

"  Well,  say  what  you  have  to  say !  "  I 
cried  roughly. 

"  This  paper,  which  it  is  alleged  that  he 
stole — ^it  was  not  found  on  him,  but  in 
the  hollow  of  a  tree." 

"Within  three  paces  of  him!  And 
what  was  he  doing  there  ? " 

"  He  came  to  meet  me,"  she  answered, 
her  voice  trembling  slightly.  "  He  could 
have  told  you  so,  but  he  would  not  shame 
me. 

"  This  is  true  ? "  I  said,  eyeing  her 
closely. 

"  I  swear  it !  "  she  answered,  clasping 
her  hands.  And  then,  with  a  sudden 
flash  of  rage,  "Will  the  other  woman 
swear  to  her  tale  ?  "  she  cried. 

"  Ha  I "  I  said,  "  what  other  woman  ?  " 

"The  woman  who  sent  you  to  that 
place,"  she  answered.  "  He  would  not 
tell  me  her  name,  or  I  would  go  to  her 
now  and  wring  the  truth  from  her.  But 
he  confessed  to  me  that  he  had  let  a 
woman  into  the  secret  of  our  meeting; 
and  this  is  her  work." 

I  stood  a  moment  pondering,  with  my 
eves  on  the  girl's  excited  face,  and  my 
tnoughts,  following  this  new  clue  through 
the  maze  of  recent  events ;  wherein  I 
could  not  fail  to  see  that  it  led  to  a  very 
different  conclusion  from  that  at  which  I 
had  arrived.  If  Vilain  had  been  foolish 
enough  to  wind  up  his  love  passages  witli 
Mademoiselle  de  Mars  by  confiding  to  her 


his  passion  for  the  Figeac,  and  even  the 
place  and  time  at  which  'the  latter  was  so 
imprudent  as  to  meet  him,  I  could  fancy 
the  deserted  mistress  laying  this  plot,  and 
first  placing  the  packet  where  we  found  it 
and  then  punishing  her  lover  by  laying  the 
theft  at  his  door.  True,  he  might  be 
guilty;  and  it  might  be  only  confession 
and  betrayal  on  which  jealousy  had  thrust 
her.  But  the  longer  I  considered  the 
whole  of  the  circumstances,  as  well 
as  the  young  man's  character,  and  the 
lengths  to  which  I  knew  a  woman's 
passion  would  carry  her,  the  more  prob- 
able seemed  the  explanation  I  had  just 
received. 

Nevertheless,  I  did  not  at  once  express 
my  opinion  ;  but  veiling  the  chagrin  I 
naturally  felt  at  the  simple  part  I  had  been 
led  to  play — in  the  event  I  now  thought 
probable — I  sharply  ordered  Mademoiselle 
de  Figeac  to  retire  into  the  next  room ; 
and  then  I  requested  my  wife  to  fetch  her 
maid. 

Mademoiselle  de  Mars  had  been  three 
days  in  solitary  confinement,  and  might  be 
taken  to  have  repented  of  her  rash  accu- 
sation were  it  baseless.  I  counted  some- 
what on  this,  and  more  on  the  effect  of  so 
sudden  a  summons  to  my  presence.  But 
at  first  sight  it  seemed  that  I  did  so  with- 
out cause.  Instead  of  the  agitation  which 
she  had  displayed  when  brought  before 
me  to  confess,  she  now  showed  herself 
quiet  and  even  sullen  ;  nor  did  the  gleam 
of  passion,  which  I  thought  that  I  discerned 
smouldering  in  her  dark  eyes,  seem  to 
promise  either  weakness  or  repentance. 
However,  I  had  too  often  observed  the 
power  of  the  unknown  over  a  guilty 
conscience  to  despair  of  eliciting  the 
truth. 

"  I  want  to  ask  you  two  or  three  ques- 
tions," I  said  civilly.  "  First,  was  M.  de 
Vilain  with  you  when  you  placed  the  paper 
in  the  hollow  of  the  tree  ?  Or  were  you 
alone  ?  " 

I  saw  her  eyelids  quiver  as  with  sudden 
fear,  and  her  voice  shook  as  she  stam- 
mered, "  When  I  placed  the  paper  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  I  said,  "  when  you  placed  the 
paper.  I  have  reason  to  know  that  you 
did  it.  I  wish  to  learn  whether  he  was 
present,  or  you  did  it  merely  under  his 
orders  ?  " 

She  looked  at  me,  her  face  a  shade  paler, 
and  I  do  not  doubt  that  her  mind  was  on 
the  rack  to  divine  how  much  I  knew,  and 
how  far  she  might  deny  and  how  far  con- 
fess. My  tone  seemed  to  encourage  frank- 
ness, however,  and  in  a  moment  she  said, 
"  I  placed  it  under  his  directions." 
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"  Yes,"  I  said  drily,  my  last  doubt 
resolved  by  the  admission;  "but  that 
being  so,  why  did  Vilaiii  go  to  the  spot  ?  " 

She  grew  still  a  shade  paler,  but  in  a 
moment  she  answered,  "  To  meet  the 
agent." 

"  Then  why  did  vou  place  the  paper  in 
the  tree?" 

She  saw  the  difficulty  in  which  she  had 
placed  herself,    and    for    an    instant   she 


like  one  fascinated.  But  she  did  not 
answer. 

"Because,"  I  cried,  "your  story  is  a 
tissue  of  lies!  Because  it  was  you,  and 
you  only,  who  stole  this  paper !  Because — 
down  on  your  knees!  down  on  your 
knees,"  I  thundered,  "  and  confess  1 
Confess,  or  I  will  have  you  whipped  at  the 
cart's  tail,  like  the  false  witness  you  are !  " 

She  threw  herself  down  shrieking,  and 


SHE  THREW   HERSELF  E 


stared  at  me  with  the  look  of  a  wild  animal 
caught  in  a  trap.  Tlien,  "  In  case  the 
agent  was  late,"  she  muttered. 

"  But  since  Vilain  had  to  go  to  the  spot, 
why  did  he  not  deposit  the  paper  in  the  tree 
himself  ?  Why  did  he  send  you  to  the  place 

beforehand  ?     Why  did "  and  then  I 

broke  off  and  cried  harshly,  "  Shall  I  tell 
you  why?  Shall  I  tell  you  why,  you 
false  jade  ? " 

She  cowered  away  from  me  at  the  words 
and  stood  terror-stricken,   gazing  at  me 


caught  my  wife  by  the  skirts,  ajid  in  a 
breath  had  said  all  I  wanted,  and  more 
than  enough  to  show  me  that  I  had  sus- 
pected Vilain  without  cause,  and  both 
played  the  simpleton  myself  and  Harried 
my  household  to  distraction. 

So  far,  good.  I  could  arrange  matters 
with  Vilain,  and  probably  avoid  publicity. 
But  what  was  now  to  be  done  with  her  ? 

In  the  case  of  a  man,  I  should  have 
thought  no  punishment  too  severe,  and 
the  utmost  rigour  of  the  law  too  tender  for 
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sach  perfid)  ;  but  as  she  was  a  woman,  and 
jouEg,  and  under  my  wife's  protection,  1 
hesitated.  Finally,  the  Duchess  inter- 
ceding, i  leaned  to  the  side  of  that  roercy 
which  the  girl  had  not  shown  to  her  lover, 
and  thought  her  sufficiently  punished  at  the 
moment  by  the  presence  of  Mademoiselle 
de  Figeac,  whom  I  called  into  the  room 
to  witness  her  humiliation,  and  in  the 
future  by  dismissal  from  my  household. 
As  this  imported  banishment  to  her 
father's  country  house,  where  her  mother, 
a  shrewd  old  B^amaise,  saved  pence 
and  counted  lentils  into  the  soup,  and 
saw  company    once    a   quarter,    1    had, 


perhaps,  reason  to   be  content  with  her 
chastisement. 

For  the  rest,  1  sent  for  M.  de  Vilain,  and 
by  finding  him  employment  in  the  finances, 
and  interceding  for  him  with  the  old 
Vicomte  de  Figeac,  confirmed  him  in  the 
attachment  he  had  begun  to  feel  for  me 
before  this  unlucky  event ;  nor  do  I  doubt 
that  1  should  have  been  able  in  time  to 
advance  him  to  a  post  worthy  of  the  talents 
1  discerned  in  him.  But,  alas!  the  de- 
plorable crime  which  so  soon  deprived  me 
at  one  blow  of  my  master  and  of  power, 
put  an  end  to  this,  among  other  and  greater 
schemes. 


A      STUDY      OF      A      SPY. 


By  ANDREW    LANG 


HIS  name  is  not  in  the  "Dictionary 
of  National  Biography."  Rarely 
to  find,  in  that  magazine  of  learning,  the 
information  which  one  wants,  is  no  new 
sorrow.  The  supplementary  tomes,  the 
Lives  Left  Out,  ought  to  be  agreeable  read- 
ing, and  among  these  should  be  recorded 
the  career  of  him  concerning  whom  I  desire 
to  be  instructed — Oliver  Macallester,  Esq. 
He  was  the  author  of  a  work  **  as  interest- 
ing as  anything  of  the  kind,"  according  to 
his  own  opinion.  This  book  contains 
more  than  five  hundred  solid  pages  in 
quarto,  and  has  a  title  nearly  as  long  as  a 
leading  article. 

In  *'A  Series  of  Letters"  (London,  1767), 
Mr.  Macallester  reveals  the  **  Scheme 
projected  by  France,  for  an  intended 
invasion  of  England  with  Flat  Bottomed 
Boats,  in  1759."  He  also  proposes  to 
divulge  "  the  Secret  Adventures  of  the 
Young  Pretender,"  and,  moreover,  **the 
Chief  Cause  which  brought  on  the  late 
Expulsion  of  the  Jesuits  from  the  French 
Dominions,  a  Secret  as  yet  concealed  from 
the  Jesuits  themselves  .  .  .  together  with  the 
particular  Case  of  the  Author,  in  a  mem- 
orial to  his  late  Royal  Highness,  the  Duke 
of  Cumberland." 

The  particular  case  of  the  author  is  the 
real  question  at  issue.  Was  he  more  or 
less  mad }  Was  he  actually  a  spy  and 
secret  agent  of  the  French  Police,  who 
tried  to  sell  his  knowledge  to  England, 
and  made  a  bad  bargain }  Was  he  a 
romance-writer  with  an  extraordinarily  bad 
style  ?  What,  in  brief,  are  the  precise 
proportions  of  fool,  knave,  and  novelist 
in  Oliver  Macallester,  Esq.  ?  And  how 
much  trust  can  be  given  to  his  rambling 
and  scarcely  readable  narrative  ?  These 
are  the  questions  which  perplex  the  rare 
and  sorely  puzzled  readers  of  Oliver 
Macallester.  He  had  good  materials ;  his 
situations  are  not  ill-invented ;  he  assuredly 
possessed  some  private  knowledge  of 
Jacobite  intrigues,  though  on  certain 
points,  as  on  Prince  Charles's  secret 
journey  from  Rome  to  France  in  1744,  he 
is  utterly  misinformed.  He  asserts  that 
His  Royal  Highness  decamped  from  Rome 
to  France  in  1744  without  the  knowledge 


of  his  father.  The  scheme,  in  fact,  had 
James's  full  approval,  though  he  neither 
knew  beforehand  nor  approved  of  the 
invasion  of  Scotland  with  seven  men,  in 
1745.  Probably  Macallester  was  one  of 
the  many  Jacobite  hangers-on  who,  after 
1748,  tried  to  vend  the  cause  and  the 
Prince  to  the  British  Government.  In 
Lord  Holderness*s  papers,  now  belonging 
to  the  Duke  of  Leeds,  we  find  letters  from 
one  such  turn-coat,  whose  terms  were 
reckoned  too  high  by  the  Duke  of  New- 
castle, but  who  did  bring  about  the  arrest 
of  Mr.  Walkinshaw  of  Scotstown  in  April 

1755-* 
The  English  Government,  having  already, 

as  early  as  1749,  secured  a  trustworthy 
informer  in  the  inner  circle  of  Charles's 
entourage,  paid  slight  attention  to  **  little 
videttes''  {sic),  as  the  more  important  scoun- 
drel styles  minor  spies.  Macallester  was,  or 
wished  to  be,  one  of  those  little  vedettes,  but 
meanwhile,  he  was  ready  to  act  as  an  agent 
of  France,  and  to  sell  France  to  England, 
if  he  could.  In  the  same  way,  and  on  a 
larger  scale,  the  Earl  Marischal,  an  ex- 
Jacobite,  when  he  was  Ambassador  of 
Frederick  the  Great  in  Spain,  sent  to 
the  English  Government  the  secret  family 
compact  of  the  Bourbons.  But  his  par- 
don was  already  gained.  Like  the  Earl 
Marischal,  our  petty  Macallester  was  a 
furious  enemy  of  Charles  Edward,  who 
seems  to  have  become  an  idee  fixe  with 
him,  as  the  Empress  Maria  Theresa  was  in 
the  addled  brain  of  Lady  Mary  Coke. 
**The  Jesuits  and  the  Young  Pretender" 
haunt  Macallester*s  fancy,  and  to  their 
secret  machinations  he  attributes  his 
deserved  misfortunes.  In  spite  of  this  half- 
crazy  idea,  Macallester  does  throw  a  dim 
light  on  a  period  of  the  Prince's  history  neg- 
lected by  Mr.  Ewald  in  his  "  Life  of  Charles 
Edward,"  namely,  the  adventures  between 
the  break-up  of  the  English  Jacobite 
party,  in  1 754-1 755,  and  the  attempt  to 
bring  over  the  Prince  with  a  French  fleet, 

•  "  Historical  MSS.  Commission,"  x. ;  Ap- 
pendix, part  vi.,  pp.  216,  217.  Mr.  Walkinshaw  is 
nere  described  as  the  father  of  Miss  Clementina 
Walkinshawt  the  Prince's  mistress;  bat  he  was 
Walkinshaw  of  Barrowfield. 
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in  1759.  For  this  reason,  and  because  he 
really  knew  the  backstairs  Jacobite  and 
Court  gossip  of  the  day,  ^lacalleste^  is 
worth  some  notice,  even  if  we  discount 
his  extraordinary  tale  about  the  Jesuit 
Hamilton. 

As  for  Macallester's  social  position  and 
means  of  obtaining  information,  we  learn 
that  he  was  brought  up  **  by  ancient,  super- 
annuated relations,"  in  the  spirit  of  loyalty 
to  the  exiled  royal  family.  Through  his 
mother,  he  was  descended  from  Oliver 
Plunket,  Lord  Louth  ;  was  related  to  the 
Cusaks,  the  Nugents,  and  to  many  de- 
scendants of  the  banished  Irish  Jacobites. 
He  claims  acquaintance  with  Lord  Clare — 
the  Marshal  Thomond  about  whom  Mr. 
Carlyle  confesses  a  general  ignorance- — 
and  was  most  intimate  with  Lord  Clan- 
carty.  This  nobleman,  in  a  disgust  with 
the  English  Government  about  a  property 
which  he  could  not  recover,  went  to  France 
before  the  Forty-Five.  The  Marquis 
d'Argenson,  then  French  Foreign  Minister, 
mentions  Clancarty  as  the  one  man  of  title 
in  England  or  Ireland  whose  name  the 
Jacobite  agents  could  give  him  as  that  of 
a  pronounced  adherent.  **  They  had  a 
list  of  names,  but  no  authentic  signatures 
or  proofs."* 

The  English  Jacobites,  as  one  of  their 
leaders.  Dr.  King,  of  St.  Mary  Hall, 
Oxford,  assures  us,  would  never  put  hand 
to  paper.  The  case  of  Bishop  Atterbury,  in 
1722,  had  frightened  them  away  from  pen- 
and-ink.  So  the  Beauforts,  Westmor- 
lands,  Wyndhams,  Gorings,  Dawkinses, 
have  left  scarcely  a  permanent  trace  of 
their  traflfic  with  the  exiled  House  of 
Stuart.  All  business  was  done  by  word  of 
mouth ;  consequently  the  French  Govern- 
ment had  no  ground  of  confidence,  for 
nobody  relied  on  such  a  broken  reed  as 
the  one-eyed,  slatternly,  drunken,  and 
blasphemous  Irish  peer.  This  Lord 
Clancarty,  according  to  Macallester,  was 
a  profane  ruffian,  cursing  all  and  sundr}', 
and  ready  to  side  with  any  party — ^Jacobite, 
French,  or  Sardinian  even  —  which 
promised  the  restoration  of  his  estates. 
We  know  from  d*Argenson  that  the  Due 
de  Richelieu,  with  the  Duke  of  York,  lay 
at  Boulogne  all  through  the  winter  of 
1745,  awaiting  the  chance  of  carrying 
over  a  large  French  army  to  England. 
But,  according  to  Macallester,  when  the 
Earl  Marischal  and  Clancarty  visited 
d'Argenson  at  the  camp  in  Flanders 
(where  d'Argenson  saw  the  battle  of 
Fontenoy),  the  Minister  declined  to  give 

*  D'Argenson  :  "  M^moires,**  iv.  317. 


even  7000  men  for  a  new  Scotch  invasion. 
He  taunted  the  Earl  Marischal  with  his 
absence  from  Charles's  side  in  the  race  to 
Derby,  and  remarked  to  Lord  Clancarty, 
**  Vous  n*etes  bien  coiff6,  Monseigneur. 
Voulez-vous  que  je  vous  envoye  mon 
perruquier,  il  sait  bien  coiffer  ?  "  Thereon 
Clancarty,  who  wore  an  "  ordinary  black 
tie-wig,"  and  "  is  a  man  generally  careless 
in  his  dress,"  leaped  up  angrily,  saying, 
**  Damn  the  fellow  !  He  is  making  his 
diversion  of  us  !  "  Unluckily,  the  part  of 
d*Argenson*s  **  M^moires "  which  might 
report  this  incident  is  lost.  But  Lord 
Marischal,  by  this  and  other  trifles,  was 
practically  lost  to  the  cause,  which,  had 
he  listened  to  Atterbury,  he  might  have 
won  at  the  death  of  Queen  Anne.f 
Though  he  saw  much  of  Lord  Clare, 
Clancarty,  and  other  French  and  Scotch 
people  of  rank,  if  we  are  to  believe  him, 
Macallester's  information  was  probably 
deriveu  from  a  more  lov/ly  source,  from 
one  Gilshenagh.  This  man  had  been 
Lord  Clare's  butler,  and,  according  to 
Macallester,  became  the  steward  of  Prince 
Charles's  household.  From  him  our  spy 
got  some  curious  gossip. 

We  must  pass  over  IVIacallester's  account 
of  the  Ri^'.ing  in  1745,  but  a  storj-  or  two 
may  be  noted.  In  his  extreme  distress, 
after  Culloden,  the  Prince,  according  to 
Macallester,  met  Malcolm  Macleod,  who 
concealed  him  in  his  sister's  cottage. 
"  There  was  a  young  child  lying  in  a  cradle, 
which  the  Pretender  took  up  and  carried 
about  with  him,  and  the  next  morning, 
very  early,  amused  himself  in  the  same 
manner.  He  .  .  .  saw  himself  at  once 
reduced  to  the  low  and  mean  condition  of 
amusing  himself  with  an  infant  in  his 
arms."  Persons  who  had  not  turned  their 
coats  might  regard  the  Prince's  love  of 
children  as  a  trait  rather  pleasing  than 
**  low  and  mean."  Another  proof  of 
Charles's  infamy  is  that,  by  aid  of  Marshal 
Belleisle,  he  deprived  -^neas  Macdonald 
of  his  pension  from  France.  As  the  said 
JEnesiSy  after  betraying  the  cause,  like 
Murray  of  Broughton,  had  the  singular 
impudence  to  apply  to  James,  demanding 
a  peerage  for  his  nephew,  we  may  think 
that  Charles's  conduct  scarcely  stands  in 
need  of  excuse. J  But  how  did  the  Prince 
hear  of  ^neas's  treachery  ?     According  to 

t  Spencers  *' Anecdotes,"  p.  168.     London,  1820. 

J  ^neas  was  examined  in  England,  and  told 
what  he  knew,  on  Sept.  17,  1746.  Mr.  Ewald 
frequently  quotes  his  deposition,  from  the  State 
Papers.  Tne  demand  for  a  peerajje  is  contained 
in  a  letter  from  iEneas  to  James's  secretar>',  Mr. 
Edpar,  Oct.  12,  1751.  Sec  Browne's  "Highland 
Ckms,"  iv.  91. 
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Macallester,  the  gossip  of  Versailles  ran 
that  the  news  came  '*  from  someone  then 
near  his  Royal  Highness,  Frederick,  the 
late  Prince  of  Wales,"  and  this  is  not  the 
only  case  in  which  Macallester  gives 
similar  hints.  Was  "  Fred  "  a  bit  of  a 
Jacobite  ?  Horace  Walpole  suggests  "  a 
tartan  waistcoat "  under  Fred's  green  coat. 

Macallester  has  his  own  remarks  to 
make  on  that  fatal  hidden  treasure  of  Loch 
Arkaig  which  was  the  Dwarf  Andvari's 
hoard  of  Jacobitism,  and  caused  heart- 
burnings and  mutual  accusations  among 
the  melancholy  exiles.  According  to  our 
spy,  JEneas  Macdonald  helped  himself 
freely  to  the  ;^3 0,000,  and  also  got 
Charles's  gold  snuff-box,  a  diamond  ring, 
and  other  things  of  value.  He  attributes 
Archibald  Cameron's  death  (1753)  to  his 
greedy  search  for  tlie  same  hoard,  but 
here,  like  many  of  his  contemporaries, 
he  is  mistaken.  The  good  Doctor  was 
engaged  on  quite  another  affair.  Finally, 
we  note  in  this  early  part  of  Macallester's 
prolix  and  wandering  work,  the  adventures 
of  one  Dumont,  who  came  over  to  bring 
Charles  off  from  the  Highland  coast,  but 
only  succeeded  in  rescuing  his  companion, 
Sullivan.  This  Dumont  plays  a  great  part 
in  Macallester's  later  revelations. 

All  these  details  are  matters  of  ancient 
history,  and  merely  prove  that  Macallester 
was  intimate  with  discontented  and, 
usually,  disloyal  supporters  of  the  Stuarts. 
His  own  narrative  of  his  private  and 
personal  romance  begins  in  the  Seven- 
teenth Letter.  His  "private  affairs" 
brought  him  to  Dunkirk  in  1755.  On 
returning  to  London,  he  was  apprehended 
at  Sheerness,  an  ungrateful  caitiff  having 
laid  information  to  the  effect  that  our 
injured  hero  "  had  some  connection  with 
the  Ministers  of  the  French  Court,  or  was 
upon  some  dangerous  enterprize."  He 
was  examined  at  the  Secretary  of  State's 
Office  (Lord  Holland's),  was  released,  and 
returned  to  Dunkirk,  uncompensated  for 
all  this  disturbance.  Here  he  abode,  on 
his  private  business,  living  much  in  the 
company  of  the  ranting  Lord  Clancarty. 
Lord  Clare  (Comte  de  Thomond)  was  also 
in  Dunkirk  at  the  time,  and  attached  him- 
self to  the  engaging  Macallester,  whom  he 
invited  to  Paris.  Our  fleet  was  then 
unofficially  harrassing  that  of  France,  in 
America.  As  Mr.  Gladstone  would  say, 
we  were  no/  at  war,  but  there  were  naval 
operations.  Braddock  had  been  beaten 
and  slain  in  America,  a  cause  of  joy  to 

Jacobites,  and  notably  to  Lord  Clancarty. 
le    cherished    a    distaste    for    General 
Braddock,  "who  had  some  years  before 


unfortimately  deprived  Lord  Clancarty  of 
the  sight  of  one  of  his  eyes  by  the  milucky 
throwing  of  a  glass  bottle,  while  they  were 
at  supper  together  at  the  King's  Anns,  in 
Pall  Mall."  General  Braddock  was  of 
Considine's  opinion  that  **  a  cut-glass 
decanter,  aimed  low,"  is  occasionally  a 
serviceable  missile. 

Meanwhile,  France  negotiated  the  secret 
1  reaty  with  Austria,  while  Frederick  joined 
hands  with  Fngland.  Dunkirk  began  to 
wear  a  very  warlike  aspect,  in  despite  of 
treaties,  which  bound  France  to  keep  it 
dismantled — **  Je  savais  que  nous  avions 
triche  avec  les  Anglais,"  says  d'Argenson — 
the  fortifications  were  being  reconstructed. 
d'Argcnson  adds  that  now  is  the  moment 
to  give  an  asylum  to  the  wandering  Prince 
Charles.  **  The  Duchesse  d'Aiguillon,  a 
great  friend  of  the  Prince,  tells  me  that, 
some  days  ago,  while  she  was  absent  from 
her  house  at  Ruel,  an  ill-dressed  stranger 
came,  and  waited  for  her  till  five  in  the 
morning,  Her  servants  recognised  the 
Prince."* 

In  August  1756,  d'Argenson  again  notes 
activity  at  Dunkirk.  Mr.  Macallester, 
rather  in  the  spirit  of  Mr.  Pepys,  reports 
the  cleansing  of  the  great  harbour  as  "  a 
most  grand  and  curious  piece  of  work." 
There  was  mustering,  marching,  practising 
of  embarkment  and  disembarkment,  and 
at  last  war  was  proclaimed  in  London ; 
but,  as  we  know,  Minorca  was  attacked, 
not  the  English  coast.  Charles  Edward  is 
said  to  have  been  offered  a  command  in 
Richelieu's  assault  on  Minorca,  aild  to 
have  refused  to  serve  as  a  mere  ipouvantail, 
or  bugbear.  Macallester,  omitting  the 
Minorca  business,  and  careless  as  to  dates, 
runs  on  to  the  attempted  assassination  of 
Louis  XV.  by  Damiens  (Tan.  5,  1757). 
He  appears  to  think  that  the  Court  knew 
the  secret  causes  and  springs  of  an  affair 
which  connects  itself  later  with  his  own 
adventures. 

At  this  very  time  (January  1757),  Lord 
Clancarty  began  to  rail  in  good  set  terms 
against  all  and  sundry.  For  his  own 
purposes,  "for  just  and  powerful  reasons" — 
in  case  it  might  come  in  useful — Mac- 
allester kept  a  journal  of  these  libellous 
remarks,  obviously  for  use  against  Clan- 
carty. Living  at  that  nobleman's  table, 
Macallester  played  his  favourite  part  of 
spy  for  the  mere  love  of  the  profession. 

Tuesday ^  January  1 1,  1757. — ^WLen  we  had 
drunk  hard  after  supper,  he  broke  out,  saying,  "  By 
God !  dear  Mac^  I  'U  tell  you  a  secret  you  don't 
know ;  there  is  not  a  greater  scoundrel  on  the  face 
of  the  earth  than  that  same  Prince ;  he  is  in  his 

«  July  12,  1756,  "  M^moires,"  ix.  296,  297. 
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lieait  a  coward  and  a  poltroon  ;  would  rather  live 
in  a  gairet  with  some  Scotch  thieves,  to  drink  and 
smosuc,  than  serve  me,  or  any  of  those  who  have 
lost  our  estates  for  his  family  and  himself.  .  .  . 
He  is  so  great  a  scoundrel  that  he  will  lie  even 
when  drunk :  a  time  when  all  other  men's  hearts 
are  most  open,  and  will  speak  the  truth,  or  what 
they  think.  .  .  ." 

In  calling  the  Prince  a  coward,  Lord 
Clancarty,  though  drunk,  lied. 

"  He  damned  himself  if  he  did  not  love  an  Irish 
drummer  better  than  any  of  the  breed."  *•  The 
Prince  has  no  more  religion,"  said  this  pious 
enthusiast,  "  thr -n  one  of  my  coach -horses."  .  .  . 
•*  He  asked  me  if  I  knew  Jemmy  Dawkins  ?  "  I 
said  I  did  not.  **  He  could  give  you  an  account  of 
them,"  said  he,  "  but  Lord  Marischal  has  given  the 
true  character  of  the  Prince,  and  certified  under  his 
hand  to  the  people  of  England  what  a  scoundrel  he 
is.  .  .  .  The  Pnnce  had  the  canaille  of  Scotland  to 
assist  him,  thieves,  robbers,  and  the  like.  ..." 

Jemmy  Dawkins,  of  Over  Norton,  and 
Lord  Marischal  did,  indeed,  express  these 
sentiments,  as  may  be  read  in  the  letter  of 
the  English  Resident  at  Berne,  published 
by  Mr.  Ewald.*  Lord  Marischal  would 
not  start  for  Scotland  with  Charles  in  a 
fishing-boat  after  the  failure  of  the  French 
attempt  in  1744.  From  that  hour  he 
detested  the  Prince,  whose  private 
behaviour  by  this  time  (175 6- 1757)  was 
about  as  bad  as  possible.  About  Jemmy 
Dawkins  there  are  curious  tales  to  be 
told :  he,  also,  is  not  in  the  **  Dictionary 
of  National  I3iography,"  though  "he  has 
various  claims  to  that  pride  of  place. 

Lord  Clancarty  now  called  Louis  XV. 
"  a  beast,"  with  many  curious  and  dis- 
gusting particulars.  He  wished  Ireland 
in  the  hands  of  the  French.  As  to  his 
own  ancestor.  Lord  Sunderland,  being 
asked  if  he  did  not  die  a  Catholic,  Lord 
Clancarty  said  that  **  he  knew  better 
things  than  to  give  himself  any  trouble 
about  religion,"  though  he  went  on  to 
blame  Prince  Charles's  laxity,  and  the 
profession  of  Protestantism  which  he  left 
in  the  hands  of  Dr.  King,  of  Oxford,  pro- 
bably in  1752.  The  Prince  had  confided 
to  Clancarty  the  English  Jacobites'  desire 
that  he  would  put  away  ]VIiss  Walkinshaw. 
"  The  Prince,  swearing,  said  he  would  not 
put  away  a  cat  to  please  such  fellows "  ; 
but,  as  Lord  Clancarty  never  opened  his 
mouth  without  a  curse,  his  evidence  is  not 
valuable.  On  March  8,  hearing  that  Loch 
Garry  was  in  the  neighbourhood,  Clancarty 
called  him  a  "  thief  and  a  cow- stealer," 
and  bade  the  footman  lock  up  the  plate. 
The  brave  Loch  Garry,  however,  came  to 
dinner,  as  being  unaware  of  his  Lordship's 
sentiments.  Loch  Garry  it  was  who  offered 
to  lie  in  wait  for  the  Duke  of  Cumberland, 

•  <«  Life  of  Charies  Edward,"  ii.  223.    May  28, 


after  Culloden,  and  shoot  him  between 
Fori  William  and  Fort  Augustus,  which 
the  Prince  forbade.  Loch  Garry  remained 
loval  to  his  death.  There  is  a  curious 
legend  to  the  effect  that  when  his  son  went 
over  to  sue  for  a  pardon,  the  old  chief 
threw  his  dirk  after  him,  imprecating  a 
curse  on  the  house  of  Loch  Garry  while 
any  of  his  name  held  it  under  a  Hanoverian 
king.  Consequently  the  house  of  Loch 
Garry  remamed  in  the  possession  of  a 
noisy  rapping  spirit,  till,  in  despair,  the 
owners  pulled  it  down.f 

Enough  of  the  elegant  conversation  of 
this  one-eyed,  slovenly  Irish  nobleman, 
whom  we  presently  find  passing  his 
Christmas  with  Prince  Charles.  Mr. 
Macallester  now  made  two  new  friends, 
the  adventurous  Dumont  and  a  Mr.  Lewis. 
In  July  1757,  Lewis  and  Macallester  went 
to  Paris  and  were  much  with  Lord  Clare 
(de  Thomond).  In  December,  Lord 
Clancarty  came  hunting  for  our  spy, 
**  raging  like  a  madman,"  after  Macallester, 
much  to  that  hero's  discomposure,  for,  being 
as  silly  as  he  was  base,  he  had  let  out  the 
secret  of  his  **  Clancarty  Elegant  Extracts." 
His  Lordship,  in  fact,  accused  Macallester 
of  showing  all  his  letters  to  Lord  Clare, 
whom  Clancarty  hated.  He  then  gave 
Macallester  the  lie,  and  next  apologised ; 
in  fact,  he  behaved  like  Sir  Francis 
Clavering.  Before  publishing  his  book, 
Macallester  tried  to  *'  blackmail "  Clancarty : 
**  His  Lordship  is  now  secretly  and  fully 
advertised  that  this  matter  is  going  to  the 
press,"  and  it  was  matter  to  make  the  Irish 
peer  uncomfortable  in  France,  where  he 
had  consistently  reviled  the  King. 

It  is  probable  that  Macallester  was 
now  engaged  in  the  French  Secret  Police. 
At  all  events,  on  March  31,  1758,  he 
received  a  letter  from  one  Buhot,  in  that 
service,  who  took  him  to  Bertin,  then 
Lieutenant-General  of  the  force.  He  was 
presently  put  on  an  extraordinary  task,  and 
invited  to  be  at  Versailles  on  Sunday, 
whither  Bertin  alwavs  carried  his  week's 
budget  of  business.  Macallester  was  now 
presented  to  one  Trefraville,  and  warned, 
as  he  had  been  before,  of  the  necessity 
of  secrecy.  After  many  mysterious  deal- 
ings, he  was  sent  to  La  Rochelle,  and 
thence,  after  some  stay  in  that  town,  to 
Paris,  receiving  six  hundred  livres.  But 
the  meaning  of  this  expedition  he  never 
discovered.  Some  weeks  later,  Buhot 
came  to  him,  in  the  gardens  of  the  Luxem- 
bourg, and  asked  if  he  knew  one  Hamilton, 
a  priest.     He  did  not ;  but,  in  November, 

t  The  talc  is  given  in  Mr.  Mackenzie's  "  Histofy 
of  the  Macdoni£iB." 
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1758,  Buhot  sent  for  him  again,  and  bade 
him  bring  clothes  for  a  trip  into  the 
country.  About  two  miles  from  Paris  they 
stopped,  in  this  pleasure  tour,  at  a  noble 
but  deserted  palace,  named  Bicetre,  of 
which  the  guileless  Macallester  had  never 
heard  any  mention  made.  The  nature  of 
the  establishment  was  explained  to  him  ; 
it  was  a  lunatic  asylum,  and  **  you  may  go 
in  there,  perhaps,  for  a  little  while,  to  talk 
to  one  of  the  inmates  on  an  affair  which  I 
shall  mention  to  you.'*  So,  in  brief,  Mac- 
allester was  soon  under  lock  and  key. 
His  depression  was  increased  by  **  a  most 
overcoming,  uncommon,  and  extraordinary 
smell,  such  as  I  never  perceived  in  all  my 
life,"  p'^rvading  the  interior  of  the  noble 
but  deSv^rted  palace.  He  also  learned  from 
the  jailer  that  he  was  himself  committed  as 
a  prisoner  by  the  name  of  Philip  Grandville, 
and  we  may,  perhaps,  pity  a  gentleman  of 
Ireland,  whose  family  boasted  of  high 
antiquity,  when  he  finds  himself  in  a 
situation  so  devoid  of  agreeable  promise. 
•  Locked  up  in  his  cell,  ^Macallester  opened 
a  piece  of  paper  given  him  by  Buhot  at 
parting.     This  note  contained 

INSTRUCTIONS   FOR    MR.    MACALLESTER. 

"  The  person  who  is  to  be  studied  speaks  often 

of  Jesuits,  and  notably  of  Father  Florian it 

is  necessary  to  discover  adroitly  where  he  lives,  and 
in  what  convent." 

Mr.  Macallestcr's  honourable  office, 
then,  was  that  of  a  mouton,  or  gaol-spy  ;  he 
w-as  to  worm  information  out  of  a  fellow- 
prisoner.  If  he  succeeded,  he  was  likely 
to  be  assassinated  by  Jesuits,  or  locked  up 
for  life  by  the  French  Police,  lest  he  should 
reveal  his  secret  discoveries.  There  were 
conveniences  for  such  locking-up,  as 
Galhanon  was  no  further  away  than  across 
the  yard,  and  in  Galbanon  men  were  kept 
chained  till  they  were  fleeced  over  in  their 
own  white  hair,  like  Menzel,  the  Saxon 
Foreign  Office  clerk,  who  sold  despatches 
to  Frederick  the  (jreat.  Galbanon  was 
pretty  full  at  the  moment,  and  satirists 
who  rhymed  against  Madame  de  Pompa- 
dour lay  there,  in  filth  and  chains,  twenty 
feet  under  ground.  Still,  there  was  ample 
room  for  another  prisoner,  and  what  if  he 
should  be  an  Irish  gentleman  of  old 
family ! 

Next  night,  a  tall,  fierce  fellow,  in 
wooden  shoes,  and  in  the  brown  uniform 
of  the  gaol,  was  kicked  into  Macallester*s 
presence,  obviously  suflfering  great  pain. 
He  was  locked  up  in  a  bare,  cold  cell, 
opening  out  of  our  hero's  room,  and 
therein  he  sang  Latin  anthems  to  a  late 
hour,  repeating  the  same  exercise  very 
earJjr  in    the   morning.      Next    day,    he 


opened  a  conversation  in  English  with 
Macallester,  observing  that  he  spoke 
many  languages,  among  others  Greek  and 
Hebrew.  He  had  been  captured  first  at 
Fontainebleau,  had  escaped  from  prison, 
been  retaken,  and  had  hurt  himself 
terribly.  His  body  looked  as  if  it  had 
been  torn  by  dogs.  The  wounds  were 
caused  by  a  fall  during  an  attempt  to 
escape,  in  which  his  friend,  Father 
Fleurian,  he  said,  had  been  successful. 
Macallester  wrote  an  account  of  his  talk, 
but  did  not  believe  that  Fleurian  had 
really  got  clean  away.  Hamilton's  "  con- 
fessions," recorded  by  Macallester,  were 
a  tissue  of  nonsense.  He  had  been 
sent,  he  declared,  to-  assassinate  Prince 
Charles ;  or,  at  least,  Prince  Charles 
accused  him  of  this  intention.  Finallv, 
he  fully  admitted  that  he  had  been 
bribed  to  commit  the  crime,  by  money 
down,  and  the  offer  of  a  Bishoprick ! 
What  interest  the  Jesuits  had  in  killing 
Charles  (at  that  moment  secretly  a 
Protestant)  is  not  obvious.  There  were 
many  tales  of  such  plots,  true  or  false,  but 
England  had  hitherto  been  regarded  as 
the  perfidious  employer  of  the  pistol  or 
dagger.  Macallester  himself  moralises  on 
the  untrustworthiness  of  all  such  declar- 
ations as  Father  Hamilton's.  As  for 
Hamilton  (his  real  name  was  Vlieghe), 
**  his  person  and  figure  were  bold,  strong, 
and  engaging ;  he  was  very  learned ;  had 
a  memory  beyond  belief  or  human  imagina- 
tion ;  he  spoke  several  languages  fluently, 
from  all  which  flowed  a  powerful  elocu- 
tion ;  and  with  all  this  he  seemed  to  be  of 
great  vivacity  and  activity,  quick  in  his 
conceptions,  with  an  undaunted  courage 
and  intrepidity."  When  his  examination 
was  ended,  Hamilton  implored,  with  ter.rs, 
that  he  might  be  executed  rather  than 
sent  back  to  the  awful  Galbanon,  Back  he 
was  carried,  however,  almost  before  Mac- 
allester left  Bicetre. 

What  meant  all  this  mystery  of  iniquity, 
or  is  Macallester  merely  romancing } 
We  shall  never  know  the  truth,  but,  as 
time  went  on,  and  Macallester  was  not 
paid  for  his  d ':  usting  services,  he  took  it 
into  his  wise  head  that  "  The  Young  Pre- 
tender "  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  business. 
Hamilton  was  originally  arrested  just 
before  Damiens'  attempt  on  Louis  XV. 
Macallester  supposes  that  these  two  affairs 
of  Hamilton  and  Damiens  induced  the 
French  Court  to  take  up  Charles  Edward's 
cause,  and,  at  the  same  time,  to  attack  the 
Society  of  Jesus.  In  Charles's  cause,  they 
schemed  an  invasion  in  1759;  the  Jesuits 
they  expelled  somewhat  later.     In  all  this 
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there  is  no  more  truth  than  the  fact  that 
Prince  Charles  was  to  have  been  with  the 
invading  force  of  1759.  This  we  know 
from  the  information  of  the  really  valuable 
Jacobite  spy  in  the  English  service,  and 
we  may  also  gather  it  from  the  letters  of 
Andrew  Lumisden,  secretary  to  the  Old 
Chevalier.* 

For  the  purpose  of  the  invasion  of  1759, 
Dumont  (who,  as  we  saw,  rescued  Sullivan 
in  the  Highlands)  was  commissioned  to 
make  a  secret  study  of  the  English  coast. 
Sullivan  got  a  command  in  the  invading 
force,  and  Prince  Charles,  after  "  damning 
the  Marshal's  old  boots  "  (the  boots  of  the 
Mar^chal  de  Belleisle,  *'  always  stuffed 
full  of  projects"),  went  to  Brest  in  disguise. 
Even  Sullivan  was  not  in  his  confidence, 
which  was  now  reserved  for  Alexander 
Murray,  Lord  Elibank's  brother.  This 
gentleman  concocted  "the  great  affair" 
of  kidnapping  George  II.  in  1752-1753. 
He  was  now  in  much  favour  with  the  Old 
Chevalier,  and  was  created  Earl  of  West- 
minster. Macallester  says  that  Mr.  Murray 
was  given  to  cheating  at  cards,  and  was 
detested  by  all  the  Scotch.  This  is  only 
one  of  Macaliester's  fables,  probably.  Mr. 
Murray  was  assuredly  on  very  good  tenns 
with  Lord  Airlie.f 

But  with  Mr.  Macallester  Mr.  Murray 
was  on  terms  the  reverse  of  good ;  hence, 
doubtless,  these  tales  about  gambling.  As 
for  poor  Sullivan,  he  was  rather  under  a 
cloud,  as  he  was  accused  of  having  been 
Miss  Walkinshaw's  lover  before  she  joined 
the  Prince.  Here  Macallester  tells  a  long, 
dull  tale,  on  the  evidence  of  Gilshenagh, 
the  butler,  about  the  Prince's  being 
detected  while  incognito  by  a  woman  who 
looked  after  Miss  Walkinshaw's  daughter, 
later  created  Duchess  of  Albany.  This 
woman  once  accidentally  saw  Charles,  who 
seldom  stirred  out  except  after  dark,  and 
who  was  then  living  over  a  butcher's  shop 
in  the  Rue  de  la  Boucherie,  Faubourg  St. 
Germain.  She  knew  him  as  the  gentle- 
man who  every  Sunday  went  to  mass  at 
the  Cordeliers,  where  a  little  chapel,  with 
iron  railings,  was  reserved  for  him.  So 
much  for  his  secret  Protestantism ! 
Charles,  finding  that  he  was  discovered, 
withdrew  by  night  to  other  quarters,  so 
fugitive  and  secret  was  his  existence  before 
the  attempt  of  1759.  The  invasion  was 
ruined  by  Hawke's  defeat  of  the  French 
fieet.  "Hawke  did  bang  Monsieur 
Conflans,"   as    the    sailors     chanted,    in 

•  In  Mr.  Dennistoun^s  "Life  of  Sir  Robert 
Strange,"  ii.  187,  188. 

t  &e  Letters  of  1 763,  in  the  Laing  Collection  of 
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Qulberon  Bay.  Consequently  there  was 
no  descent  on  the  West  Highland  coast, 
and  Thurot  merely  fidgetted  about  Islay 
and  on  the  shores  at  Carrickfergus. 

All  through  1760,  Macallester  was 
dunning  the  French  Police  for  his  fee  in 
the  affair  of  examining  Hamilton.  At  the 
same  time  (he  says)  a  new  invasion  of  the 
English  South  Coast  was  being  planned, 
and  Charles  himself  went  over  occasionally 
to  England  to  examine  the  shores  and 
places  fit  for  a  landing.  Dumont  was 
sent  for  to  Versailles  to  present  his 
charts  and  notes  to  the  Ministry,  and  with 
Dumont,  Macallester  would  often  sit 
drinking.  Over  the  third  bottle  Dumont 
promised  to  show  Macallester  some  curious 
papers,  and  he  did,  in  fact,  lend  him  his 
charts  and  reports.  Macallester  now  con- 
ceived that  **  Providence  had  some  special 
blessing  in  store  for  him  "  ;  he  determined 
to  copy  the  papers  and  sell  them  to  England 
for  ^2000  a  year  and  a  large  sum  of  ready 
money.  He  felt  that  his  Jacobitism  had 
really  been  an  obsolete  superstition.  "  I 
was  now  a  proselyte,  a  prosel}1;e  upon 
conviction."  His  fancy  heard  King  George 
exclaim,  **  There  is  more  joy  in  heaven 
over  one  sinner  that  repenteth,"  and,  in 
brief,  he  thought  that  he  was  in  a  verj- 
good  thing.  In  point  of  fact,  the  docu- 
ments were  not  worth  twopence :  they 
contained  only  a  few  notes  as  to  the  lie  of 
the  land  and  the  depth  of  the  water  at 
Shoreham  and  Ncwhaven.  In  conversa- 
tion, Dumont  added  that  the  attack  was  to 
be  in  the  winter  of  1762,  that  seven  or 
eight  hours  would  suffice  for  the  transit, 
that  flat-bottomed  boats,  once  landed, 
would  form  a  battery,  and  so  forth.  The 
Prince  himself  had  just  returned  from 
England,  after  visiting  the  coast,  in  a 
Dutch  yacht,  and  his  worst  enemies  may 
admit  that  Charles  was,  at  least,  a  person 
of  untiring  energy.  Unluckily,  his  valet, 
Stuart,  *'  hunting  in  Paris  for  MissWalkin- 
shaw "  (who  had  fled  from  Charles  to  a 
cloister),  became  aware  of  Macaliester's 
intimacy  with  Dumont,  and  that  source 
of  information  was  promptly  closed. 
Mr.  Macallester  had  gone  about  saying 
that  the  Prince's  friend,  Alexander  Murray, 
deserved  to  be  caned.  This  came  to  the 
Prince's  ears ;  "  as  a  man  he  ought  to 
have  applauded,  if  he  had  an  atom  of 
either  honesty  or  honour  in  his  heart  or 
soul."  But,  **  overflowing  as  he  was  with 
t>Tanny,"  the  Prince  did  not  applaud 
Mr.  Macaliester's  censures  on  his  friend. 
A  few  days  later,  indeed,  Mr.  Macallester 
was  waited  on  by  **  a  gentlemanlike  man, 
dressed    in    black,"    who    requested    his 
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company  to  Fort  TEv^que,  ne^r  the  Pont 
Neuf.  Here  Mr.  Macallester  was  locked 
up,  nor  was  he  released  till  February 
1762.  The  charge  was  one  of  corre- 
sponding with  England,  a  baseless  accusa- 
tion, on  which  he  utters  ethical  reflections, 
concluding  that  the  Young  Pretender  is 
an  assassin  rather  worse  than  Damiens. 
As  Mr.  Macallester,  by  his  own  confession, 
was  about  to  do  the  very  thing  of  which 
he  was  accused,  as  he  was  only  stopped  by 
the  term  of  imprisonment  (four  months), 
as  he  was  a  double-dyed  scoundrel  and 
traitor,  his  unfeigned  indignation  is  a 
very  pretty  spectacle  to  the  contemplative 
moralist. 

We  now  find  Macallester  retired  from 
France,  and  plaguing  Sir  Joseph  Yorke, 
the  English  Minister  at  The  Hague.  He 
will  sell  his  information  for  ;^2 0,000  and 
;^2ooo  a  year.  He  offers  to  show  that 
Charles  **  has  had  early  intelligence  of 
matters  that  could  only  come  to  him  from 
persons  near  the  throne  of  England."  He 
**  havers,"  of  course,  at  great  length  about 
his  own  adventures.  Sir  Joseph,  in  reply, 
said  that  he  had  no  interest  in  Mr.  Mac- 
allester's  private  history.  If  Mr.  Macallester 
has  anything  to  say,  he  may  write  it. 
Finally,  he  made  some  impression  on 
Yorke,  and  was  sent  over  to  England, 
where  he  gave  up  his  papers,  and 
was  assured,  by  Lord  Bute,  of  a  liberal 
reward. 

But  Mr.  Macallester  never  got  any- 
thing, and  he  occupies   forty-five   quarto 


pages  in  telling  us  this  gratifying  fact. 
Once  only,  outside  of  his  own  two  quarto 
volumes,  so  beautifully  printed,  do  I  catch 
a  fleeting  view  of  Mr.  Macallester.  He 
talks   of  seeing,   at    Lord    Bute's    office, 

Mr.  W and  Mr.  G .     Mr.  G 

was  probably  Mr.  Grenville.  In  a  letter 
of  Edward  Sedgwick  to  Edward  Weston 

(*SMr.  W "),   Feb.  18,    i_764,  we  find 

this :  "  By  my  Lord's  [Bute's]  desire,  and 
in  consequence  of  the  encouragement  you 
give  me,  I  trouble  you  with  the  petition  of 
a  Mr.  IVIacallester,  who  says  you  are  well 
acquainted  with  his  case  and  mentions  you 
in  it.  My  Lord  wishes  to  know  whether 
he  really  deserves  more  than  has  been  done 
for  him,  and,  if  so,  what  would  be  reason- 
able reward."* 

Nothing,  he  tells  us,  had  been  **  done 
for"  Mr.  Macallester.  His  expenses  had 
been  paid  for  a  few  weeks,  that  was  all. 
Once  more  he  had  done  the  devil's  work 
without  the  devil's  wages.  How  did  he 
manage  to  print  his  Revelations  with  so 
much  luxury  of  type  and  paper  ? 

Fancy  beholds  this  Irish  gentleman  of 
ancient  family  pining  in  the  Prison  of  the 
Fleet,  a  button-holder  and  a  bore,  dreaded 
by  his  fellow  victims  for  the  prolixity  of 
his  narratives,  yet  nobly  consoled  by  the 
reflection  that  he  had  rescued  his  country 
from  Popery,  wooden  shoes,  slavery,  and 
the  Young  Pretender. 


*  "Historical  MSS.  Commission,*'  x.  i.;   Ap- 
pendix, p.  362. 
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THE  Chateau  d'lf  has  as  many  ; 
as  Edmond  Danttis  assumed  after 
his  escape  from  it,  when,  emerging  from 
long  confinement  in  "a  loathsome  dun- 
geon," he  swam  sis  miles  in  a  stormy  sea 
as  a  foretaste  of  the  entrancingly  imj-oss- 
ible  adventures  that  followed.  You  may 
look  at  the  Chateau  all  day  and  every  day 
from    the   same   place    or  from   dilfcrent 


shifting  colours,  bewildering  to  the  eye 
in  their  very  harmony,  and  charged  with 
the  beautiftij  terror  of  a  coming  storm. 
Yet  again,  in  another  aspect  of  storm, 
backed  by  the  heavy  clouds  that  portend 
the  "  mistral,"  the  penetrating  wind  that 
sweeps  down  the  Rhone  Valley,  still  the 
castle  retains,  untler  all  the  sea-changes 
that  it  takes  on,  its  air  of  command  and 


places,  and  never  wi-ary  of  lookinj;.  It 
seems  as  imposing  and  pictures([ue  whether 
it  is  seen  dominating  a  quiet  sea,  blue  as 
only  the  Mediterranean  (and  sometimes 
the  sea  of  the  English  west  coast)  can  be, 
or  whether  on  a  grey,  quiet  day  it  lies  flat 
against  the  background  of  hills,  and  seems 
within  reach  of  one's  hand  as  one  leans 
over  the  parapet  of  the  Corniche  Road. 
Again,  it  assumes  majestic  proportions 
when  a  wind  is  blowing  up,  while  the 
clouds  on  the  horizon  are  a  mass  of  angry, 
No.  141.    June  1895. 


dignity.     To  hii 

the  laud,  it  is  always  the  one  puint  f 
for,  and  it  never  fails  to  satisfy  the  desire 
of  the  eye,  not  even  when,  having  made 
close  acquaintance  with  it  and  found  its 
glories  diminish  as  he  sails  nearer  and 
nearer  to  it,  the  voyager  returns  to  shore 
possesse<l  with  a  dread  that  when  he  looks 
again  over  the  waves  the  wondrous  fantasy 
of  the  thing  may  be  killed  bv  the  remem- 
brance of  nearer  intimacy.  IJut,  in  truth, 
nothing  can  kill  it.     On  the  contrary,  the 
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moment  one  arri\cs  again  on  tlie  hill  of 
Endoume,  one  falls  under  the  spell  anew  : 
the  mean  aspect  that  the  poor  old  fortress 
affords  to  him  who  is  dose  under  its  walls 


or  standing  on  it 
the  Chateau  d'lf 
fantastic  glory,  ; 
aiion  triumphs  ovei 


f  ramparts  is  forgtHten  ; 
is  once  mure  a  castle  of 
nd  the  reality  of  imagin- 
r  the  pretence  of  fact. 
1  thinks  of  the  Chateau  d'lf  thinks 

of  I'Mniond  Dant6s,  who  is  in  some  wavs 

more  real  in  !\lar.seilles  than  he  is  to  those 

who    read   the   great 

romance    in    all    the 

other  quarters  of  tlie 

world.      The   cook 

and     housekeeper    of 

my    kind     host    and. 


lived  ho  long  out  of 
Italy  as  to  have 
forgotten  all  Italian 
save  here  and  there 
a  stray  proverb  or 
legend,  and  to  have 
become  to  all  in- 
tents and  purposes  a 
Marseillaise.  She  is 
a  person  of  very 
marked  and  decided 
character,  and  she 
cannot  read.  Know- 
ing that  I  had  been 
at  the  Chateau  d'lf 
yesterday,  she  had 
many  questions  to  ask  me  when  her  work 
for  the  day  was  over,  and  presently  informed 
me  that  she  had  a  copy  of  "  Monte 
Cristo"  with   "images."     "Had  1  read 


that  charming  romance  ? "  Yes,  I  had, 
but  1  did  not  possess  a  copy  with  images, 
and,  of  course,  I  should  dearly  like  to  see 
her  book.  Whereon  two  much  thumbed 
volumes  were  pro- 
duced and  turned 
over  from  begin- 
ning to  end,  each 
illustration  furmini;  a 
slopping  -  place,  and 
giving  Angeline  an 
(jpportunity  of  show- 
ing  not  only  her 
close  and  accurate 
knowledge  of  the 
b<K>k,  plot,  and  cha- 
racters, with  details  of 
names,  dates,  and 
places,  but  also 
exhibiting  her  strong 
dramatic  talent  in 
re-teiling  the  familiar 
storv  as  if  it  had 
rea'lly  happened 
yesterday,  and  in 
explaining  what  in 
each  case  were  the 
salient  points  of  the  situation  that  the 
illustrator  had  tried  to  bring  out  in  his  old, 
ohi  pictures  of  the  jieriod  when  book- 
illustrations  resembled  nothing  so  much 
as  fashion-plates  of  to-day.  It  was  an 
entertainment  thai  had  all  the  charm  of 
simplicity  and    une\[»ecledness,    and   was 


GALLERY   IN 


not  only  "as  good  as  the  play,"  but  very 

much  better  than  any  play  that  1  have  seen 

staged  on  ihe  subject  of  "  Monte  Cristo." 

In    other   ways    of    less    personal  aiid 
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touching  interest,  the  fame  of  Edmotid 
Dant^s  (as  far  as  can  be  ascertained  by 
converse  with  the  learned,  Dant^s  is  not 
and  was  not  ever  a  Marseillais  name)  is 
kept  alive  in  the  town.  I'here  is  a  house 
still  pointed  out,  and  still  believed  in  by 
people  of  such  simple  faith  and  fme 
instinct  as  Ang61ine's,  as  the  very  house 
in  which  the  elder  M<»iTd  dwelt  before 
the  fortune  of  his  argosies  failed  him.  In 
what  remains  of  the  "  Catalans' "  quarter 
there  are  several  cabarc/s  which  lay  claim 
here  to  being  the  identical  tavern  in  which 
the  letter  of  accusation  was  written,  there 
the  wine-shop  in  which  Daiites  was  arrested. 
It  seems  probable  that  in  one  case  the  site 
of  the  building  is  indeCtl  the  site  that  the 
great  Alexandre  pitched  upon  as  a  suitable 
place  for  the  con- 
spiracy which  the 
Abh6  Faria  laiif  bare 
by  his  monstrous  dis- 
covery that  all  writiiif^ 
performed  with  the 
left  hand  is  alike— 
a  discovery  whicii, 
according  to  Alex- 
leaves  one  too  breath- 
less for  protest,  and 
pantinginthatbrcath- 
lessness  for  further 
revelations  of  equally 
astounding  import.  It 
is  only  in  the  cynical 
moods  that  belon;^  to 
the  small  and  doubt- 
ing hours  that  any- 
one who  has  felt  the 
touch  of  Romanlicist 
fever  can  demur  to 
any  assertion  of  the 
Abb6  Faria.  As  to  rulij/r/s,  olhcr  than 
the  particular  one  just  ri-ferre 1 1  to,  flaiuilinif 
the  name  of  Monte  t'risio,  ibi-ir  pre- 
tensions may  be  gauged  bv  a  brii-f  con- 
versation with  the  driver  of  a  iiiilun-  de 
plaet,  a  driver  who  loves  the  best  part  of 
Marseilles,  who  kuows  more  about  it  than 
any  of  the  people  who  might  be  expecteil 
to  know,  who  resents  the  modern  vandal- 
ism which,  municipally  sujtported,  ruth- 
lessly tears  down  fine  old  buiklings  and 
scatters  the  fragments  to  the  four  winds 
to  make  room  for  nasty  new  ones — a 
driver  whose  appropriate  name  is  Raphael, 
and  of  whom  there  will  be  more  to  say 
when  we  come  to  consider  some  aspects 
of  the  old  and  new  town. 

Coming  back  from  Marseilles  to  En- 
doume  through  the  Catalans  in  Raphael's 
vmHun  de  piace,  we  passed  one  of  these 


mushroom  Dant^s  cabanls,  which  had 
been  run  up  a  short  time  after  one  of  our 
party  had  become  a  resident  at  Marseilles, 
The  driver,  with  a  flourish — a  half-hearted 
one,  it  is  just  to  him  to  add — of  his  whip, 
pointed  to  this  shanty  and  called  the 
attention  of  Space  lo  the  "  Monte  Cristo  " 
inscription  over  its  door.  Getting  no 
response,  he  addressed  himself  particularly 
to  me,  presumably  as  a  newcomer  and  a 
person  evidently  anxious  for  information, 
and  appealed  to  me  in  feeling  terms  con- 
cerning the  famous  story  of  which  I  surely 
must  have  heard.  "  Did  it  not  interest 
me    to    see    one    of    the    actual    places 

where .'"      I    cut  him  short,   feeling 

sure  that  he  would  like  the  interruption, 
whh  "  Mon  ami,  il  y  en  a  tant !  "    The 


result  was,  as  I  e.xpected,  cnlirely  and 
frankly  symi'athi-lic  laughter,  and  in  the 
talk  that  followed  il  became  cvi.lent  that 
profesKiiinally  artistic  respect  for  conven- 
tion iiad  overpowered  olher  considerations 
in  Raphael's  mind.  He  knew  his  own 
attainuienis  and.  hoped  that  we  recognised 
them,  but  he  was  not  yet  on  sure  ground, 
and  until  then  he  was  driving  a  iviltin  de 
place,  and  was  bound  to  let  off  the  patter 
proper  to  each  occasion  ;is  it  arose,  whether 
impelletl  merely  by  a  seiise  of  tiresome 
duty,  or  by  a  lurking  hope  of  disci)vering 
for  certain  that  we  could  join  liim  in 
smiling  at  false  pretensions,  or,  as  is  more 
likely,  by  both.  Anyhow,  the  occurrence 
enabled  him  to  throw  off  light-heartedly 
the  trammels  from  which  till  then  he 
had  not  dared  altogellwr  l<j  free  himself. 
After  that  wc  talked  as  those  who  drew 
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distinctions  between  old  and  new,  good 
and  bad,  and  who  could  dispense  with 
any  mere  tokens  of  words  between  guide 
and  traveller. 

But  this  was  not  on  the  way  to  the 
Chckteau  d'lf,  and  that  is  the  way  we  have 
now  to  find.  Supposiri;^  that  you  have  not 
a  private  boat  of  your  own,  you  can  go  by 
one  of  the  bdltnu.x-imuches  which  ply 
from  the  old  port ;  and  if  you  do  this  yoii 
will  go  with  a  more  or  less  large  and 
incongnnus  cruwd  (Sunday  is  naturally 
the  worst  day  in  this  respect)  on  board  a 


in  Endoume  to  go  by  a  shorter  way  from 
the  Vallon  des  AufFes,  a  picturesque  old 
fishing- village  at  the  bottom  of  the  hill. 
But  this  involves  ordering  a  boat  before- 
hand, and  thereby  tempting  Providence  in 
the  matter  of  weather.  Besides  which,  by 
taking  this  route  you  would  miss  the  views 
of  Marseilles  seen  from  the  harbour — views 
of  which  the  beauty  could  not  but  be  partly 
lost  in  a  black-and-white  presentment. 
The  picturesqueness  of  form  and  of  light 
and  shade  are  of  great  import,  and  it 
is  to  be  noted    that  in   looking  at  the 


floating  restaurant,  whereby  bangs  a  piece 
of  a  tale.  'I'lu'rc  are  four  men  resident  on 
the  island — the  gardiai,  his  assistant,  the 
lighthouse -keeper,  and  the  restaurateur, 
who,  on  being  asked  if  lie  could  give 
us  wine  and  a  aiphon,  replied  with  an 
engaging  smile  that  to  his  great  rcgri't 
he  had  not  the  key  of  the  cellar,  which 
would  not  arrive  for  an  hour  and  a  half — 
the  fact  obviously  being  that  the  cellar 
is  the  Mkau-moiichf,  antl  the  key  is  the 
Company's  manager  on  board.  We  had, 
as  may  be  inferred  from  this,  taken  the 
alternative  course  to  the  haleau-moucht, 
and  chartered  a  sailing  and  rowing-boat, 
tigged  with  the  usual  lateen  sails,  from  the 
old  pott.     It  is  possible  for  one  quartered 


old  town  from  the  New  Quay  or  from 
across  ihc  harbour,  one  is  reminded  now  of 
Venice,  now — and  this  especially  in  look- 
ing down  from  a  height — of  the  old  town 
of  Edinburgh ;  just  as  in  seeing  certain 
parts  of  the  new  town  on  the  sea-front 
one  thinks  of  Tonjuay.  In  all  cases 
you  must  end,  however,  by  thinking  that 
there  Is  nothing  quite  like  the  place 
except  itself.  One  point  where  the 
want  of  colour  matters  comparatively 
little  is  in  the  harbour  near  La  Tourrette, 
formerly  an  old  light- station,  now  a  look- 
out station ;  to  photograph  which  it  is 
worth  while  to  stop  for  a  moment,  even 
in  that  part  of  the  harbour  where  stiDka 
most  congregate.     Soon   after  thb  one 
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gets  into  the  open,  and  on  a  favourable 
day  the  sail  to  the  Chateau  d'lf  is  as 
pleasant  as  can  be,  with  blue  sea  beneath, 
blue  sky  above,  and  just  enough  breeze 
to  carry  the  boat  on  and  freshen  the 
hot  air. 

I  have  confessed  already  that  in  the 
actual  approach  to  the  Chateau  it  loses  in 
grandeur  both  of  size  and  of  impressive- 
ness,  insomuch  that  when  the  boat  is  made 
fast  to  the  rough  landing-place  you  feel, 
wrongly  as  it  afterwards  turns  out,  that 
a  beautiful  illusion  has  been  hopelessly 
dispelled.  But  the  feeling  is  with  you  as 
you  ascend  the  rugged  steps  up  to  the 
restaurant  at  the  top  of  the  plateau, 
happily  deserted  in  the  absence  of  the 
bdleau-maucke  crowd. 
Here  is  a  fine  view 
of  Notre  Dame  de  la 
Garde,  commonly 
Itnown  as  La  Vierge 
de  la  Garde,  and  the 
Villa  landscape 
underlying  it  with 
the  Baume  hills  on 
each  side. 

When  the  gardien 
is  ready  you  go 
under  the  conduct 
of  that  excellent  old 
soldier,  who  looks 
like  a  sublimated 
Colonel  Damas,  and 
speaks  beautiful 
French,  into  the 
Chateauilself.pasfiing 
through  a  picturesque 
little  courtyard  with 
a  well  in  the  centre, 
and  a  terrace  running 
round  it,  from  which  open  the  cells  with 
the  names  of  the  most  distinguished 
prisoners  who  inhabited  them  on  labels 
over  the  doors.  In  our  view  of  this 
terrace  the  cells  once  occupied  by  Philippe 
Hgalit6  and  the  Comte  de  i\Iirabeaii 
are  seen.  The  Abb6  Faria's  cell  is  the 
first  shown,  and  is  remarkable  chiefly 
for  some  curious  marks  on  the  wall, 
which  represent,  or  are  supposed  to 
represent,  the  calculations  with  which 
he  amused  his  enforceil  leisure.  It  is 
not  without  a  curious  look  underlying  a 
grave  demeanour  that  the  gardien  chows 
the  remains  of  th  -  tui:nel  constructed 
between  Faria's  cell  and  that  of  Kdmond 
Dant^s,  the  which,  it  is  fair  to  add, 
finds  no  place  beyond  this  passing  re- 
ference in  the  information  which  the 
gardun  bestows  upon  us.  (The  date  of 
Faria's  imprisonment  given  by  Dumas  is 


correct,  and  it  is  a  fact  that  he  died 
in  prison.)  The  Abbi's  night-qur.rters 
were  in  a  veritable  tachot,  ivith  a  small 
grating  in  the  door  between  it  and  the 
day-cell. 

From  among  other  cells  1  pick  out  some 
of  the  most  interesting.  Alberto  del 
Campo,  poisoner,  was  imprisoned  on 
Dec.  4,  1588,  and  burnt  atAix-cn-Provence 
on  Dec.  16.  Prince  Casimir  of  Poland 
was  imprisoned  at  his  brother's  request  in 
i6j8,  and  afterwards  set  free  ;  and  in  the 
same  year  one  Bernardot,  tii-gociani  of 
Marseilles,  was  imprisoned  on  an  accusa- 
tion "of  intrigue  against  [he  Cardinal," 
and  starved  himself  to  death.  In  1686  a 
brief  time  was  [lassed  here  by  the  .Man  in 


the  Iron  Mask.  The  legend  as  to  his 
being  the  King's  brother  is  dismissed 
lighll)-  liy  the  gardien.  It  may  be  addeii 
that  recent  researches  of  a  French  author 
have  made  him  out  a  certain  colonel  or 
general  of  artillery  whom  it  seemed  advisa- 
ble to  keep  out  of  the  wav. 

The  Comie  de  Mirabeau  was  iinprisoned 
on  Sept.  20,  1774,  and  Philijipe  d'Orleans 
was  committed  to  the  Cbali-au  d'lf  on 
April  7,  I7qj,  and  through  ilie  bars  of  his 
ceil  there  is,  and  no  doubt  was,  an  i-xcep- 
lionaily  good  view  of  Marseilli's.  a  pi>or 
consolation  at  best,  and  more  probably  an 
aggravation  of  wretchedness.  Just  before 
him  were  imprisoned  two  highway  robbers 
and  murderers  named  Martel,  who  were 
executed  at  Aix.  Lajolais,  one  of  the 
followers  of  Georges  Cadoudai.  was  im- 
prisoned in  August  1804,  and  died  in  the 
Chateau   in    1808,   possibly   as   others   of 
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his  party  were  supposed  to  have  died  in 
the  Temple. 

TTie  cachol  for  those  condemned  to 
death  ix  a  dark  and  ^sly  place,  from 
which  it  is  agreeable  to  emerge  on  to  the 
roof,  where  is  an  ancient  donjon,  long 
used  as  a  chapel,  and  afterwards  as  a  place 
of  detention  for  political  prisoners  in  1848 
and  1871,  These  prisoners,  especially 
those  of  18+8,  have  left  traces  of  their 
sojourn  in  various  gravings  and  inscriptions 
on  the  stones  which  fomi  the  plateau. 

Altogether,  if  the  oiitsidf  of  the  place 
loses  on  close  view  the  singular  charm 
that  it  borrows  from  disUince,  yi't  is  there 
much  of  interest  within  the  walls,  includ- 
ing the  room  in  which  the  Revolutionary 
Tribunal  used  to  dclihenitc,  a  room  wliich 
in  itself  is  worth  neither  remembrance  nor 


photographic  record.  The  view  from  the 
plateau,  however,  over  the  islands  of 
Pomt^gue  and  Ratonneau,  with  the  quaran- 
tine port  and  buildings  of  Le  Frieul,  is 
striking  enough.  There  is  a  beacon  about 
half-way  across  which  was  put  up  by  the 
widow  of  a  mariner  commanding  the 
Canonbirr,  wrecked  on  a  rock  a  fttitr  d'eau. 
Perhaps  its  principal  use  is  to  afford  in 
summer  time  a  resting  place  on  its  plat- 
form for  numberless  people  fishing  gravely 
and  hopelessly  a  la  ligne. 

So,  if  there  is  still  a  breeze,  the  sail  is 
hoisted  again  to  take  the  visitor  back  over 
the  quiet  sea  to  Marseilles  or  to  Kndoume, 
as  the  case  may  be,  to  gaze  at  the  Chateau 
d'lf  and  to  doubt,  in  gazing,  if  it  could 
possibly  have  seemed  so  mean  a  thing 
when  seen  at  close  quarters. 


THE     WHITE      PAWN. 


By  EDWIN   HUGHES. 


WHAT  chance  had  I  against  Maurice 
Lenton  ?  He  was  rich,  talented, 
and  handsome,  and  in  these  three  respects 
I  was  his  exact  antithesiji.  Add  to  this 
the  fact  that  Professor  Drew,  in  spite  of 
his  apparent  absent-mindedness  and  his 
devotion  to  his  profession,  had,  as  I  after- 
wards found  to  my  cost,  the  most  ambi- 
tious views  with  regard  to  his  daughter's 
future.  And  no  wonder,  for  Drinsey 
Drew's  beauty  was  as  striking  as  her 
name  was  quaint. 

It  was  to  her  mother — an  Irish  ladv,  and 
a  Drinsey  of  Drinsey  Castle — that  she  owed 
those  dark-blue,  violet  eyes,  that  looked 
out  at  you  so  fearlessly,  and  at  times  so 
roguishly,  from  under  the  square  orbits ; 
and  the  lovely  complexion  that  changed 
its  colour  with  every  changing  mood  ;  and 
the  mouth,  that,  had  she  lived  in  the  days 
when  the  gods  wooed  mortals,  would  alone 
have  won  her  a  place  in  Olympus.  I  had 
met  her  on  many  occasions,  but  I  was  no 
squire  of  dames,  and  my  big  strong  frame 
seemed  out  of  place  in  the  dainty  drawing- 
room  in  which  she  dispensed  her  afternoon 
tea. 

I  came  of  a  North-country  stock,  and 
the  Braithwaites  —  my  name  is  Alan 
Braithwaite — had  always  been  famous  for 
their  feats  of  strength  and  their  skill  in 
wrestling;  and  I  often  thought  as  I 
listened  to  Lenton's  weU-turned  phrases 
and  brilliant  epigrams,  that  if  I  had  him 
on  my  native  heath,  with  my  arms  round 
him,  and  my  hands  locked  in  the  good 
Westmorland  grip,  I  could  bend  him  and 
fling  him  as  easily  as  one  flings  a  straw 
down  the  wind. 

I  was  the  last  of  our  race,  and  the 
estates  that  would  some  day  come  to  me, 
when  the  dear  old  mother  left  me,  would 
come  so  encumbered  by  a  father's  extrava- 
gance that  it  was  absolutely  necessary 
for  me  to  take  up  some  profession,  and  so 
it  came  about  that  I  was  a  student  of 
medicine  at  University  College,  London. 

Drinsey  Drew's  beauty  had  singed  my 
wings,  as  it  had  many  another  moth's, 
but  of  all  the  men  that  paid  her  court 
none    seamed    so   h'kely  to    win  her  as 


Maurice  Lenton,  and  for  that  I  hated  him 
with  a  good  honest  hatred  that  had 
nothing  mean  about  it. 

But  the  day  came  when  my  strength 
and  sinews  were  of  more  avail  than  all 
his  polished  courtesy,  when,  but  for  the 
stalwart  frame  God  had  given  me, 
Drinsey  Drew  would  have  died.  It  was  in 
this  wise. 

I  came  home  one  night  to  find  a  card 
of  invitation  from  the  Professor  and  Miss 
Drew,  saying  that  they  would  be  pleased 
to  have  Mr.  Braithwaite's  company  on  the 
river  on  such  and  such  a  day.  I  sat  down 
and  answered  the  invitation  at  once,  and 
when  the  day  came  and  I  joined  the  house- 
boat at  Maidenhead,  I  found  a  gay  and 
happy  party  assembled.  I  felt  more 
awkward  and  shv  than  ever,  and  when  I 
had  got  through  my  greetings  I  found 
another  man  to  the  full  as  shy  as  myself, 
and  we  betook  ourselves  to  the  stern 
of  the  boat.  Presently  Miss  Drew  came 
to  us. 

'*  We  are  going  to  have  an  impromptu 
regatta,  Mr.  Braithwaite,"  said  she. 
"  Father  wants  to  see  how  this  new  boat 
of  his  goes,  and  I  've  chosen  you  for  my 
stroke.  We  have  three  pair-oars  with  us, 
and  three  of  us  girls  are  going  to  steer." 

Here  was  something  that  I  could  do, 
but  my  satisfaction  was  somewhat  dashed 
when  I  saw  that  Lenton  was  rowing  bow 
with  me,  and  that  any  honour  and  glory 
that  could  come  of  the  contest  must  be 
shared  with  him. 

We  won  easily,  and  then  Miss  Drew 
must  needs  iry  her  hand  with  a  scull, 
and  changing  places  with  her  very  care- 
fully, for  our  boat  was  outrigged,  I  fitted 
her  tiny  feet  into  the  straps.  We  had 
paddled  about  some  time,  when,  our  fair 
stroke  getting  tired,  we  drew  to  the  side  of 
the  house-boat,and  Lenton  made  the  mistake 
that  nearly  cost  the  three  of  us  our  lives. 
He  wanted  to  be  first  out,  to  help  Drinsey, 
and  in  his  eagerness  he  trod  with  all  his 
weight  on  the  side  of  the  boat.  In  a 
second  she  dipped  under,  his  hand  lost  its 
hold  of  the  house-boat,  and  as  he  fell  he 
clutched  the  side  of  our  frail  craft  just  as 
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she  was  righting  herself,  and  she  speedily 
settled  down,  for  she  was  built  of  the 
finest  steel  plates,  after  a  design  of  the 
Professor's. 

**  Jump,  Miss  Drew  !  Jump  !  "  I  called 
out,  catching  hold  of  the  house-boat. 

**  I  can't,"  she  said  ;  **  my  feet  are  fast." 
And  to  my  horror  I  saw  her  slowly  sinking 
with  the  boat.  Then  I  thanked  Heaven 
for  the  strength  that  had  been  given  me, 
for  not  a  soul  was  on  our  side  of  the 
house-boat,  and  they  were  all  talking  and 
laughingso  loudly  that  no  one  heard  my  call. 

As  for  Lenton,  he  was  still  holding  on 
convulsively,  and  I  saw  at  once  that  he 
had  utterly  lost  his  presence  of  mind. 

The  strain  was  awful,  as  with  one  hand 
I  held  the  seat  of  the  boat  just  beneath 
Drinsey,  and  with  the  other  gripped  one  of 
the  fenders  that  fortunately  hung  within 
reach  and  held  taut.  I  fc^lt  as  though  I 
were  being  pulled  asunder,  and  not  even 
for  Drinsey  could  I  have  held  on  much 
longer,  when  they  heard  us  ;  and  when  at 
last  they  released  her  feet,  and  had  drawn 
her  and  Lenton  in,  the  strain  on  my  arms 
had  been  such  that  my  hand  lost  its  grip 
of  the  fender,  and  I  sank  to  the  bottom. 
I  never  could  swim,  though  I  love  the 
water,  and  have  tried  over  and  over  again, 
and  so  I  was  well-nigh  drowned  before 
they  fished  me  out ;  but  to  win  the  smile 
that  greeted  me  when  I  recovered,  I  would 
have  suffered  myself  to  have  been  torn 
limb  from  limb.  Once  whilst  she  sat  so 
cruelly  fastened  to  the  boat,  our  eyes  had 
met,  and  what  I  read  in  the  look  that 
flashed  up  at  me  set  my  heart  leaping, 
and  two  days  later,  when  1  put  my  fortune 
to  the  touch,  she  laid  her  arms  on  my 
shoulders,  and,  looking  me  in  the  face, 
gave  her  future  into  my  keeping.  I 
was  not  to  tell  the  Professor  until  1  had 
passed  my  final,  and  had  established 
myself  as  a  full-fledged  physician  ;  and 
this  I  had  evt^ry  hope  of  soon  doing,  for 
although  I  was  C()mparativ*.!ly  poor,  I  yet 
had  more  than  enough  to  purchase  some 
suitable  practice,  and  so  make  a  home  for 
Drinsey. 

If  the  eyes  of  Jealousy  are  green,  they 
are  to  the  full  as  sharp,  and  our  secret, 
that  we  thought  so  safe,  was  soon  no 
secret  to  Lenton.  He  came  to  my  rooms 
one  night,  and  before  he  had  spoken  I 
knew  how  the  business  would  end.  Not 
a  word  of  greeting  did  he  give  me,  but 
standing  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  and 
taking  no  notice  of  the  chair  I  had  pushed 
towards  him,  he  burst  out  — 

"  So  you  *re  engaged  to  Drinsey  Drew, 
are  you  ?  " 


"  And  what  if  I  am  ?  "  I  said  quietly. 
''How  does  that  concern  you  ?  " 

*'  It  concerns  me,"  he  shouted,  "  as 
you  '11  find  to  your  cost,  more  than  any- 
thing else  in  life.  Curse  you,  with  your 
big,  ugly  face  !  I  'd  murder  you  before  you 
should  ever  marrv  her !  "  and  to  be  sure'his 
looks  matched  his  words.  **  You  hulking 
brute,  you  !  go  back  to  your  Westmorland 

farm,  and "     He  got  no  further,  for  I 

took  him  by  the  back  of  his  neck,  and, 
almost  before  he  could  have  realised  the 
fact,  he  was  at  the  bottom  of  the  stairs. 
He  picked  himself  up  and  .shook  his  fist  at 
me.  *'  I  'm  going  to  the  Professor,**  he 
said.  *'  Your  dear  Drinsey  told  me  of  her 
romantic  engagement,  and  I  know  you  *ve 
said  nothing  to  her  father  I  **  And  out  he 
went,  slamming  the  door  after  him  in  a 
way  that  made  the  house  shake.  Then  I 
saw  the  fatal  mistake  of  concealment,  and 
when  I  called  upon  the  Professor — as  call 
I  did  at  once — I  had  "  a  bad  quarter  of  an 
hour,"  and  the  result  of  the  interview  was 
that  I  was  forbidden  to  see  Drinsey  again 
until  such  time  as  her  father  thought  fit, 
and  she  was  sent  away  on  a  long  vis*!:. 

Lenton  disappeared  the  next  day,  and  it 
was  well  for  him  that  he  did.  I  did  not 
see  him  again  for  some  months. 

Drinsey's  promise  that  she  would  wait 
for  me,  if  it  were  till  the  end  of  her  life, 
would  have  been  a  spur  to  me  had  I 
needed  a  stimulus ;  and,  with  a  view  to 
the  carrying  out  of  certain  experiments 
whereby  I  hoped  to  gain  not  only  a  sub- 
stantial advantage  but  also  a  name,  I 
obtained  leave  to  come  up  early  in 
September. 

I  was  busily  engaged  one  evening  in 
the  chemical  laboratory,  whither  my  work 
often  took  me,  when,  to  my  great  surprise, 
1  heard  a  voice  that  I  knew  only  too  well 
asking  for  me.  It  was  Lenton  who  was 
speaking,  and  I  could  hear  every  word  he 
said,  for  it  was  a  close  evening  and  all  the 
windows  were  open.  He  was  making  his 
inquiries  of  a  man  named  Wilson,  who, 
like  myself,  had  come  up  earlier  than  the 
other  men. 

**  Do  you  know  w-here  Braithwaite  is  ?  " 
he  asked. 

"Yes,"  said  Wilson.  "He's  in  the 
laboratory'.  I  left  him  there  a  little  while 
ago. 

"  Thanks  !  **  said  Lenton,  and  the  next 
minute  the  big  door  was  pushed  open,  and 
he  came  in. 

"  Are  you  alone,  Braithwaite  ? "  he 
asked. 


"  Yes  !  "  I  said  shortly,  and  in  no  very 
inner.    "  What  do  you  want  ? 


gracious  manner. 
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"  I  want  to  tell  vou/'  he  said,  **  that  I 
think  I  have  acted  like  a  cad.  I  have  been 
away  by  myself  in  the  countr>%  and  I-  have 
had  time  to  see  how  badly  I  behaved.  I 
have  come  back  to  ask  you  to  forget  and 
forgive.  You  are  the  winner,  and  you  are 
certain  to  get  over  the  Professor  in  time, 
and  surely  you  can  afford  to  be  generous. 
Say  that  you  Ml  give  me  a  chance  to  prove 
the  sincerity  of  my  repentance.  Will  you 
shake  hands  }  " 

He  stood  there  with  his  hand  stretched 
out,  and  looked  so  really  sorry  and  so 
broken  down  that  I  went  to  him  and  gave 
him  a  hand-grip,  and  his  eyes  never 
flinched  as  he  looked  straight  into  mine 
and  said  :  "  Thank  you.  Some  day  you 
will,  perhaps,  know  how  I  have  suffered !  " 
Then  with  the  ease  and  tact  for  which  I  had 
always  envied  him  he  left  the  unpleasant 
subject  behind,  and,  with  a  few  adroit 
questions,  set  me  talking  of  the  work  I  had 
in  hand.  I  was  surprised  at  the  know- 
ledge he  displayed,  for,  clever  as  I  knew 
him  to  be,  I  never  for  a  moment  suspected 
that  he  had  gone  so  far  afield  in  chemical 
research  as  I  now  found  to  be  the  case, 
and  the  time  slipped  by  so  quickly  that 
until  I  heard  a  church  clock  strike  seven  I 
had  no  idea  that  it  was  so  late.  I  knew 
that  the  janitor  would  grumble  if  I  stayed 
too  long,  and  I  at  once  set  about  putting 
roy  materials  in  order  so  that  I  could 
begin  afresh  the  next  morning  without 
any  delay.  While  I  was  doing  this, 
Lenton  walked  to  one  of  the  shelves. 
**  Is  this  the  new  dynamite?"  he  asked, 
taking  up  a  small  brick  of  that  substance. 
**  Yes,"  I  said,  *'  and  for  goodness*  sake  be 
careful,  or  you  Ml  blow  the  place  up  !  "  For 
he  was  tossing  the  brick  from  hand  to 
hand  like  a  cricket-ball.  He  put  it  down 
gently.  **  This  is  extra  -  superfine,  isn't 
it?"  he  went  on.  "Mixed  with  some 
other  explosive  ?  " 

**  Yes,"  I  said  ;  "  it  was  prepared  espe- 
cially by  the  Professor  for  some  Cjovern- 
ment  experiments,  and  oughtn't  to  have 
been  left  kicking  about  here.  I  Ml  tell 
Harris  to  put  it  away  to-morrow." 

**  How  does  he  set  it  off?"  said  Lenton. 

•*  Oh !  he  has  some  caps  that  he  in- 
vented, and  that  act  more  particularly  on 
the  second  substance.  See  !  there  they 
are;  near  your  elbow." 

He  took  up  one  of  the  caps,  and 
examined  it  closely. 

**  I  suppose,"  he  said,  *'  you  bring  this 
cap  somehow  into  sharp  contact  with  the 
brick,  and  up  goes  the  mine." 

**  Yes,"  I  said.  **  It 's  only  necessary 
to  give  the  dynamite,   or  whatever   the 


Professor  calls  it,  a  smart  blow  with  the 
cap ;  and,  from  what  he  said  at  his  lecture, 
there's  enough  in  one  of  those  small 
bricks  to  blow  up  the  whole  place." 

He  had  the  cap  in  his  fingers  as  he 
turned  to  me. 

**  Braithwaite,"  he  said,  "it's  awfully 
good  of  you  to  have  said  so  little  about 
what  I  did,  and  I  never  want  to  refer  to  it 
again  ;  but  to  show  me  that  you  don't  bear 
me  any  ill-will,  come  and  have  supper  with 
me.  Do !  You  've  never  been  to  my 
rooms,  and  I  've  some  rare  old  curios  that 
I  know  would  interest  you." 

I  tried  to  plead  work  as  an  excuse  for 
not  going,  but  he  beat  down  all  my 
excuses.  He  seemed  so  bent  upon  my 
coming,  and  he  altogether  betrayed  so 
proper  a  spirit  of  repentance,  that  I  saw 
I  could  not  refuse  without  hurting  his 
feelings  most  deeply,  and  so  I  promised 
that  I  would  be  with   him  at  eight  o'clock. 

I  went  into  an  inner  room  to  change  my 
coat,  and  when  I  rejoined  him  he  took 
the  big  key  from  me. 

"  I  '11  lock  up,"  he  said,  **  and  give  the 
key  to  Harris.  You  cut  across  the  quad 
to  the  small  gate,  and  you  won't  be  late. 
I  '11  get  a  few  fellows  to  come  in,  but  if 
you  can  get  to  me  by  eight  we  might  have 
a  game  of  chess  before  they  come." 

1  was  a  great  lover  of  the  game,  but  not 
a  great  player,  for  he  who  would  excel  in 
this  most  ingenious  of  devices  for  puzzling 
mortals'  brains  must  give  more  time  to  it 
than  I  had  ever  been  able  to  afford.  I 
knew  that  Lenton  was  a  clever  exponent 
of  the  game,  and  even  the  Professor, 
strong  as  he  was,  had  been  compelled 
on  more  than  one  occasion  to  lower  his 
colours  before  the  rapid  and  brilliant 
attack  that  was  brought  to  bear  upon 
him   by  his  one-time  pupil. 

**  Don't  forget  the  address  !  "  he  shouted 
to  me  as  I  was  halfway  across  the  quad. 
**  Number  sixty-eight !  And  don't  be  late ! " 
And  with  that  I  hurried  away,  leaving  him 
still  busy  with  the  big  door. 

It  wanted  but  a  minute  or  so  to  eight 
when  I  reached  his  quarters,  and  the  first 
thing  I  noticed  on  entering  the  room  to 
which  he  led  me  was  a  huge  clock,  the 
case  of  which  reached  from  floor  to 
ceiling. 

"  I  thought  you  would  admire  that," 
said  Lenton,  noticing  my  glance.  "  I 
picked  it  up  in  Germany.  Look  at  the 
car\'ing.  I  think  it  is  really  exquisite. 
You  might  hunt  London  through  and  not 
find  a  finer  piece  of  workmanship." 

As  he  spoke  the  clock  began  to  strike, 
and  when  the  last  stroke  of  the  hour  had 
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sounded  there  followed  the  notes  of  an 
old  German  song  of  Abt's,  that  had  been 
familiar  to  me  in  my  boyhood.  I  caught 
up  the  tune  and  hummed  the  words. 

"  You  know  the  air ! "  said  Lenton. 
**  To  hear  it  in  perfection  you  must  hear  it 
like  this,"  and,  opening  the  case,  he  caught 
me  by  the  arm  and  pushed  me  gently 
towards  it.  "  Get  inside,"  he  said,  **  and 
you  will  hear  that  it  sounds  Hke  an  organ." 

Without  the  slightest  hesitation,  and 
seeing  that  there  was  plenty  of  room,  I 
stepped  in.  No  sooner  had  I  entered 
than  I  heard  the  click  of  a  lock.  I  hate 
practical  jokes,  and  I  never  play  them, 
and  when  the  music  had  ceased  I  pushed 
against  the  door  of  the  case,  and  knocked 
upon  it  pretty  sharply.  I  might  have 
been  pushing  against  the  walls  of  the 
room  for  all  the  impression  I  could  make 
upon  the  oak  sides,  and  when  I  had  put 
out  my  utmost  effort  I  realised  fully  the 
strength  of  the  case  that  enclosed  me. 
Looking  upward,  I  could  see  the  heavy 
pendulum  swinging  to  and  fro,  and  just 
below  it,  and  quite  out  of  reach,  I  noticed 
a  round  opening  in  the  side  of  the  case, 
through  which,  as  I  looked,  there  pro- 
jected the  end  of  a  rubber  tube.  I  shouted 
to  Lenton  to  let  me  out,  and  in  answer  I 
heard  a  peal  of  laughter  that  madt*  me 
shiver,  for  it  was  the  laughter  of  a  maniac. 

Presently  I  perceived  that  the  air  was 
becoming  loaded  with  a  [)eculiar  vapour 
that  almost  choked  me,  and  at  once  it 
flashed  across  me  that  I  was  inhaling  the 
vapour  of  chloroform.  I  renewed  my 
efforts  to  break  out  of  the  clock,  but  so 
firmly  placed  was  it,  and  so  strong  withal, 
that  it  never  gave  an  inch.  Still  I 
struggled  on,  and  tried  to  reach  the  hole 
through  which  the  vapour  was  coming, 
for  the  wild  shrieks  and  yells  that  came 
to  my  ears  told  me  only  too  plainly  that  I 
was  in  the  power  of  a  madn^an. 

My  struggles  grew  feebler.  Overhead 
the  works  began  to  fade  into  a  glori- 
ously bespangled  sky,  and  the  tick  of  the 
clock  was  lost  in  the  singing  of  birds 
as  I  fainted  away.  When  I  recovered 
consciousness  I  was  still  in  the  clock,  but 
my  face  was  to  the  front,  and  my  eyes 
were  on  a  level  with  a  tiny  window  that 
had  been  let  into  the  front  panel  of  the 
case.  My  feet  and  hands  were  securely 
bound,  and  something  had  been  thrust 
into  my  mouth,  so  that  speech  and  motion 
were  alike  impossible.  I  could  plainly  see 
the  interior  of  the  room.  In  the  centre 
of  the  apartment,  and  straight  in  a  line 
with  my  gaze,  was  a  chess-table,  with  the 
pieces  set  out  upon  it  ready  for  playing. 


I  was  still  staring  at  it,  when  Lenton 
entered,  and  coming  straight  to  the  clock, 
looked  through  the  glass  and  saw  that  my 
eyes  were  open. 

**  Ha !  Ha  !  "  he  laughed  as  he  opened 
the  case.  **  So  youVe  come  back  to 
this  work-a-day  world,  friend  Braith- 
waite  ?  Well,  you  *d  better  make  the 
most  of  your  time,  for  you're  soon  going 
out  of  it.  Did  you  think,  you  big  hulking 
devil !  that  I  was  going  to  let  you  have  my 
dainty  little  Drinsey?  Let  me  explain 
matters,"  h&  said,  speaking  now  in  a  quiet, 
even  tone.  "You  see  this  chess-table. 
Look  at  it.  You  notice  that  in  the  centre 
of  each  of  the  squares  is  a  hole  into  which 
the  peg  at  the  bottom  of  each  piece  fits. 
Under  the  last  row,  where  the  black  pieces 
are,  I  have  fitted  one  of  those  dear  delight- 
ful bricks,  the  nature  of  which  you  so 
kindly  explained  to  me.  I  took  the  liberty 
of  annexing  a  couple  of  them  and  a  few  of 
the  caps.  Do  you  see  this  white  Pawn  ?  " 
he  said,  taking  out  the  Queen's  Bishop's 
Pawn  and  holding  it  up.  **  You  will 
notice " — and  here  he  held  the  piece 
close  to  my  eyes — *'  that  I  have  cut 
away  a  part  of  the  peg  and  fitted  a 
cap  to  it.  The  Professor  is  coming  to  see 
me  presently.  Ah !  you  look  suri)rised. 
He 's  coming  to  see  me  to  receive  a  cheque 
that  I  've  promised  him.  1  'm  so  deeply 
interested  in  biological  research  that  I  am 
going  to  give  one  thousand  pounds  towards 
a  new  laboratory,  by  way  of  clipping  the 
wings  of  my  riches,  so  that  they  sha'n't  fly 
away,  and  he  's  coming  here  to  pick  up 
the  clippings.  Now,  some  time  ago  I 
saw  the  Professor  play  a  very  pretty 
game,  not  only  [)retty,  but  distinctly 
clever  and  original,  for  he  pushed  on 
that  Pawn  until  he  made  it  a  Queen. 
I  shall  ask  him  in  my  very  sweetest 
manner  to  oblige  me  by  showing  me  the 
moves  of  thai  game.  You  know  what 
an  enthusiast  he  is,  and  when  he  puts 
that  Pawn  into  the  last  row  and  Queens 
it,  he'll  put  it  in  with  a  bang,  and  so 
energetic  will  the  good  man  be  that  he  '11 
blow  up  the  place  before  he  's  even  able 
to  drawl  out  his  usual  *  De-ar  me  ! '  I  can 
tell  what  you  mean  by  that  glint  of  your 
eyes,  and  I  'm  really  sorry  that  I  can't  let 
you  talk.  You  would  go  on  so  [)reltily 
with  your  North  -  countr)'  burr.  You 
would  say :  *  Suppose  he  doesn't  come, 
and  suppose,  if  he  does,  that  he  won't 
play.?*  Well,  in  that  case,  he  saves  his 
skin ;  but  you  're  no  better  off.  On 
that  ledge  above  your  head  is  the 
second  l)rick  that  I  took,  ami  to  it  I 
have    fastened    several    caps.       The    big 
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weight  of  the  clock  is  now  somewhere 
behind  your  neck.  In  about  an  hour's 
time  that  big  weight  will  have  travelled 
upwards  fax  enough  to  catch  the  edge  of 
the  shelf  as  it  is  now  fixed  and  tilt  it  over, 
and  when  the  brick  slides  off  it  will  fall  on 
tim  iron  floor  of  the  clock,  and  up  you 
gol  So>  you  see,  whatever  happens  to  the 
PkY^essor — and  upon  my  soul  I  don't  know 
which  of  you  I  hate  the  more — I've 
arranged  for  your  apotheosis  in  the  most 
perfl^t  and  satisfactory  manner.  You  're 
still .  puzzled,  and  I  can  guess  at  once 
what's  puzzling  you.  You're  thinking 
of  what  is  to  become  of  me.  Well, 
I'll  tell  you  a  secret,"  and  here  he 
dropped  his  voice  almost  to  a  whisper. 
"  I  've  arranged  with  a  friend  of  mine — 
the  gentleman,  in  fact,  who  put  me 
up  to  all  this,  and  whose  name  is  not 
usually  mentioned  in  circles  polite  ;  I  've 
arranged  with  him  to  make  it  all  right  for 
me — I've  sold  him  my  soul,  and  a  hard 
bargain  he  drove,  on  condition  that  my 
body  shall  be  safe  when  the  bang  comes 
off,  and  that  I  shall  be  able  to  stand  by  and 
see  you  go  up.  The  people  of  the  house  are 
all  out,  and  I  've  sent  the  slaveys  off  to  a 
concert.  I  shall  see  you  shoot  up  like  a 
rocket,  and  the  old  boy  too.  He  blew 
me  up  when  I  saw  him  last,  and  by  the 
Lord  Harry,  I  '11  return  the  compliment !  " 

Then  he  began  to  caper  and  dance  round 
the  room,  and  took  out  the  Pawn  and 
kissed  it,  and  acted  as  only  the  wildest  of 
madmen  can  act.  You  will  understand 
my  feelings  better  than  I  can  describe 
them.  Everything  had  been  so  carefully 
and  cunningly  prepared  for  our  destruction 
that  I  could  not  see  the  faintest  hope  of 
escape,  for,  even  if  the  Professor  failed  to 
put  in  an  appearance,  the  Damoclean 
dynamite  over  my  head  must  fall  when 
the  weight  touched  the  shelf.  I  had  been 
fastened  in  so  securely  that  I  could  not 
move  an  inch,  as  I  found  when  I  tried  to 
get  my  head  far  enough  back  to  arrest  the 
upward  progress  of  the  weight.  The  clock 
ticked  on,  and  the  madman  came  to  a 
sudden  pause. 

"  I  must  shut  you  in  now,"  he  said,  **  for 
the  Professor  will  soon  be  here ;  and  by 
the  way,  how  nicely  you  walked  into  the 
trap,  for  I  never  could  have  lifted  you  in, 
could  I  ?  " 

He  banged  the  door  to  and  locked  it, 
and  a  shudder  ran  through  me  as  I  thought 
of  the  probability  of  his  upsetting  the 
brick  above  me. 

The  door-bell  rang,  and  he  hurried  out 
of  the  room,  to  return  in  a  few  minutes, 
ushering  in  the  Professor. 


Ever^-thing  turned  out  as  the  madman 
said  it  would,  and  in  less  than  ten  minutes 
they  sat  down  to  the  game  that  was  to 
have  so  tragic  and  sudden  an  ending. 
The  Professor's  back  was  towards  me,  but 
as  the  game  proceeded  I  caught  a  flash 
of  triumph  every  now  and  then  from 
Lenton's  eyes,  for  the  White  Pawn  moved 
on  and  on,  backed  up  by  the  Rook  and 
flanked  by  the  Knight;  and  while  the 
piece  travelled  slowly  but  surely  up  the 
board,  my  mind  wandered  away  to  the  dear 
old  Westmorland  hills,  and  the  mother 
who  was  waiting  for  me  there,  and  to 
Drinsey  and  all  that  might  have  been. 

"And  now,"  said  the  Professor,  **  I 
sacrifice  the  Knight,  and  hey,  presto ! 
the  white  Pawn  becomes  a  Queen !  "  and 
lifting  the  loaded  piece  in  the  air,  he  held 
it  aloft  for  a  second.  His  hand  was  on 
the  downward  grade  !  There  would  have 
been  but  one  more  tick  of  the  clock,  and 
then,  eternitv ! — had  not  the  door  sud- 
denly  burst  open,  and  Wilson  rushed  into 
the  room. 

The  hand  was  staved,  but  the  moment 
Lenton  caught  sight  of  Wilson  he  clutched 
at  the  Pawn  that  the  Professor  still  held 
aloft ;  but  before  he  could  grasp  it — for, 
indeed,  the  Professor  drew  it  awav  from 
him  in  his  astonishment — Wilson  was  upon 
him,  and  had  caught  his  wrist.  And  then 
began  a  struggle  the  like  of  which  God 
grant  I  may  never  see  again  ! 

Over  the  couch  and  chairs  they  tumbled 
and  fought,  Lenton  straining  every  nerve 
with  all  the  strength  of  the  madman  he 
was  to  reach  the  table,  and  Wilson 
striving  to  hold  him  back. 

Would  they  never  have  done  grappling 
on  the  floor  ? 

"Throw  that  Pawn  awav!"  roared 
Wilson.  "  Throw  it  awav,  and  come 
and  help  me  !  Mind  the  table  !  Mind 
the  table  !  There 's  a  dynamite  brick 
under  it!" 

It  seemed  ages  before  they  secured 
Lenton  ;  and  all  the  time  the  clock  ticked 
on,  and  the  weight  was  rising  !  Presently 
the  struggle  ceased. 

"  Where 's  Braithwaite  f  "  said  Wilson, 
with  his  knees  on  Lenton's  arms.  "  He  *s 
somewhere  in  the  room."  And  at  that 
instant  the  clock  began  to  strike  nine,  and 
so  drew  his  attention  to  it. 

"  In  the  clock  !  "  he  shouted.  **  Look ! 
I  can  see  him  ! "  and  before  many  minutes 
were  over  I  was  free  again. 

The  weight  was  touching  the  shelf,  and 
even  as  I  put  up  my  hand  the  hoard  tilted 
forward,  and  the  brick  slid  off.  Never  in 
my  life  did  I  make  so  brilliant  a  catch, 
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and  as  I  laid  the  dynamite  down  gently  on 
the  rug,  I  thanked  Heaven  for  our  happy 
deliverance. 

Wilson  had  been  exposing  some  plates, 
which  he  had  rested  against  the  laboratory 
wall ;  and  coming  back  for  these,  and 
hearing  no  sounds  within — for  I  had  just 
then  gone  into  the  little  room — he  had 
drawn  himself  up  to  the  window  and 
looked  in.  He  saw  I^nton  take  one  of 
the  bricks  and  slip  it  into  his  pocket. 
He  also  observed  that  Lenton  was  on 
the  point  of  secreting  another  when  I 
reappeared.  Wilson  heard  us  go  out, 
and  was  picking  up  his  other  plates, 
when  he  heard  the  door  open  again,  and 
looking  in,  saw  I.cnton  secrete  another 
brick  and  some  caps.  lie  thought  at  lirst 
that  he  might  have  had  permission  to  take 


them  for  some  experiment ;  but  the  man's 
stealthy  manner,  and  the  knowlege  of  our 
quarrel— for  somehow  it  had  leaked  out — 
gradually  worked  upon  Wilson's  mind,  and 
he  determined  to  come  to  me.  I  had  gone 
when  he  reached  my  rooms.  Then  he 
rushed  off  again  to  the  College,  and,  after 
some  delay,  got  Lcnton's  address,  and 
providentially  finding  the  front  door  open, 
had  rushed  upstairs,  and  so  saved  its. 
•  «  «  * 

I.enton  was  removed  to  an  asylum,  and 
there  he  spends  his  days  in  imaginary 
chess-matches,  in  which  his  one  great 
nim  is  to  make  a  Queen  of  the  ISishop's 
Pawn. 

Twelve  months  afterwards  DrinseyDrew 
changed  her  pretty  name,  and  Dick  Wilson 
was  my  best  man. 
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THROUGHOUT  the  whole  stretch 
of  the  Firth  of  Forth,  with  its 
finely  undulating  scener)',  which  embraces 
countless  contrasts  of  green,  sheltered 
holms,  and  pine-clad  heights  along  its 
landward  regions,  and  quaint  old-world 
towns  with  narrow,  hill-climbing  streets  of 
tile-roofed  houses,  picturesque  and  grey, 
overlooking  the  sea,  there  is  no  district 
which,  for  varied  beauty  and  romantic 
associations,  can  match  the  magnificent 
demesne  lying  around  Dalmcny  House 
and  Barnbougle  Castle,  the  Scottish 
mansions  of  the  Rii?ht  Honourable  the 
Earl  of  Rosebery,  the  present  Premier  of 
England.  Dalmeny  Park  comprises  over  two 
thousand  acres,  and  contains  an  endless 
variety  of  shadowy,  fern -clad  dells,  gleam- 
ing glades,  and  long,  pleasant  stretches  of 
green  undulations,  with  here  and  there  a 
rugged  height  crested  with  a  community 
of  plumy  pines  or  crowned  by  a  few  pic- 
turesque Scotch  firs,  gaunt  and  eerie-look- 
ing, and  standing  out  against  the  sky  silent 
and  motionless,  like  warders  on  a  tower. 

While  Dalmeny  Park,  on  account  of  its 
picturesque  beauty,  will  well  repay  a 
pilgrimage,  it  has  alsv)  the  lucky  ha[)  to  be 
in  the  centre  of  a  region  which,  on  the  one 
hand,  has  been  stamped  with  the  fascinat- 
ing seal  of  history,  and  on  the  other  has 
been  blessed  with  the  bewitching  wand  of 
romance.  Within  one  mile  of  its  gates  is 
the  ancient  royal  burgh  of  Queen sferry,  so 
named  from  the  good  Queen  Margaret  of 
Scotland,  the  sister  of  ^idgar  Athelingand 
wife  of  Malcolm  Canmore.  A  woman  of  noble 
character  and  lofty  ideals,  she  strove  hard 
to  make  iheChurch  pure,  to  advance  religion 
and  education,  ancl  to  civilise  the  savage 
Scots.  The  town  derived  its  name  from 
the  fact  that  here  was  the  spot  whence  the 
royal  barge,  or  ferry-boat,  bore  the  Queen 
to  the  Fife  shore  of  the  Forth  on  her  frequent 
pilgrimages  to  Dunfermline  Abbey  or  on 
her  journeys  to  the  north.  The  other  place 
of  picturesque  interest  —  one  which  lies 
finely  set  in  the  field  of  romance — within 
easy  hail  of  Dalmeny,  is  the  Hawes  Inn, 
so  charmingly  described  in  the  opening 
chapters  of  "The  Antiquary."  Every 
reader  of  Scott  remembers  tne  violence 


of  temper  which  Monkbams  displayed 
as  he  descended  the  crazy  steps  of 
the  Queensferry  diligence,  when  the  fat, 
gouty,  pursy  landlord  greeted  him  with  that 
mixture  of  familiarity  and  respect  which 
the  Scotch  innkeepers  of  the  old  school 
used  to  assume  towards  their  more  valued 
customers.  The  characteristic  passage  of 
arms,  followed  by  good-humoured  badinage, 
between  Monkbams  and  the  landlord,  as 
to  what  the  former  and  his  fellow-traveller 
might  have  for  dinner,  will  be  well  remem- 
bered :  **  *  Ou,  there  *s  fish,  nae  doubt — 
that 's  sea-trout  and  caller  haddocks,'  said 
Mackitchinson,  twisting  his  napkin ;  *  and 
ye  '11  be  for  a  mutton-chop,  and  there  *s 
cranberry  tarts  very  weel  preserved,  and — 
there  *s  just  om-thing  else  ye  like.' " 

No  better  starting-point  for  Dalmeny 
Park  could  be  had  than  the  Hawes  Inn  ; 
and  in  a  clear  crisp  morning  late  in 
January  we  drove  off  from  that  picturesque 
old  hostelry  in  a  well-appointed  convey- 
ance which  was  a  considerable  improve- 
ment on  the  "  Hawes  Flv,"  which  carried 
Monkbarns  and  ^Ir.  Lovel  from  Edin- 
burgh to  Queensferry,  and  which  arrived 
all  too  late  to  catch  the  flood-tide  for 
the  continuation  of  the  journey.  Our 
party  had  sat  till  midnight  on  the 
previous  evening  in  the  identical  cosy 
parlour,  with  its  antique  oval  mirrors,  its 
quaint  old  cupboards,  and  its  heavy  oak 
furniture,  where  Monkbarns  and  his  com- 
panion grew  eloquent  over  the  landlord's 
superb  Falernian  ;  and  it  would  have  been 
strange  if  '*  The  Antiquary"  had  not  been 
recalled  in  thought  and  speech,  with 
its  various  characters — Monkbarns,  Miss 
Wardour,  Dousterswivel,  and  Edie  Ochil- 
tree— before  us  to  the  life. 

On  leaving  the  Hawes  Inn,  the  first 
place  of  interest  on  the  way  to  Dalmeny  is 
the  ancient  burgh  of  Queensfeny,  whose 
quaint  houses,  hoar)*  with  age  and  roofed 
with  tiles  made  brown  by  tempest  and 
time,  picturesquely  encircle  one  of  the 
loveliest  little  bays  in  all  the  Firth.  This 
romantic  sea- washed  town  has  been 
associated  with  the  Rosebery  family  for 
more  than  two  centuries,  and  there  has 
lately  been    created    an    additional    and 
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somewhat  touching  b()ntl  between  it  and 
tlie  present  Karl.  The  great  calamity 
which  befell  his  Lordship  on  the  death  of 
his  wife,  Hannah  Rothschild,  is  still  fresh 
in  the  publie  mind.    As  a  fitting  tribute 


through  its  evcr-vai}-ing  avenues  and  parks 
under  the  clear  blue  sky  of  a  peaceful 
winter  morning,  after  a  cold,  petrifying 


to  her  memory,  as  well  as  a  graceful  deed 
of  beneficence  to  Quecnsfern',  he  has 
erected  a  fine  hall,  with  reading- room, 
library,  and  a  tasteful  and  lom  mod  ions 
snitr  of  rrcreatii)ii-ri)oms,  for  the  use  of  the 
iiilialiitanis.  About  six  months  af,'o  he 
han.led  over  the  gift  lo  llir  I'rovost  and 
magislrates  of  the  burgli.  The  function^ 
very  judiciously — was  scnii-privale,  but 
neither  the  graceful  kindness  which 
prompted  the  gift  nor  the  .ip])rccialioii  of 
the  recipients  was  lessened  thereby. 

A  drive  of  less  than  a  mile  brings  you  to 
the  western  entrance  to  Dalmeny  Park. 
This  magnificent  demesne,  which  pre- 
sents the  most  picturesque  profusion  of 
green  holms  and  rugged  heights,  pastoral 
undulations  and  lung  solemn  stretches  of 
dark,  plumy  pines,  shadowy  dells  and 
gleaming  glades,  extends  in  one  superb 
stretch  for  three  miles  along  the  Firth  of 
Forth,  having  for  its  eastern  boundary  the 
cr}'stal  Almond  as  it  win<ls  through  its 
romantic  gorges  from  Cramond  Urig  to 
the  sea.  One  can  well  imagine  the  rich 
beauty  of  such  an  extensive  and  varied 
landscape    when    the    full  luxuriance  of 


frost  had,  in  its  miracle  of  silence,  wrought 
a  magic  stillness  on  each  rime-clad  bough 
and  ice  -  bounti  stream.  The  stately 
avenues  of  beeches  and  elms  were  spectral 
and  still  as  the  woodlands  of  a  dream. 
We  were  early  abroad  on  that  calm  January 
day.  and  had  thereby  our  reward  in 
the  picturesque  revelation  in  colour  and 
form  as  shown  in  the  countless  array  of 
snow-white  cloudlets  which  hung  lazily  in 
the  valleys  or  encircled  the  summits  of  the 
various  hills  around.  In  their  purity  and 
slow,  graceful  motion  they  reminded  one 
of  Shelley's  exquisite  picture — 
A  multitude  of  dense  white  fleecy  clonds 
'Were  wandering  in  thick  Hocks  along  the  hilb, 
She|>hcr>l(.'d  by  the  slow,  unwilling  wind. 
As  we  drove  on.  the  sun,  one  awfiil 
glorj-,  like  an  an:hangei's  shield,  arose 
away  to  the  south-east  from  behind  a 
ridge  crested  with  pines.  Then  suddenly 
the  belts  of  filmy  cirrus  became  hke 
floating  bars  of  transparent  gold,  or  stood 
against  the  green  hillsides  like  shining 
strands  amid  emerald  seas.  Following 
the  rising  sun  there  came  up  a  cold 
sough  from  the  sea,  and,  overhead,  the 
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awakened  breeze  rustled  among  ihe  naked 
branches,  whilst  there  fell  at  our  feet,  or 
fluttered  hard  and  crisp  down  upon  the 
frozen  pools,  in  deep  maroon  or  pale 
yellow,  the  stray  stubborn  leaves  of  the 
gnarled  oaks  and  stately  beeches  which  had 
outlived  their  fellows.  This  was  the 
nveillt  of  the  new  day,  and  ere  we  reached 
Mons  Hill,  one  of  the  most  elevated  points 
in  Dalmeny  Park,  the  morning  mists  had 
all  gone,  and  the  Firth  of  Forth  lay  before 
us  in  one  calm  stretch  of  blue  from 
Queensfeny  to  North  Beraick  Law. 
A  drive   of  about  a  mile  through  the 

Eark  lioin  Mons  Hill  brings  you  to 
•almeny  House,  one  of  the  most  finely 
situated  mansion  -  houses  in  all  the 
Lothians.  It  was  erected  between  the 
rears  1815  and  1819  by  John  Archibald 
Primrose,  fourth  Earl  of  Rosehery,  from 
the  designs  and  under  the  superintendence 
of  Mr.  Williams,  architect,  who  subse- 
quently erected  the  National  Gallery  in 
London.  In  the  general  scope  of  its 
architecture  it  is  a  line  example  of  the 
highly  decorated  style  predominant  in 
the  reign  of  James  IV.  of  Scotland.    A 


it  a  quaint,  old-world  appearance  which 
contrasts  strikingly  with  the  styles  of 
architecture  most  commonly  used  in  Scot- 
land. The  hall,  which  is  richly  orna- 
mented in  the  Gothic  style,  is  imposing 
in  the  extreme,  the  fine  pendants  and  the 
artistic  setting  of  the  timber  work  pro- 
ducing a  channing  effect.  It  opens  into 
a  grand  corridor  whose  roof  is  embellished 
with  exquisite  can*ing.  and  which  extends 
the  whole  length  of  the  principal  apart- 
ments. The  windows  are  of  antique 
stained  glass,  in  single  subjects,  of  the 
most  artistic  designs  and  the  richest 
colours,  here  and  there  the  eye  falling 
upon  emblazoned  panes — 

Where  shieldcJ  scutcheons  blush  with  blood  of 
kings  und  queeos. 

The  dining-room  is  a  magnificent  apart-; 
ment,  and  contains  many  noteworthy: 
portraits  by  eniinent  painters,  including  a 
fine  one  of  the  great  Pitt  by  Sir  Thomas' 
Lawrence,  one  of  Charles  James  Fox,  and 
a  striking  one  of  Prince  Ilismarck.  Over 
the  mantelpiece  hangs  a  charming  Jfurillo, 
one  of  this  great  master's  finest  works,  and 
one  which  i^  justly  prized  by  the  noble 


number  of  smalt  turrets  enriched  with 
beautifiil  tracery  stand  out  picturesquely 
against  the  sky,  whilst  numerous  panels 
ornamented  by  antiorial  insignia  arc  pro- 
fauAy  distribated  about  the  edifice,  giving 


owner  of  Dalmeny.  In  the  music-room 
adjoining  hangs  the  renowned  portrait  of 
Napoleon  I.  by  David,  besides  landscapes 
by  Patrick  Nasmyth,  taken  from  picturesque 
stretches  or    romantic    dells    wvtKwi  \Jw6 
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extensive  scope  of  Dalmeny  Park.  Besides 
those  pictures  named,  throughout  the 
whole  house^in  drawing-room,  on  stair- 
case, and  in  entrance-hall — there  are  pro- 
fusely dispersed  the  richest  works  of  art 
alike  In  painting  and  sculpture,  the  whole 
collection  being  equally  varied  and 
precious. 

More  picturesque  in  every  way,  and  of 
greater  historic  interest,  is  Barnbougle 
Castle,  the  home  of  the  Roseberys  for 
nearly  two  centuries,  and  occupied  by 
them  up  till  iSio,  when  Dalmeny  House 


was  built.  Situated  due  north  of  the 
latter  and  modem  residence,  and  only  a 
couple  of  furlongs  from  it,  this  picturesque 
castle  stands  on  the  very  margin  of 
the  Firth,  its  lofty  turrets  and  massive 
grey  battlements  overlcoking  the  whole 
stretch  of  the  Forth,  of  which  it  is  one  of 
the  grandest  and  most  romantic  land- 
marks. The  old  castle,  for  many  genera- 
tions the  Scottish  home  of  the  Primroses, 
was  blown  up  in  1810,  and  for  half-a- 
century  remained  a  picturesque  ruin,  with 
crumbling  walls  and  gaunt  turrets  standing 
eerily  against  the  solemn  twilight  sky. 
The  present  Earl,  however,  with  commend- 
able respect  towards  his  notable  and 
worthy  ancestors,  as  well  as  throagh  his 


hne  sense  of  the  titness  of  things,  has  had 
the  structure  completely  restored,  and 
Barnbougle  Castle  has  once  more  taken  its 
place  as  a  spacious  mansion  which,  while 
it  ranks  as  one  of  the  richest  specimens  of 
the  old  Scottish  baronial  style  of  archi- 
tecture north  of  the  Tweed,  possesses  a 
romantic  fascination  andan  historic  interest 
far  beyond  what  its  modem  neighbour, 
Dalmeny  House,  can  claim.  In  the 
eastern  corner  of  the  restored  building 
there  is  an  exquisite  memorial  of  the 
present  Lord  Kosebery's  nimble  fancy 
and  pious,  conservative  reverence 
which  is  worthy  of  notice.  On  a 
stone  there  he  has  had  graved  a 
touching  and  leal-hearted  apology 
for  his  splendid  restoration  of  the 
home  of  his  ancestois.  The  words 
are  from  the  old  Hebrew  source,  and 
have  all  the  final  force  of  a  Bible 
mandate  :  "  Remove  not  the  ancient 
landmark  which  thy  fathers  have  set." 
Around  this  restored  castle  there 
are  massive  stone  corbels,  and  each 
corner  is  adorned  with  turrets  in 
keeping  with  the  general  scope  of 
the  antique  design,  whilst  the  "  crow- 
stepped"  gables  give  to  the  edifice 
a  fascinating  old-world  appearance, 
as  if  it  had  existed  long  before  was 
fought  fateful  Flodden,  where  the 
"flowers  of  the  forest  were  a'  wede 
aw&y."  A  porch  of  heavy  masonry 
leads  to  the  outer  and  inner  hails,  . 
which  have  panelled  oak  dados,  five 
feet  in  height,  around  them,  and 
have  also  panelled  timber  ceilings 
of  the  most  artistic  workmanship. 
To  the  left  of  the  inner  hall  are  the 
library  anil  reading-room.  The  first 
of  those  apartments  is  solid  and 
■'■'•  stately  in  the  extreme,  with  its  massive 
oak  cases  and  its  heavy,  dignified 
furniture  to  suit ;  and  the  appreciative 
eye  cannot  fail  to  obsen'C  here,  with  keen 
interest,  two  noteworthy  objects  —  a 
favourite  writing-desk  of  Charles  Dickens's 
(not,  of  course,  the  writing-slope  which  he 
used  at  Gad's  Hill,  and  which  was  pur- 
chased by  Mr.  Bancroft,  a  few  months  ago, 
at  the  sale  of  the  libr.nry  of  the  late  Mr. 
Edmund  Yates),  and  a  replica  of  Boehin's 
famous  statue  of  Thomas  Carlyle. 

On  the  upper  floor  of  Barnbougle  Castle 
is  the  banqueting -hall,  a  sta'ely  apart- 
ment well  worthy  of  an  earl's  home.  It 
is  sixty  feet  in  length,  thirty  feet  in 
breadth,  and  thirty  feet  in  height. 
In  design  and  workmanship  this  magnifi- 
cent room  is  peculiarly  an  impressive 
example  of  the  old  romantic  dajrs.     Its 
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oak  roof,  antique  oaken  gallery  at  the 
eastern  end,  and  huge  oak  chininejpiece, 
twenty  feet  in  height  and  richly  carved, 
come  upon  one  as  a  dream  of  those 
picturesque  feudal  days  when — 

Forth  to  the  wood  did  merry  men  go, 

'I'd  gather  in  ttie  mislteliic: 
WhcD  opened  wide  Iho  baron  *h  ball 
lo  vassal,  teaalil,  self,  and  all. 
The    name    Barnbougle    is    of    Celtic 
'irigin,  and  seems  to  have  been  given  to 
the  scene  of  a  battle — **  Bar-na-buai-gall," 


after  the  Restoration — to  Sir  Archibald 
Primrose  of  Carrington.then  Lord  Register, 
and  afterwards  Justice-General  of  Scot- 
land. 

The  Rosebery  family,  as  far  back  as  the 
beginning  of  the  sixteenth  century, 
possessed  the  lands  of  Primrose,  near 
Inverkeilhing,  and  subsequently  acquired 
lands  in  Perthshire,  near  Culross,  The 
most  distinguished  member  of  this  familv, 
however — in  fact,  the  founder  of  their 
fnrlunes — was  Sir  Archibald   Pri 


signifying  in  fiaelii:  "the  point  of  the 
victory  of  strangers."  Tiiere  is  a  cairn  in 
the  Park  called  the  "  Karl  Caimie,"  which, 
acconling  to  tradilion,  was  erected  after  a 
battle  with  the  Danes. 

The  first  proprietors  of  Barnbougle  were 
the  de  Moubrays,  who  came  from  Nor- 
mandy with  William  the  Con(]Ueror,  and 
arc,  with  good  reawin,  considered  to  lie 
the  noble  house  of  .Moubray,  the  Dukes  of 
Norfolk.  The  estates  of  Barnbougle  and 
Dalmeny  remained  in  the  hands  of  the 
Moubrays  till  r6i5,  when  they  were  sold 
to  Sir  Thomas  Hamilton,  his  Majesty's 
Advocate,  afterwards  created  Earl  of 
Haddington,  whose  grandson  again  dis- 
posed  of  them,  in    i66z — ^just  two  years 


lawyer  of  high  disiinLtiun,  who,  in  16+1, 
was  appointed  Clerk  of  the  Privy  Council, 
and  who  was  in  constaiit  touch  with  his 
sovereign,  Charles  I.,  until  he  was  liis- 
charged  by  the  Parliament,  whe  1  it  gained 
ascendancy  in  the  Civil  War.  During  the 
Protectorate  he  lived  in  retirt-ment,  but  on 
the  Restoration,  in  1660,  he  was  made 
Lord  Register  of  Scotland.  Additional 
honours  came  to  him  in  1661,  when  he 
was  made  a  Senator  of  the  College  of 
Justice,  under  the  title  of  Lord  Carriiigton, 
and  afterwards  Lord  Justice  General.  In 
those  troublous  times,  when  only  men  of 
braver>'  and  of  spotless  fame  could  stand  the 
political  ordeal,  he  ever  maintained  a  high 
reputation  for  integrity  and  wisdom,   and 
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exercised    much    influence   for  good  over 

the  destinies  of  his  country.  Having 
acquired  an  ample  fortune,  he  purchased, 
from  John,  fourth  Earl  of  Haddington, 
the  estates  of  Dalmeny  and  Bambougle, 
for  160,000  marks.  Dying  in  1679,  he 
was  interred  in  the  ancient  church  of 
Dalmeny,  in  whose  northern  vault  the 
ashes  of  the  Primroses  have  ever  since 
been  laid  to  rest.  His  descendant,  Archi- 
bald Philip  Primrose,  the  fifth  Earl,  now 
wears  the  coronet. 

In  many  respects  one  of  the  most 
interesting  features  of  this  picturesque 
region  is  Dalmeny  Church,  and  the  drive 
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to  it  through  Dalmeny  Park  from  Pain- 
bougie  Castle  embraces  some  of  the  finest 
scenery  which  can  be  found  from  the  Tay 
to  the  Tweed.  Pastoral  unduJations  anil 
fir-clad  hills,  deep  romantic  glens  and 
dark  shadowy  woodlands,  fine  stretches  of 
game-haunted  coppice,  now  all  aglow  with 
the  deep  maroon  of  the  whhered  bracken, 
and  seemingly  interminable  avenues 
of  beeches,  elms,  and,  in  several 
instances,  of  magnificent  oaks,  pass 
before  you  in  rich  profusion.  Nor  are 
those  delis  and  woodlands  the  only 
charm  in  Dalmeny  Park.  From  many  a 
high  point  of  vantage  extensive  views  of 
.the  surrounding  scenery  may  be  had. 
One  spot  favoured  beyond  all  others  in 
this  respect  is  Mons  Hill,  from  whose 
summit  the  outlook  is  both  extensive  and 

Eicturesque,  embracing  the  city  of  EdiD- 
urgh,  the   Bass   Rock,    North    Berwick 


Law,  and  the  Isle  of  May,  to  the  east ; 
Stirling  Castle — the  "  grey  lion  of  the 
North  "—the  Ochil  Hills,  and  Ben 
Lomond,  to  the  west ;  while  beneath  you 
streiches  the  whole  panorama  of  the  Firth 
of  Forth,  including  its  giant  bridge,  from 
Grangemouth  to  the  North  Sea. 

A  drive  of  two  miles  brings  you  to 
Dalmeny  Church,  in  the  midst  of  its  old- 
wortd  village,  one  of  the  most  perfect 
examples  of  Norman  ecclesiastical  archi- 
tecture in  Great  Britain.  The  structure 
dates  from  the  year  1 107,  and  is  a  wonder- 
fully complete  specimen  of  early  Norman 
work,  of  which  few  examples  remain 
in  Scotland 
unless  in  pic- 
turesque ruins. 
The     eastern 


other  oblong 
Norman 

St.  Margaret's 
in  Edinburgh, 
and  that  other 
splendid  ex-" 
ample,  second 
only  to  Dal- 
meny, Leu- 
chars  parish 
church,  near 
St.  Andrews. 
The  interior 
view  of  the 
apse  has  a  fine 
massive  sim- 
ple effect, 


mountcdby  a  groined  arch,  the  ribs  of  which 
are  deeply'moulded  with  tooth-workas finely 
defined  as  it  was  on  the  day  on  which 
it  left  the  chisel.  Another  fine  archieo- 
logical  feature  of  the  edifice  is  the  main 
entrance  door  projecting  to  the  south,  the 
archway  of  which  is  supported  on  two 
plain  pillars  with  Norman  capitals. 

At  the  northern  side  of  this  charming 
old  edifice,  which  has  seen  the  storm  and 
shine  of  well-nigh  eight  centuries,  is  the 
modest  mausoleum  where  repose  the 
ashes  of  the  Roseberys ;  and  in  a  quiet 
comer  of  the  sweet  churchyard  rests  the 
dust  of  John  Hill  Burton.  It  had  been 
his  desire  to  be  buried  there,  by  the  side 
of  his  beloved  daughter.  No  stone  marks 
their  grass-covered  grave,  but  an  old  yew 

Sves  them    its  shadowy   shelter  in  their 
Dg,  last  sleep. 

Albxamder  L^mont. 
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By    max    PEMBERTON. 


THIS  is  the  story  of  John  Inglis, 
sometime  Rector  of  the  Church  of 
St.  Bartholomew  at  Broadstairs.  1  found 
it  in  an  old  library  in  the  neighbouring 
parish  of  St.  Peter's.  That  it  is  the  work 
of  the  man  it  pretends  to  be  I  have  no 
sort  of  doubt ;  but  whether  it  was  written 
in  all  sincerity,  or  as  the  imaginative 
relaxation  of  the  parson,  others  must 
pronounce. 

At  the  foot  of  the  writing  there  is  the 
signature,  **  John  Inglis,"  and  the  further 
intimation  that  his  labour  was  concluded 
upon  the  vigil  of  the  Feast  of  St.  Michael 
in  the  year  1823.  But  there  is  no  heading 
that  I  could  come  upon  ;  nor  any  betrayal 
of  the  purpose  which  led  the  clerk  thus  to 
unbosom  himself.  Nor  have  I  put  it  upon 
myself  to  find  for  him  those  reasons  which 
he  himself  does  not  disclose,  holding  that 
his  story  is  sufficiently  strange  to  bear 
both  the  lack  of  purpose  and  the  light 
of  print.  And  with  this  foreword,  I  call 
upon  him  to  speak  for  himself. 

•  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

This,  being  the  night  of  which  I  write, 
and  after  eight  of  the  clock,  my  man 
Percival  came  running  up  to  the  house 
from  the  Ramsgate  Road,  in  such  a 
condition  of  sweat  and  haste  that  I  went 
from  my  study  to  meet  him,  and  began 
to  call  to  him  while  he  was  yet  beyond 
the  gate. 

**  Master,  master  !  "  said  he  ;  "  for  the 
love  of  God  get  down  to  Dumpton  1 
There  *s  murder  done  upon  the  beach,  and 
one  dying." 

**  How  say  you  ?  "  asked  I.  **  Murder 
done,  and  by  whom  ?  Is  it  Jack  Peter 
and  his  lot  ?  " 

**  Not  a  man  of  them,  master,"  said  he, 
**  there  *s  neither  keg  nor  chest  been 
ashore  these  ten  tides,  and  none  expected. 
It  *s  strange  folk  and  queersome ;  and 
God  deliver  me  from  their  like !  No 
sooner  was  I  crossing  the  throttle  of  the 
Gap  than  they  clapped  hands  upon  me,  a 
score  of  them,  thick-bodied  and  dirty 
rogues,  and  bade  me  run.  There  *s  one 
of  them  down  in  a  scuffle  with  more  sins 
on  his  back  than  the  church  of  St.  Paul's 


could  stand  under.  I  \e  the  mark  of  tneir 
knives  behind  me  now." 

"  Get  me  my  jack-boots  and  my  stick, 
Percival,"  said  I ;  "it  *s  the  weapons  of 
unrighteousness  that  I  *11  want  this  very 
night.  To  bring  their  dirty  tricks  to  my 
door,  indeed !  But  I  *11  teach  them  a 
lesson  which  they  shall  bear  upon  their 
backs  a  week  and  more.  The  Lord  make 
my  right  arm  strong !  Have  you  the 
lantern  tended  ?  " 

"  Bide  a  moment  and  I  *11  carry  two," 
said  he,  "and  the  pistols,  moreover. 
Your  honour  would  never  venture  among 
them  with  no  more  protection  than  a 
pesty  cudgel  ?  Good  Lord  !  I  *m  that  sore 
in  the  hams  I  could  shed  tears." 

**  Put  up  your  wrath,  Percival,  until  we 
return,"  said  I,  **  and  as  for  your  pistols,  a 
fig  for  them  !  Has  it  come  tc^  this,  that  my 
word  should  be  mocked  in  my  own  parish  ? 
Never  let  it  be  said." 

With  no  more  ado,  we  went  out  upon 
the  road,  1  wrapped  in  my  great  cloak,  he 
in  his  shirt-sleeves  as  he  was  ;  and  the  night 
being  already  dark,  for  it  was  the  month  of 
May,  with  no  promise  of  abiding  summer, 
we  carried  each  a  lantern,  and  struck  upon 
the  path  which  is  over  against  the  sea. 
Save  for  the  journey  which  carried  me 
thus  from  my  home,  it  was  a  pleasant 
night  to  be  abroad.  The  light  airs  of 
evening  were  now  warmed,  so  that  I,  who 
had  been  sick  two  winters  with  an  affliction 
of  my  breathing  and  had  let  much  blood, 
had  no  harm  of  them ;  and  the  soft  sound 
of  the  waters  as  they  rolled  upon  the 
beach  fell  very  pleasantly  upon  my  ears.  I 
could  see  the  lanterns  of  ships  shining 
brightly  over  the  surface  of  the  broken 
sea  ;  and  down  in  our  own  little  harbourage 
there  were  fishing-boats  coming  to  their 
moorings.  But  the  footpath  across  the 
cliffs  was  without  the  tread  of  foot,  save  of 
ours  alone  ;  and  when  we  had  come  within 
sight  of  the  Gap,  which  is  a  hand's-breadth 
of  bight  lying  midway  between  our  village 
and  that  of  Ramsgate,  I  began  to  be  not 
a  little  anxious  for  our  venture,  and  to 
repent  in  some  part  of  that  spirit  which 
had  carried  me  out  upon  it. 
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**  Percival,"  said  I,  standing  of  a  sudden 
where  the  ground  rose  high  and  the  mouth 
of  the  Gap  was  to  be  seen,  *'  how  many  of 
them  did  you  think  you  saw  ?  " 

"A  good  dozen  and  more,  your  honour; 
a  round  company  of  pretty  rogues,  that 
would  swing  from  a  roi)e's  end  like  a  dog 

from   his  tail ;    as   d ble  a   parcel  of 

cutthroats  as  were  ever  had  up  by  Bony 
himself — begging  your  honour*s  pardon.** 

**  Percival,'*  said  I,  '*you  are  an  incor- 
rigible fellow,  and  the  turn  of  an  oath  is 
still  pleasant  in  your  mouth.  Some  day 
you  will  commit  the  unpardonable  sin." 

*'  Well,  master,"  said  he,  **  what  is  to 
be  is  to  be  ;  but  the  Lord  knows  if  ever  I 
met  such  a  company  as  yon  ;  and  one 
dying,  too." 

**  For  the  sake  of  his  soul  about  to 
appear  before  its  Maker,  I  am  going 
thither  at  this  moment,"  said  1  ;  "  and 
may  Heaven  protect  us,  Percival !  Is 
your  arm  supple  upon  your  stick  ?  " 

**  Aye,  for  a  surety  !  "  cried  he,  *'  and 
it  need  be  with  that  lot — a  lousv  crew  as 
ever  you  may  meet." 

'*  Percival,"  said  I,  *'you  are  no 
Christian  "  ;  and  with  this  in  my  mouth 
I  ran  before  him,  swinging  my  lantern  in 
my  hand.  The  mouth  of  the  Gap  was 
now  but  a  stone's-throw  from  us,  yet  I 
heard  or  saw  no  man  until  I  had  begun  to 
go  down  from  the  cliff,  and  then,  for  the 
first  time,  I  observed  the  men's  ship,  lying 
out,  as  it  might  be,  east  by  one  point 
south.  She  was  carrying  a  light  at  her 
masthead ;  and  though  it  had  grown 
somewhat  dark  there  was  moon  enough 
to  see  that  she  was  what  the  fishermen 
call  a  raking  schooner.  Whether,  at  the 
same  time,  she  had  thrown  out  an  anchor 
or  lay  merely  in  the  wind  with  her  foresail 
hauled  I  could  not  tell. 

**  Percival,"  said  I,  when  I  had  seen  the 
ship,  **vou  made  no  mention  of  this; 
they  have  come  in  a  vessel,  then.** 

*'  Aye,  surely  !  **  cried  he.  *'  Would  you 
have  them  cross  the  water  on  a  horse  t  *' 

**  This  is  no  time  for  vanity  and  froward- 
ness,**  replied  I ;  **  but  when  we  are 
returned  home  you  shall  beg  my  pardon 
for  that  remark.  In  the  meantime,  be  so 
good  as  to  lead  me  to  the  men.** 

**  It*s  this  way,  your  honour,  as  straight 
as  your  nose  should  take  you  to  the  shore. 
I  say  *  should  take  you,'  for  it  *s  common 
talk  that  if  you  followed  it  always,  you  'd 
be  in  Heaven  before  the  rest  of  us.  This 
is  where  they  toused  me — as  I  'm  not  like 
to  forget.  Don*t  you  hear  them  now  ?  It 's 
a  strange  song  they  *re  singing,  with  dead 
men  for  drums.*' 


A  great  burst  of  noise  came  up  from 
the  beach  even  as  he  spoke — a  riotous 
burthen  such  as  fell  ill  upon  my  ears.  I 
was  moved  almost  to  run  back ;  but  while 
I  weighed  the  matter  a  man  stepped  of 
a  sudden  from  the  shore,  where  he  had 
stood  in  shadow,  and  clapped  his  hand 
upon  my  shoulder. 

**  Ho,  ho  !  **  sang  he,  with  merriment  I 
had  no  heart  for,  **  the  parson  and  his  kit, 
upon  my  life.  Dick,  Jack,  ahoy  there ! 
it  *s  the  parson  of  Broadstairs.**  And  so  he 
stood  awhile  to  laugh,  and  then  cried  loud 
again  for  the  others  to  come.  But  I  was 
much  angered  at  his  way  of  speaking,  and 
I  struck  his  hand  from  my  shoulder  as  he 
jested. 

*' ])runkard,'*  said  I,  **  have  you  called 
me  here  to  witness  your  junketings.'* 
Where  is  he  that  I  came  to  speak  with  }  *' 

The  fellow,  who  was  dressed  in  no 
honest  man's  clothes,  having  a  pair  of 
white  breeches  above  his  boots,  and  a 
sword  at  his  hip,  with  a  belt  full  of  pistols 
about  his  waist,  now  stood  with  his  arms 
akimbo,  and  threw  my  rebuke  in  my  teeth. 

'*  Man  of  war,"  said  he,  **  it  *s  likely  that 
he  *s  dead  ;  but  not  being  dead,  it  may  hap 
that  he  is  drunk.  In  either  case  you  shall 
minister  to  his  needs.  Hey,  dost  like  the 
job.  Master  Cock-in-the-Eye } — nay,  but 
you  shall  like  it.  Dick,  ahoy  there,  and 
a  pest  on  your  musty  throat !  ** 

He  slapped  me  upon  the  shoulder  again 
at  this  ;  and  the  song  which  came  from  a 
creek  of  the  cliff  a  little  way  from  us  was 
broken  with  much  abruptness.  Three  men, 
dressed  much  as  the  ruffian  who  stood 
before  me,  now  came  running  towards 
us  and  began  to  handle  me  so  uncere- 
moniously that  I  lifted  my  voice  ioiis 
viribus,  hoping  to  quell  them  as  I  quelled 
my  own  people.  Nay,  I  raised  my  cudgel 
and  bade  them  beware. 

*'  Stand  near  to  me  at  your  peril !  '*  cried 
I,  **  for  so  surely  as  I  am  God*s  ser\'ant, 
I  will  make  your  bones  as  rotting  branches. 
Who  is  your  leader,  and  where  do  you 
come  from  }  ** 

"  We  *11  tell  thee  that  in  the  wink  of  a 
light,  Master  Parson,**  said  the  fellow  who 
had  first  spoken  ;  w  ith  which  he  tripped 
me  suddenly  upon  my  back,  so  that  I  lay 
in  the  sand  calling  for  my  man  Percival ; 
but  him  they  had  already  dealt  with  ;  and 
I  heard  him  upon  the  cliflf  above  crying 
out  most  dismally  that  he  was  surely  at 
his  end.  Then  his  voice  died  away,  and  I 
was  hurried  along  between  the  rogues  who 
had  laid  hands  upon  me ;  and  so  carried 
up  to  the  creek  whence  had  come  the 
sound  of  the  ribald  singing. 
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Here  for  the  first  time  I  may  be  said  to 
have  been  aware  of  the  strange  visitation 
which  had  fallen  upon  our  Isle  of  Thanet, 
The  company  that  I  was  now  presented  to 
was  fine  enough  in  some  way  for  the 
King's  palace,  there  being  eight  men  at 
the  least  in  gay-coloured  coats  and  fine 
white  breeches,  the  vests  of  many  of 
them  sparkling  with  cloth  of  gold  and 
silver,  and  all  wearing  jewelled  swords  at 
their  girdles.  They  sat  in  one  of  the 
alcoves  which  lay  back  a  space  from  the 
shore;  and  they  had  hung  a  yacht's  sail 
about  the  door  of  this  for  pri\'acy  whiK' 
ihey  feasted  from  many  rare  (fishes,  served 
in  silver  upon  fine  white  napkins  which 
they  had  spread  upon  the  sand.  For 
light,  they  had  candles  stuck  upon  the 
jutting  ridges  of  chalk ;  and  I  saw  with 
some  sorrow  that  many  aniong  them  were 
already  drunken,  and  others  in  a  stale  of 
dissolute  insensibility.  At  the  head  of  the 
company  there  was  a  youth  of  very  plea- 
sant face,  though  his  eyes  were  now  bright 
with  wine ;  and  him  I  addressed  as  the 
one  who  appeared  to  have  command  upon 
the  others, 

"  Sir,"  said  I,  "your  men  have  brought  me 
here,  with  what  purpose  I  cannot  divine, 
unless  it  be  to  put  insult  upon  that  pro- 
fession of  the  Christian  faith  I  have  the 
ho  our  to  follow,  IJeware,  Sir,  for  so 
surely  as  there  is  a  King  upon  the  throne, 
some  of  you  shall  hang  at  Canterbury," 

"  Master  Parson,"  said  the  fellow,  who 
sat  squatting  upon  his  haunches,  and 
hiccoughed  with  the  wine  he  had  drunk, 
"  I  thank  ^ou  for  your  discourse ;  a  devilish 
orderly  discourse,  upon  my  life,  I  neviT 
heard  a  better  from  his  Majesty's  pulpit. 
You  shall  drink  with  me,  my  cockalorum, 
as  good  a  stoup  of  French  brandy  as  ever 
lan  over  your  gills.  Ho !  Dick,  a  can  for 
the  parson." 

"  Sir,"  said  !,  "  your  hospitality  I  refusi.-, 
as  I  would,  if  it  lay  in  my  power,  refuse 
the  honour  of  your  company.  Tell  me 
your  business,  I  pray  you,  that  1  may  have 
done  with  it,  and  see  to  my  .servant,  «  ho 
has  been  sore  used  by  your  men." 

"Eh  gad,  little  parson,"  said  the  fellow 
whom  I  had  first  met,  "  if  it 's  your  man 
that  you  're  fretting  for,  you  may  be  easy. 
He  '9  legs  up  in  the  ditch  by  the  hayrick, 
and  his  mouth  is  so  full  of  oaths  that  he  'II 
not  want  food  for  a  month  or  more." 

"  You  are  an  ilJ-bred  fellow!"  cried  I  at 
this,  "and  if  I  had  my  hands  I  would 
strike  you  upon  the  mouth," 

"  Peace,  peace  !  "  the  leader  now  sang 
out,  rocking  to  and  fro  with  the  vertigo 
of  the  strong  liquor,  "  1  'II  have  no  threats 


on  my  deck,  be  you  parson  or  pedagogue, 
or  any  scoundrel  you  may  name.  Drink 
the  King's  health,  little  Cock-eye,  and  a 
spawn  upon  all  your  mouthings !  " 

"Sir,"    said    I,    "in   the   fit  time  and 
circumstance  there  are  none  more   ready 


to  do  honour  to  his  Majesty ;  but  this  is 
neither  the  hour  nor  the  season,  Kx|)lain 
to  me  your  business  and  let  me  de|)art." 

"Aye,    that    I    will,"    said    the    youth. 
'  You  shall  even  learn  it  in  a  word,    I  sent 


for^r 


I  to  marry  mt 
To  nmrry  you ! 


exclaimed  I.    "  How 
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**  As  I  say,  my  parson,  and  no  other- 
wise. To  bind  me,  Humphrey  NasK, 
bachelor,  to  have  and  to  hold  from  this 
day  forward,  henceforth  and  evermore,  in 
sickness  or  in  health,  in  drink  or  out  of 
it,  full  up  with  guineas  or  as  empty  as 
a  passed  bottle,  with  Betty  Matthew, 
spinster,  in  the  parish  of  St.  Peter's,  in 
the  county  of  Kent,  to  be  my  lawful  wife 
in  the  holy  estate  of  matrimony.  God  save 
the  King." 

**  I  know  the  wench  you  mean,"  said  I. 
'*  She  is  the  daughter  of  Geoffrey  ]\Iatthew, 
the  farmer.  Young  man,  beware  what  you 
do,  lest  the  pair  of  you  stand  in  outer  dark- 
ness, where  there  is  weeping  and  gnashing 
of  teeth.  It  is  not  hid  from  me  that  you 
are  a  person  of  quality.  What,  then,  in 
God*s  name,  means  this  idle  masquerade.^'* 

**  In  my  own  good  time  that  will  I  tell 
thee,  parson  ;  meanwhile,  a  word  in  your 
ear. 

At  this  point  he  made  an  attempt  to  rise, 
but  fell  back  in  a  besotted  condition  upon 
his  couch  of  sand,  and  for  some  time  he 
sat  cracking  his  fingers  and  gabbling  at  a 
song,  of  whose  profane  meaning  1  could 
only  guess  by  the  tow-row  and  the  din 
which  the  others  came  to  at  the  chorus. 
When  I  was  wearied  of  his  "  ri-tol-de-lol- 
lol,"  he  took  up  what  thread  of  his 
discourse  he  could,  and  went  on  again. 

**  A  word  in  your  ear.  Master  Parson — a 
word  I  say '' — which  he  repeated  many 
times  —  **  a  word,  O  man  of  peace,  a 
sacred  confidence.  You  shall  come  with 
me  upon  my  ship  —  even  so — and  you 
shall  marry  me,  or  1  will  run  my  sword 
through  your  neck,  and  the  sea  shall 
swallow  you  up,  and  the  sin  shall  be  on 
your  soul,  and  I  will  have  none  of  it.  Dost 
hear,  bandy  legs — dost  hear  ?  Then  a 
can  upon  it,  and  one  can  more — 

Let  the  toast  pass, 
Drink  to  the  lass. 
I  '11  warrant  she  '11  go  to  a  vcr)'  good  glass." 

He  continued  to  shout  this  for  many 
minutes,  and  one  of  three  left  with  him 
in  the  cave  joined  him  in  his  frolic, 
for  the  others  were  now  quite  insen- 
sible with  drink,  and  lay  in  fuddled 
carelessness,  while  the  sputtering  candles 
threw  a  waning  yellow  light  upon 
their  heated  faces.  For  my  own  part,  I 
began  to  fear  exceedingly  both  for  his 
threat  and  for  the  girl  Betty  Matthew, 
whose  father  was  one  of  my  parishioners. 
I  was  not  so  countrified  or  so  ignorant  of 
the  ways  of  the  wicked  youth  of  London 
that  I  could  be  blind  to  his  intention; 
and  it  appeared  plain  to  me  that  I  must 
remain  to  shield  the  girl,  and  to  hinder 


him  in  his  deeper  purposes.  These  were 
in  no  way  hidden  from  me.  He  had 
desired  this  mock  of  a  marriage — which 
he  would  have  psrformed  somewhere  in 
France,  lest  l.e  should  be  in  any  way  bound 
by  ic — that  the  girl  might  be  the  more 
willing  to  consent.  Had  I  been  alone 
with  him,  I  would  have  used  him  with  such 
an  exhortation  as  he  had  not  heard  for 
many  a  day ;  but  his  ill-visaged  seamen 
were  at  the  entrance  of  the  cave,  and 
righteous  anger  promised  no  help.  Never- 
theless did  I  determine  to  frustrate  him 
in  his  wickedness  ;  and  when  I  had  thought 
upon  it  a  little  while  there  came  to  me 
an  idea  which  seemed  given  to  me  from 
Heaven  for  the  punishment  of  the  man 
and  for  his  salvation.  But  the  time  was 
not  ripe  to  put  it  to  the  trial  ;  and  while  I 
was  yet  thinking  of  it,  we  heard  low  voices 
upon  the  strand,  and  anon  three  or  four 
rough  fellows  came  pushing  past  the 
canvas  at  the  door,  and  to  my  sorrow  I 
saw  the  girl  Matthew,  dressed  sprucely  as 
for  the  Sabbath,  in  their  midst.  She  was 
hysterical  and  much  overwrought ;  and  her 
first  words — for  she  did  not  observe  me — 
were  to  the  youth  who  had  brought  her  to 
the  predicament. 

*'0h,  Jack,  Jack,"  she  said,  "I  can't 
keep  my  promise ;  I  daresn't  go,  Jack,  I 
daresn't/' 

'*That  is  quite  right,  Betty  Matthew," 
said  I,  stepping  forward  from  the  shadow, 
'*  return  to  your  father  and  to  your  home." 

She  screamed  out  at  this,  and  dropped 
sobbing  upon  her  knees  ;  but  the  youth 
waxing  wroth  in  his  cups,  cried  suddenly — 

*'  blaster  Parson,  if  you  cannot  put  a 
hitch  upon  your  tongue,  I  '11  even  cut  it 
at  the  roots.  We  are  now  going  upon  my 
ship,  and  there  I  warrant  you  that  the 
treatment  will  be  as  you  make  it." 

*'  Aye,  so,"  intervened  one  of  the  fellows 
around,  '*  leave  him  to  me.  Sir  John,  and 
I  'II  wager  his  civility." 

The  others  said  nothing,  for  they  were 
drinking  again,  and  this  I  thought  to  be 
my  opportunity. 

**  ]\Ir.  Humphrey,"  said  I,  speaking  quite 
close  to  his  ear,  "you  have  twice  deceived 
me  this  night — in  the  first  place  with  your 
story  of  a  man  lying  dead,  in  the  second 
with  your  Christian  name,  which  I  find  not 
to  be  Humphrey,  but  John.  This  being  so, 
I  insist,  before  leaving  this  place,  that  you 
declare  to  me  your  solemn  intention  of 
behaving  honourably  by  this  woman." 

He  answered  me  with  a  very  wild  look 
from  his  now  flagging  eyes. 

"  Is  my  honour  at  stake  ?  "  asked  he. 

"  As  you  make  it,"  cried  I. 
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"  Do  you  insinuate  that  I  lie  ? "  "  Answer   me,    '  !    will,'    wench,"    said 

"  Show  me  the  ring  of  marriage,"  said     again. 


I  suddenly,  "  and  I  will  be  convinced." 
He  fumbled  with  his  clothes,  and  threw 

a  thick  gold  ring  upon  the  table. 

"  That 's  well,"  said  I.     "  And  now  wilt 

thou  have  this  woman  to  be  thy  wedded 


She  spoke  the  word. 

"  Now,"  I  cried,  "  let  us  see  if  I 
remember  what  to  do,  or  else  it  were  idle 
my  going  upon  your  ship."  And  with  the 
cry,    I    bade  him  slip  the  ring  upon  the 


wife  .•'"  And  here,  speaking  vcn'  quickly, 
I  repeated  the  words  that  are  writ  in  our 
Book  of  Common  Prayer.  To  which  he 
made  answer — 

"  Of  course  I  will ;  what  else  am  I  here 
for?" 

1  paid  no  attention  to  him,  but  turned 
to  the  woman. 

"Betty  Matthew,"  said  I,  "wilt  thou 
have  this  man  to  thy  wedded  husband  P " 
And  again  I  spoke  from  the  written  word. 


wench's  finger,  and  speak  after  me.  He 
hiccoughed  a  laugh,  but  obeyed  with  tipsy 
jeers  upon  his  lips.  The  girl  spake  also  ; 
and  then,  raising  my  voice  so  that  it  rang 
through  the  cave,  I  cried  :  "  Bear  witness 
all.  1'hose  whom  God  hath  joined  together 
let  no  man  put  asunder." 

In  which  moment  I  marrii-d  Sir  John 
Humphrey.  His  name  came  to  my  recol- 
lection in  a  flash  of  thought,  I  having 
heard   of  his  wickedness  in   London  the 
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year  that  I  paid  visit  to  my  kinsman  the 
Dean ;  and  as  he,  at  the  end  of  my  per- 
formance, fell  back  intoxicated  upon  the 
floor,  I  turned  to  the  woman  and  said — 

"  Wench,  you  may  go  upon  the  yacht. 
You  are  his  wife  in  the  sight  of  God  and 
of  the  law." 

The  rogue  was,  as  I  have  written,  now 
insensible,  and  some  of  the  seamen  came 
to  carry  him  and  his  companions  to  the 
long-boat,  which  was  pushed  up  upon  the 
beach  ;  but  hope  of  my  own  escape  in  the 
press  was  speedily  i)ut  from  me  as  one  of 
the  rougher  sailors  held  to  my  arm  and 
cried — 

**  Dick,  help  me  with  the  parson,  dost 
hear }  " 

Thus  they  carried  me  to  the  boat,  and 
some  singing,  some  drinking,  some  quite 
without  speech,  and  the  woman  in 
exceeding  fear,  we  rowed  to  the  schooner  ; 
and,  being  come  aboard,  anchor  was 
weighed  and  we  stood  towards  Calais 
point.  The  noisier  fellows  were  now  all 
carried  below  and  thrown  into  their  bunks, 
but  me  they  left  upon  the  deck,  with  a 
sack  for  my  head  ;  and  while  there  was  a 
cabin  for  the  girl,  she  preferred  to  be  at 
my  side,  antl  I  did  what  was  in  my  power 
to  give  her  comfort. 

**  Betty,"  said  I,  "it  may  even  be  for 
your  punishment  that  you  are  thus  come 
from  your  home  and  from  your  parents.  It  is 
a  great  sin  that  you  have  upon  your  soul." 

**  Indeed  and  it  is,  Mr.  Inglis,"  said 
she  ;  **  and  1  never  thought  to  see  the  day. 
But  he  spoke  so  fair ;  and  oh,  he  has  such 
ways  with  him  !  " 

She  was  quite  a  child  yet,  and  accounted 
a  great  beauty  in  all  our  parish.  1  had 
not  until  that  time  turned  my  eyes  upon 
her ;  yet  when  I  came  to  it  she  drew  from 
me  an  exclamation,  being  ripe  with  that 
loveliness  that  is  to  be  seen  in  many 
English  maidens — an  exceeding  fair  flower. 

**  Child,"  said  1,  **  did  he  tell  you  that 
you  were  pretty  ?  " 

**  Indeed,  a  many  times,"  said  she, 
**  and  I  do  believe  he  has  a  great  care  for 
me,  Sir;  he  speaks  fme  words,  and  there's 
no  one  like  him  all  the  country  round." 

**  We  shall  hear  the  words  he  speaks  in 
the  morning,"  said  I,  "  and  now,  Betty, 
get  what  sleep  you  can.  There  may  be 
troubles  yet,  for  man  is  very  wicked  and 
his  heart  is  vile  withal." 

It  did  not  seem  good  to  me  to  trouble 
her  with  any  furthur  exhortation  ;  and  for 
the  matter  of  that,  I  went  to  sleep  almost 
immediately,  and  was  not  awakened  until  the 
sun  had  come  up  over  the  sea,  and  shone 
pleasantly  upon  the  dunes  and  downs  of 


France.  We  were  then  off  the  coast  by 
Cape  Grisnez,  but  the  breeze  was  very 
mild  and  not  such  as  sailors  seek  for  ;  and 
the  few  men  upon  the  deck  were  using 
mops  upon  the  whitened  boards.  Betty 
Matthew  still  slept  at  my  feet,  with  my  own 
cape  wrapped  about  her  ;  but  none  of  the 
youths  who  had  been  partakers  of  the 
riotous  debauch  of  yesternight  had  come 
on  deck  ;  and  were  all,  I  was  told,  sleeping 
oflf  the  fumes  of  the  wine.  I  waited  for 
them  with  m.uch  satisfaction,  knowing  well 
that  I  had  a  weapon  to  whip  the  devil  out 
of  one  of  them  at  the  least ;  and  was  he 
not  commander  of  the  others }  With 
which  thought  I  took  a  can  of  muddy 
coflfee  ofiered  to  me  by  the  seamen,  and 
gave  another  to  the  girl.  She  was  a  little 
blanched  with  the  exposure  to  the  raw 
night  air ;  and  she  had  no  courage  at  all 
when  she  saw  so  near  to  her  the  green 
fields  and  white  houses  of  a  new  country. 

*'  Mr.  Inglis,  Sir,  what  have  I  done," 
she  would  cry  frequently,  '*  to  leave  my 
good  father  on  such  an  errand  }  I  am  well 
punished,  Sir." 

*'  Which  is,  Betty,"  said  I  in  return, 
*'the  sure  sequence  of  any  lapse  from  that 
strict  path  of  duty  which  I  have  laid  down 
for  you  in  my  sermons  since  you  were 
come  to  years  cf  discretion.  You  are  well 
punished,  but  you  have  more  to  bear  from 
Sir  John  Humphrey,  who  is  now,  I  do  not 
doubt,  your  husband  in  the  sight  of  the 
English  law." 

'*  Meaning  that  I  am  Lady  Humphrey. 
Oh,  Sir,  that  can't  be  his  name  I  " 

"It  is  his  name,  and  an  honoured  name, 
too,  though  he  carries  it  in  strange  com- 
pany. But  Nemesis  has  overtaken  him  at 
last,  and  I  thank  Heaven  for  the  opportunity 
which  has  been  given  to  me." 

My  discourse  was  broken  at  this  point 
by  the  appearance  of  the  man  him- 
self, who  came  up  at  the  ladder  which 
sailors  call  the  companion,  and  looked  all 
about  the  deck.  When  he  saw  me,  he 
walked  forward  with  humility,  his  eyes 
being  bleared  with  the  wine  he  had  drunk, 
and  his  face  very  white  and  bloodless. 
Nor  was  there  any  more  of  that  cavalierly 
frowardness  I  had  rebuked  overnight  upon 
the  shore. 

"  Mr.  Inglis,"  said  he,  bowing  low,  "  I 
fear  to  hear  that  we  have  handled  you 
unkindly.  It  lays  upon  me  now  to  make 
my  apologies,  and  to  set  my  business 
before  you,"  with  which  saying  he 
assumed  a  fine  air  of  gallantry,  and  offered 
his  pleasantries  to  the  girl. 

"  Nay,  Betty,"  cried  he,  "  how  shall  I 
forgive  myself  for  what  has  passed  ?    Oh  I 
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my  child,  that  you  should  be  guest  thus 
upon  my  ship,  and  I  not  able  to  say  a 
word  to  you !  Upon  my  life,  there  have 
been  men  less  criminal  hanged  at 
Tyburn." 

At  this  point  I  spoke  to  him,  drawing 
myself  up  as  I  do  at  the  **  last  word  "  in 
my  pulpit. 

"Sir  John  Humphrey,"  said  I,  at  the 
which  he  turned  upon  his  heel  quickly  to 
face  me,  **  your  business  I  know  as  I 
know  your  name.  You  compelled  me 
with  violence  to  this  ship  that  1  might  be 
the  instrument  of  your  crime." 

"  How  say  you  !  "  cried  he.  "  What 
rant  is  this  }  " 

"No  rant,"  said  I,  "but  the  truth, 
which  is  the  same  in  high  word  or 
whisper.  You  thought  to  make  a  mock 
of  the  solemn  bonds  of  matrimony  by 
deceiving  this  woman  with  a  ceremony 
out  of  the  Kingdom  of  England.  Is  that 
not  so  ?  " 

The  girl  at  this  made  answer  for  him, 
clinging  to  him  with  some  warmth. 

**  Jack,"  said  she,  *'  1  can't  believe  it. 
Tell  him  you  meant  fair  by  me." 

**  If  he  were  not  a  dolt  he  would 
see  that  for  himself!"  cried  Sir  John 
Humphrey  next,  in  anger.  "  I  brought 
you  aboard  her  to  shelter  you  from  your 
father's  purs'iit,  and  as  evidence  of  my 
good  faith,  I  carry  the  parson  of  your 
parish  with  you.  What  more  does  the 
man  want  ?  " 

**  I  want  the  stupidity  to  be  deceived  by 
your  words,"  said  I,  "and  for  the  matter 
of  that.  Sir  John,  you  waste  your  breath. 
I  married  you  before  witnesses  last  night 
upon  the  foreshore  at  Kent,  and  this 
woman  is  your  wife  in  the  sight  of  God 
and  the  law." 

He  had  been  holding  to  the  girl  when  I 
began  to  speak ;  but  now  he  let  go  of  her 
and  clung  to  some  of  the  ropes  near  to  him 
for  support.  The  look  upon  his  face  was 
one  ver)'  vindictive  and  unpleasant  to  see. 
When  he  spoke  his  voice  was  harsh  and 
grating. 

**  Mr.  Inglis,"  said  he,  **  I  should  be 
sorry  to  think  that  your  profession  has 
made  a  liar  of  vou." 

"  No  less  sorr}'  than  I,"  was  my  answer. 

"  You  are  pleased  to  joke  with  me," 
continued  he. 

"  The  Lx)rd  forbid  that  I  should  make  a 
mock  of  His  holy  ordinances,"  said  I. 

**  Then  what  is  your  tale  of  this  mar- 
riage }  "  asked  he. 

"  No  tale,"  cried  I,  **  as  you  >vill  find  ! 
I  married  you  in  the  cave  at  Dumpton, 
and  Lady  Humphrey  stands  at  your  side. 


If  the  need  be,  I  doubt  not  to  find  wit- 
nesses." 

"  I  have  a  great  mind  to  throw  you  both 
into  the  sea ! "  exclaimed  he  when  I  said 
the  thing ;  with  which  he  turned  upon  his 
heel  and  left  me  standing  with  the  girl. 

"  Look  now,"  said  I  to  her  as  he  went, 
**you  observe  that  he  means  fair  towards 
you.  Your  punishment  is  like  to  be  very 
"hard,  Betty." 

**0h,  Mr.  Inglis,"  cried  she,  sobbing 
bitterly,  **  don't  speak  to  me,  my  he  art  is 
broken." 

I  was  now  her  support  where  he  should 
have  been ;  and  she  laid  her  head  upon 
my  shoulder  to  my  confusion.  This  was 
my  fortieth  year  to  which  I  had  come 
without  the  touch  of  woman's  cheek  upon 
my  own  ;  and  the  devil,  I  doubt  not,  led 
me  to  feel  a  new  and  entrancing  pleasure 
in  the  experience.  But  anon  I  remem- 
bered myself,  and  leading  her  to  a  seat 
I  left  her  upon  it  to  cry  as  she  desened 
to  cry.  The  ship  was  now  quite  close  to 
the  coast  of  France ;  but  the  sea  was  still, 
and  there  was  no  wind  but  a  capful  which 
blew  from  the  cliffs  and  flapped  our  sails. 
The  seamen  lay  about  idly  coiling  the 
ropes  or  knotting  and  splicing  ;  but  of  the 
gallants  I  saw  only  two,  who  came  upon 
tleck  to  look  at  Bcltv  or  to  rail  at  me. 
One  of  them  was  the  impertinent  cox- 
comb who  had  first  scMzed  me  upon  the 
beach ;  but  him  I  dealt  such  a  lusty  box 
upon  the  ear  that  he  went  down  headlong 
upon  the  deck  ;  and  after  that  we  were  left 
alone.  When  next  I  had  news  of  Sir  John 
it  was  about  the  hour  of  ten  o'clock,  four 
bells,  as  goes  the  sailors'  speech.  At  that 
time,  what  should  happen  but  that  the 
whole  crew  of  them  came  tumbling  up 
upon  the  deck,  laughing  and  talking  as 
though  they  were  at  a  playhouse.  When 
they  set  eyes  upon  me,  they  seemed  to  find 
great  joy  of  it,  all  crying  and  gabbling 
together  like  boys  that  have  run  out  of  a 
school. 

"  The  top  of  the  morning,  little  Parson," 
cried  one. 

"  Benedicite,  man  of  war,"  said  a 
second. 

"A  cup  of  wine  with  you,  cock-eye," 
said  a  third  impudently. 

"  Here  's  the  other  cheek,  Barebones," 
said  the  fellow  I  had  seen  good  to  rebuke. 

But  Sir  John  Humphrey,  coming  for- 
ward, with  a  face  flushed  with  anger,  and  a 
halt  in  his  voice,  so  full  of  speech  was  he, 
said — 

"  Mr.  Inglis,  you  saw  fit  to  make  merry 
with  me  last  night.  Whether  you  are  only 
a  very  jood  liar  or  whether  you  .believe 
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that  you  married  me  to  this  slut  is  a 
question  which  I  do  not  pretend  to  decide. 
Nor  do  I  care  a  crack  for  all  the  ranting 
rogues  in  Kent.  But  I  '11  have  no  mouth- 
ings  upon  my  ship,  and  no  maudling 
wenches  either,  for  that  matter.  You  may 
just  get  you  gone,  and  a  murrain  on  the 
pair  of  you  !  " 

**  Young  man,"  said  I,  "  now  do  I  give 
thanks  that  you  are  brought  to  a  sense  of 
your  shame.  Let  your  ship  be  turned 
towards  England  at  once,  and  I  do  not 
doubt  that  I  shall  be  able,  with  the  help 
of  my  kinsman,  the  Dean,  to  bring  this 
marriage  in  as  null  and  void  before  the 
law.  But  thank  God  that  I  am  sent  to 
save  you  from  a  greater  sin." 

They  all  laughed  out  at  this,  though  I 
saw  nothing  in  my  discourse  so  to  move 
them.     Presently  Sir  John  spoke  again. 

"Master  Parson,"  said  he,  "as  for  turn- 
ing my  ship  to  England  when  I  wish  to 
go  to  France,  I  would  not  do  it  for  a  bench 
of  bishops — let  alone  for  such  a  one  as 
you.  But  never  let  it  be  said  that  I  was 
wanting  in  hospitality.  That  small  boat 
yonder  is  at  your  service,  and  a  pair  of 
stout  oars  to  boot.  The  shore  there  is 
not  five  miles  distant,  and  the  sea  is 
smooth.  G*?t  you  in,  therefore,  and  let 
me  hear  no  more  of  your  prattle,  for  you 
are  a  pestilent  fellow,  and  I  would  to 
Heaven  I  had  never  seen  vou." 

**  How !  young  man,"  cried  I,  much 
alarmed.  *'  Would  you  commit  me  with 
this  woman  to  the  peril  of  the  deep  ?  " 

*'  Even  so,"  said  he,  "  in  the  sure  and 
certain  hoi)e  that  you  may  be  drowned." 

"  Then  the  Lord  send  fire  from  heaven 
to  punish  you,"  cried  L 

I  spoke  the  words,  but  they  were  the 
last  I  ever  said  to  Sir  John  Humphrey.  I 
can  remember,  I  think,  that  the  girl  tried 
to  stay  with  him,  sobbing  in  a  most  pitiful 
way,  and  that  I  was  enabled  to  deal  some 
blows  to  those  who  sought  to  lay  hands 
upon  me ;  but  these  were  ineffectual  to 
restrain  the  men  from  their  purpose,  and 
when  no  more  than  a  minute  had  passed 
both  Bettv  and  1  were  afloat  in  the  boat 
and  the  sides  of  the  schooner  seemed  to 
rise  infinitely  high  above  us.  After  that, 
all  the  youth  came  to  the  taffrail  to  shout 
after  us  ;  but  we  were  soon  carried  by  the 
current  out  of  hearing,  and  thus  were  set 
in  that  sore  peril  which  is  the  sharpest 
memory  of  my  life.  I,  indeed,  commended 
my  soul  to  its  Maker ;  but  the  girl  lay  in 
an  extremity  of  fear  at  my  feet,  and  would, 
I  thought,  have  died  as  she  lay. 

The  wind  had  now  somewhat  increased, 
so    that    our    poor    barque    rose    upon 


the  billows  and  dipped  into  the  hollows 
with  a  rocking  motion  that  speedily 
brought  to  me  the  trouble  of  vertigo. 
From  the  tops  of  the  waves  I  could 
see  the  fields  of  France  and  the  sparkle 
of  the  waters  ;  but  when  the  boat 
seemed  to  sink  beneath  us  there  was 
nothing  but  walls  of  green  around  and  the 
blue  sky  of  heaven  above.  At  the  same 
time  the  spray  came  into  our  ship 
abundantly,  and  I  was  speedily  wet  to  the 
skin,  for  I  had  covered  the  girl  with  my 
cloak,  and  suflfered  much  from  the  cold  ; 
while  I  thought  sure  that  every  minute 
must  be  my  last.  Then  I  fell  to  praying 
aloud,  and  after  that  to  giving  what  conso- 
lation 1  could  to  the  weaker  creature  who 
had  brought  this  misfortune  upon  us. 

"  Betty,"  said  I,  "  cease  your  weeping 
and  speak  to  me.  Do  you  know  that  we 
are  going  to  die  't " 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Inglis,"  said  she,  "  I  am  only 
twenty  years  old,  and  so  wicked  !  " 

"  You  are  very  wicked,,"  answered  I, 
"  but  may  yet  find  salvation.  Can  you 
row,  Betty  }  " 

"  I  'vc  pulled  a  sweep  sometimes  with 
brother  William,"  said  she,  "  but  my 
hands  are  that  cold  now,  I  could  never 
hold  one." 

"  Give  me  your  hands,  child,  that  I  may 
rub  them,"  said  I,  "for  unless  we  row  we 
shall  surely  be  drowned." 

I  rubbed  her  hands  at  that,  and  she 
being  exceeding  cold,  I  drew  her  near  to 
me,  both  of  us  sitting  under  the  one  cloak, 
at  which  we  had  much  consolation. 

"  Do  you  forgive  me,  Mr.  Inglis,  Sir  }  " 
she  asked  me  when  we  had  drifted  yet 
a  while. 

"  Indeed  I  do,  Bettv,"  said  I,  "  from  my 
heart." 

"If  only  I  could  think  that  my  father 
would ! " 

"You  had  the  best  of  fathers,  and  a 
comfortable  home,"  said  I,  remembering 
that  Matthew  was  a  man  of  substance  ;  "  it 
was  a  sin  to  leave  it  for  such  a  one  as  yon 
good-for-nothing." 

"  But  I  am  punished,  Sir,  and  now  I  am 
going  to  die." 

"  As  the  Lord  wills,  Betty,"  said  I, 
"  but  let  us  not  despair ;  when  you  are 
warmed  a  little  you  shall  tr}'  to  row." 

"And  you  will  speak  for  me  at  home. 
Sir  ?  " 

"  That  may  even  be,  Betty." 

"  You  do  not  think  unkindly  of  me,  Mr. 
Inglis  ?  " 

"  I  think  most  kindly,  Betty.' 

Somehow  at  this,  I  felt  that  my  cheeks 
were  heated,  and  I  drew  away  from  her,  so 
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that  vc  sat  with  a  space  between  us,  and 
dill  not  Rpeak.  The  boat  was  noiv  drifting 
speedily,  with  little  water  coming  upon  us, 
and  the  sun  was  warming.    There  was  a 


"  And  you  would  be  glad  if  you  were 
not  married  to  him  ?  " 

"  I  would  be  truly  thankful,"  said  she, 
with  a  little  shiver  of  the  cold. 


AM.  THE   VrHTH   CAME  TO  THK 

briKhlncss  in  the  girl's  eyes,  which  was  not 
of  ffar. 

"Hetty,"  said  I  presently,  "do  you 
love  Sir  John  Humphrey  now  ?" 

"  Oh,  indeed  no.  Sir ! "  cried  she 
bravely. 


■■  I  will  M-rile  to  my  kinsman  if  ever 
Providence  carries  us  to  the  land  again, 
and  see  if  this  were  a  marriage  or  no,"  said 
I  deeming  it  prudent  to  take  her  under  the 
ciijak  again,  .\fter  whieh  we  did  not 
speak    fur   a   long  while,    but    I    felt    her 
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hands  wanned  anew.  She  was  the  next 
who  spoke. 

"  If  I  come  home  again,"  she  said, 
looking  up  to  mc  with  tears  glistening 
through  her  eyelids,  "they  will  wed  me 
with  Tom  Kemble,  the  apothecary's  son ; 
who  took  up  with  the  rrevcntative  men 
la.st  year." 

"They  shall  do  nothing  of  the  sort," 
said  I  in  anger.  "  What  ?  wed  with  a  lout 
like  that !  Shame  on  them  for  the 
thought  I  Vou  have  no  pledge  with  him  .'  " 

"I  would  sooner  die,"   s<iid  she ;  "but 

"Dr)-your  tears,  Betty,"  said  1,  "and 
speak  the  truth." 

"  1  'II  try  to,  Sir,"  said  she. 

"There  is  one  who  cares,  Betty," 
said  1. 


"  Indeed  no.  Sir  !  "  cried  she. 

"Nay,"   said  I,    "he   is  sitting  beside 


We  had  now  drifted  into  the  loom  of 
the  land.  The  stones  of  the  shingle  were 
plain  to  our  view,  and  a  little  white  church 
set  upon  a  hill.  There  was  also  a  fisher- 
man's boat  coming  in  towards  the  shore, 
as  if  to  overtake  us 


The  good  Parson's  naralive  ends  thus, 
I  can  only  add  this  to  it,  that  in  the  vestry 
of  the  Church  of  St.  Bartholomew  is  a 
certificate  of  his  marriage  on  Christmas 
Day  in  the  yi-ar  i8ij  to  Betty -Matthew, 
of  the  neighb'ourini;  parish  of  S't.  I'eler's. 


HOW     THE     OTHER      HALF     LIVES. 

THE  JOCKEY. 
By    WILFRED    WEMLEY. 


HE  was  rather  a  tall  youth,  but  there 
was  precious  little  flesh  upon  his 
bones  when  he  came  into  the  drying-room 
of  the  Turkish  bath ;  and  his  talk  was 
flavoured  with  those  niceties  of  expression 
which  hedge  about  the  horse.  I  had  not 
exchanged  ten  words  with  him  before  I 
knew  that  he  was  a  jockey,  and  that  his 
home  was  upon  his  native  heath,  New- 
market to  wit.  Indeed,  my  knowledge 
of  the  place,  and  the  fact  that  I  had  once 
killed  a  horse  when  driving  to  the  race- 
course from  the  University  town,  bred  a 
great  confidence  in  him  ;  and  he  began 
to  speak  of  his  own  afliairs. 

"  Ah,"  said  he,  **  Cambridge  isn't  what 
it  was,  is  it  ?  Too  many  old  women  in 
the  shop  now,  to  my  way  of  thinking.  Do 
you  know  the  little  Turkish  bath  there  ? 
Many's  the  time  I  Ve  walked  over  to  that 
bath,  years  back,  when  sweating  had  to  be 
done.  You  see  my  natural  weight  is  just 
on  ten  stun,  and  when  you  Ve  got  to  ride 
under  eight,  you  want  to  get  it  off"  quick." 

It  was  not  a  nice  way  of  putting  things, 

*and  I  thought  that  he  might  have  used  the 

word  "  perspire  " ;  but  he  interested  me, 

and  I  went  on  to  ask  him  some  questions. 

"Is  it  a  pleasant  business,  that  of 
riding  ?  "  said  I. 

"Well,"  replied  he,  as  he  lighted 
a  very  big  cigar  and  called  for  wine, 
"it's  pleasant  and  it  isn't  pleasant. 
Plenty  of  com  and  plenty  of  bran-niash, 
so  to  speak ;  but  hard  work  at  all  times, 
and  more  than  hard  when  you've  got  to 
get  the  flesh  off.  From  March  until 
November  I  hardly  know  what  it  is  to  eat 
a  decent  meal.  For  breakfast  a  bit  of 
bread  and  butter  and  a  cup  of  tea;  a 
mouthful  of  fish  and  a  snatch  at  the 
pudding  for  dinner ;  tea  ditto  to  break- 
fast ;  and  supper — don't  you  wish  you  may 
get  it !  This  is  a  slack  time,  as  you  know — 
that 's  why  I  'm  here  in  London  drinking 
port.  I  reckon  to  put  on  thirty  pounds 
between  November  and  Easter;  and  it's 
got  to  come  off  again  in  a  week  when 
busmess  begins." 

No.  141.    June  iSg^. 


"  Well,"  said  I,  "  there  isn't  the  wasting 
there  was  among  jockeys,  is  there  ?  " 

**  Not  the  wasting  that  men  like  Daly 
did — certainly  not.  You  see,  there's  no 
stable  worth  calling  such  that  hasn't  ten  or 
twelve  boys  who  can  ride  all  the  weights 
down  to  the  feather  of  the  handicaps. 
Men  like  me  they  keep  for  the  eight  stun 
and  over  mounts.  I  turn  the  scale  pretty 
near  at  ten  stun  now,  but  I  shall  have 
twenty  pounds  off"  before  the  bell  rings  at 
Lincoln,  and  more  after.  Not  that  there 's 
anything  wonderful  in  throwing  twenty 
pounds.  Daly  himself  was  not  far  short 
of  eleven  stun  the  winter  before  he  rode 
Hermit  at  a  weight  of  eight  stun  ten." 

"  How  do  you  get  the  weight  down  ?  "  I 
inquired. 

"Many  ways,''  said  he;  "according  to 
taste.  They  say  of  John  ArnuU  that  when 
he  wanted  to  ride  six  pounds  under  his 
usual  in  the  Prince  of  Wales's  Stakes  he 
had  no  more  food  than  eight  apples  for 
eight  days.  Never  touched  a  bite  of  any- 
thing else  the  whole  week  before  the  race. 
There 's  others,  again,  that  walk  with  five 
sweaters  on  ;  and,  when  they  've  done  dye 
miles,  they  roast  themselves  over  a  big 
fire.  That 's  poor  business.  I  prefer 
thick  wool  and  a  horse.  You  can  get  it  off 
galloping  quick  enough  if  there 's  not  over 
much  to  come  ;  and  a  bath  like  this  winds 
the  job  up  properly  for  you.  It 's  a  dreadful 
life,  though,  while  you  're  at  it." 

"But  well  paid?"  said  I. 

"  Oh,  well  paid  enough,"  said  he,  with 
something  of  a  sneer.  "  A  fourth-rate 
jockey  can  make  a  thousand  a  year,  which 
is  more  than  a  fourth-rate  sawbones  or  a 
fourth-rate  parson  can  make.  The  nonsense 
of  it  is  that  the  public  fancies  every  stable- 
boy  drawing  a  few  bob  a  week  is  a  jockey, 
and  he  ain't.  Mister,  not  by  a  long  way. 
Why,  look  at  it — there 's  hundreds  of  boys 
on  Newmarket  Heath,  hundreds — but  the 
jockeys  you  may  count  on  your  hand.  Any 
youngster  who  can  sit  on  a  mule  may  get 
some  sort  of  a  job  in  a  stable,  yet  not  one 
in  a  hundred  will  ever  ride  a  great  race." 
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"  Then  how  does  a  jockey  come  to  be  a 
jockey?"  I  inquired.  "Is  it  luck, or  push, 
or  influence,  or  what?" 

"  Urackct  them  all  together — and  that's 
your  answer.  Take  my  own  case.  I  signed 
articles  down  in  Yorkshire,  anil  served  my 
time  with  one  of  ihe  smartest  men  that 
ever  judged  a  horse.  When  my  inilentures 
were  out,  they  put  me  on  to  ride  trials  at 
two  K"'n'"as  apiece  ;  and  one  dav  I  caught 
the  eye  of  John  Porter,  and  he  faudfd  nic. 
and  gave  me  a  chancr.  From  that  i  gnt 
other  mounts,  and  then  shifted  lo  Ni-n- 
market  to  ride  for  the  last  Lord  Faimuuth. 
There  was  never  a  heller  sportsman  lived, 
and  I  've  seen  many  of  them." 

"Yours  is  a  typical  case.  1  suppose  r  " 

"  Kxactly.   W'u  all  bej;in 
by  being   kids   about  the 
stable.    'After  that, 
apprenticed    to 
trainer,  and  we  d( 


"  Depends  what  you  call  'much  money.' 
He  may  pick  up  a  '  monkey  '_  a  year  fast 

enough  :  and  that 's  bread  and  cheese  to  a 
boy  of  two -anil -twenty — or  ought  to  be. 
Uy  and  bv,  if  he  has  any  luck,  his  mounts 
will  multiply,  and  then  he  will  make  a 
thousand  per  annum  while  he  is  still  almost 
a  nipper." 
"  liow  are  jockeys  paid,"  I  aske<i  next. 
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groom's  work,  exercise, 
gallops,  canters.  We 
learn  to  ride,  if  ever 
wc  're  going  to  learn  ; 
and  when  our  years  are 
up,  it  is  luck  or  horse- 
manship, or  both,  liiat 
brings  us  to  the  front. 
And,  you  must  remember, 
every  master  is  on  the 
look-out  for  clever  hands. 
When  'Borderer'  had 
horses  down  at  Kpsnm, 
he  saw  one  d.iy  a  brigJit 
lad  who  didn't  scale  more 
than  four  stun  seven.  lie 
took  a  fancy  to  him,  and 
told  his  trainer  lo  let  tlie 
kid  ride  the  trial  next  dav. 
The  trainer  sai.i  ihe  b.W 
wasn't  heavy  enough,  (bat 
he  was  new  to  tb'e  work, 
got  kicked  oir  twice  a 
week,  and  that  sort  of 
thing;  but  '  ISorderer" 
stuck  to  his  gun.s,  and 
the  lad  rode  for  him. 
Who  do  you  think  lie 
was  ?  Why,  Constable,  one  of 
that  ever  jiut  on  silk.  It's  tli 
in  other  stables  too.  One  lad  in  lifty 
shows  hands  a.s  gentle  as  a  woman' .s,  and 
plenty  of  devil  in  his  gallop.s.  He  begins 
to  be  watched ;  they  give  him  charge  of 
the  nasty  colts;  he  is  chosen  for  trials, 
and  when  he  is  out  of  his  lime,  he  is  on  the 
road  to  Iw  a  jockey." 

"  He  doesn't  make  very  much  money  at 
Siat,  of  course  ?  " 


^   be^t 


'■  Five  guineas  a  winner,  three  guineas  a 
lo.-ier,  and,  in  the  ordinary  cour.so,  two 
guineas  for  riding  a  trial.  Work  out  how 
much  the  winning  jockey  on  the  flat  made 
in  fees  alone  last  year,  and  you  won't  find 
it  far  short  of  three  thousand  guineas. 
This  is  just  about  half  of  what  his  takings 
are.  Then  you  must  know  there  are  the 
presents.  Two  years  ago,  after  one  of  the  big 
autumn  handicaps  at  Newmarket,  the  lad 
who  rode  the  winner  received  five  hundred 
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pounds  anonymously.  I  've  known  the  late 
Fred  Archer  get  as  many  as  three  diamond 
pins  a  week'  while  I  myself  had  two  gold 
watches  given  me  last  year.  It's  really 
funny  to  see  the  way  the  public  gives  you 
money  if  you  score  a  big  win.  Before  I 
left  the  course  on  the  second  day  of  the 
October  meeting,  two  years  ago,  I  *d  had 
ten  pounds  in  single  sovereigns  put  into 
my  hand,  and  next  morning  I  got  a 
diamond  ring  worth  fifty,  and  a  bank  note 
for  a  hundred.  That  *s  all  right  so  far  as 
it  goes,  but  it  *s  mild  to  some  of  the  things 
I  know.  Hermit's  Derby  brought  Daly 
four  thousand  in  hard  cash,  as  well  as 
sufficient  jewellery — principally  from  the 
women — to  stock  a  shop.  It's  rare  'hat 
the  winner  of  the  Derby  receives  less  than 
a  thousand  from  his  owner,  and  that 
sum  has  been  paid  to  the  jockey  of  the 
Cesarewitch  three  times  in  the  last  five 
years." 

"Then,"  said  I,  with  some  humility, 
"it  is  better  to  be  a  jockey  than  a  Cabinet 
Minister." 

"  You  can't  compare  them,"  said  he. 
"  And  look  at  the  life  !  Fair  and  square, 
I  *ve  known  at  least  six  horsemen  who  've 
made  ten  thousand  a  year.  When  you  get 
down  to  roguer)%  you  may  find  some  of 
them  who  made  thirty  thousand  ;  but,  in 
the  main,  the  Turf  is  clean  to-day,  as  any 
man  who  lives  on  it  will  tell  you." 

"  It  must  be  difiicult  to  pull  a  horse," 
said  I,  feeling  my  way  gently  to  dangerous 
ground. 

"  It 's  difficult  for  the  mug,  no  doubt," 
said  he,  **  but  any  old  horseman  will  fake 
it  so  that  you  'd  btt  your  life  he  was  riding 
all  out  when  in  reality  he  's  sawing  the 
horse's  jaw  off.  Whip  your  boot  hard  and 
let  your  elbows  go,  and,  glasses  or  no 
glasses,  they  can't  spot  you  in  the  stand. 
I  *ve  seen  many  a  race  lost  that  could  have 
been  won,  and  there  *s  nothing  easier  in 
creation.  But  you  must  wear  your  nag  out 
before  the  distance-bell  or  you'll  be  marked 
in  the  rings.  Ride  all  you  know  in  the  last 
hundred  yards  and  you  may  play  the  rogue 
for  years  with  no  man  to  find  a  word  against 
you." 

"  Then  how  were  the  rogues  of  ten  years 
ago  discovered  }  " 

"Like  most  rogues  are  discovered. 
There  were  too  many  of  them.  They 
made  a  round  table  of  it,  and  one  day 
there  was  a  man  underneath  to  listen. 
You  understand — the  ring  did  them.  If 
they  'd  have  'worked  single,  they  might  be 
working  now." 

He  was  rather  irascible  on  this  subject, 
so  I  turned  it  deftly. 


"  I  am  curious  to  know,"  said  I,  "  what 
it  feels  like  to  ride  a  horse  galloping  forty 
miles  an  hour.  Is  it  a  pleasant  sensa- 
tion ?  " 

"When  you 're  used  to  it,  it's  better 
than  champagne.  What  you  've  got  to  do 
is  to  keep  your  mouth  shut  and  your  head 
low.  Otherwise  you'd  be  winded  in  a 
couple  of  furlongs.  I  can't  describe  the 
feeling  better  than  by  telling  you  to  put 
your  head  out  of  a  railway  carriage  window 
next  time  you're  in  an  express,  and  just 
take  a  mouthful  of  air  then.  That  will 
give  you  a  good  idea  of  riding  a  race- 
horse. And  don't  forget  that  you  've  need 
of  hands  gentle  as  silk  threads,  and  of  all 
the  judgment  and  nerve  in  your  body.  A 
good  jockey  can  tell  by  the  touch  of  his 
nag's  mouth  exactly  how  the  race  stands. 
He  knows  when  his  mount  is  tiring  long 
before  his  mount  shows  it.  And  some- 
times he  will  kid  the  youngsters  by  riding 
just  as  if  there  wasn't  another  ounce  in  his 
horse,  when  really  he  is  winning  hands 
down.  It 's  part  of  the  art  never  to  show 
your  game,  while,  if  possible,  you  learn  all 
about  the  game  of  the  other  man.  And 
what  with  watching  the  others  and  getting 
an  opening  for  yourself  and  using  your 
judgment  about  the  nag,  racing  wants  a 
head  and  a  nene,  I  can  tell  you." 

"  1  suppose  that  a  first-rate  jockey  could 
give  one  some  magnificent  *  tips '  if  he 
chose." 

"  He  could  tell  you  what  the  horses  in 
his  stable  were  wort*h  ;  and  when  all  the 
nags  have  been  out  before,  he  might  be 
relied  on  to  name  the  winner.  What  beats 
him  are  the  unknown  horses— those  kept 
dark  as  two-year-olds,  and  sprung  on  him 
for  the  classics.  I  've  been  upset  by  a 
dark  one  many  a  time,  a  nag  I  wouldn't 
have  put  twopence  on,  ^nd  so  have  all  of 
us.  With  all  that,  a  jockey  who  chooses 
to  bet  may  win  pots,  and  often  does." 

"  In  addition  to  which  he  is  made  the 
centre  of  some  substantial  hero-worship," 
I  suggested. 

"A  pretty  sight  too  substantial  some- 
times," he  remarked  :  "  what  with  the  touts 
who  try  to  comer  you,  and  the  kids  who 
come  round  for  tips,  and  the  women  and 
other  fools,  it 's  awful  to  a  man  with 
feelings." 

"  Do  the  touts  ever  try  to  get  at  you — 
drug  you,  in  the  way  popular  novelists 
describe  jockeys  being  drugged  }  " 

When  I  put  this  question  he  had  one 
arm  in  a  garment  of  wool  and  one  out,  but 
his  gesture  was  superb,  and  his  "  Faugh  I  " 
most  decisive.  "  I  'd  like  to  see  the  man 
that  would  drug  me  or  any  old  hand,"  he 
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cried  ;  "  1  guess  I  'd  flatten  him  out  like  a 
carpet !  I  don't  say  such  things  have  not 
been  done;  but  it's  a  game  to  play  with 
kids  and  not  with  men.  Do  you  think  I  'd 
drink  with  a  stranger  during  the  week 
before  I  rode  a  big  race  ?  Not  me — 
not  if  he  was  an  archbishop.  And  if 
I  went  under  there 'd  be  twenty  more  to 


take  my  place,  so  where  does  the  drug 
come  in  ? " 

I  admitted  that  it  was  difficult  to  say, 
and  not  being  an  archbishop,  or  even  an 
archdeacon,  1  feared  to  ask  him  more, 
and  left  him  to  his  meditations — and  to 
the  brougham  which  was  waiting  for  him 
at  the  door  of  the  Turkish  bath. 


A     SUNDAY     AFTERNOON. 


By  J.   HENRY  SHORTHOUSE. 


IT  was  the  smoke-room  of  a  Welsh 
castle,  after  lunch  on  Sunday.  Three 
of  the  numerous  easy-chairs  were  drawn 
round  the  small  fire.  It  was  a  fine  day 
towards  the  end  of  a  fine  September,  but 
there  is,  especially  when  one  has  attained 
to  a  certain  period  of  life,  something  in 
an  easy-chair  more  in  accordance  with 
the  after-lunch  tobacco  than  there  is  in 
lounging  about  on  terraces  and  garden- 
seats,  and  two  of  the  occupants  of  the 
easy-chairs  had  more  than  attained  to  this 
period  of  life.  The  man  who  sat  to  the 
left,  facing  the  fireplace,  and  who  was 
evidently  the  master  of  the  house,  was 
a  tall,  fine  -  looking  man,  Sir  Frederick 
Chevenix  Pole,  perfectly  English  in  type, 
fair  -  haired  and  fresh  -  coloured,  with 
strongly  cut  features,  indicative  of  a  firm 
purpose  and  will.  Next  to  him,  between 
his  two  companions,  sat  a  man  of  about 
seventy  years  of  age,  of  a  striking  and, 
one  might  almost  say,  fascinating  appear- 
ance. His  short  white  hair  and  grey 
moustache,  according  with  his  perfectly 
cut  features,  might  have  accounted  for 
this  attraction,  but  there  was  more  than 
this.  There  was  a  distinction  in  his  cold 
grey  eyes,  bom  of  the  habit  of  command 
and  of  the  conscious  possession  of  power, 
physical,  mental,  and  conferred ;  a  con- 
sciousness that  gave  an  expression  of 
beneficence  and  courtesy  because  sup- 
ported by  the  sense  of  authority  which 
made  the  one  possible  of  instant  fulfil- 
ment and  the  other  assured  and  safe. 
He  was,  there  could  be  no  doubt,  a 
general  officer  in  high  command.  The 
third  chair  was  pushed  back  somewhat 
further  from  the  fire,  as  though  the  occu- 
pant did  not  need  its  warmth.  He  was 
scarcely  more  than  a  boy — a  young  man 
of  barely  three-and-twenty — Sir  PVederick's 
only  child,  married  within  three  months. 
He  was  as  tall  as  his  father,  but  much 
handsomer,  giving  promise,  indeed,  of 
becoming  in  a  few  years  what  used  to  be 
called  **a  beauty  man."  He  had  dark 
hair  and  unusually  clear  and  piercing  eyes, 
and,  what  he  doubtless  inherited  from  his 
dead  mother,  strikingly  delicately  cut  nose 
and  mouth. 


Sir  Frederick  was  evidently  in  a  very  bad 
humour.  He  lay  back  in  his  chair,  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  fire,  taking  no  pleasure 
from  the  cigar  which,  from  the  mere 
necessity  of  keeping  it  alight,  he  from 
time  to  time  put  to  his  lips. 

**  It  is  all  very  well,"  he  was  saying, 
**  for  Plynlimmon  and  Cader  and  such 
great  men  to  say  that  it  does  not  matter, 
and  that  nothing  has  happened.  1  say 
that  everything  has  happened,  and  that  it 
matters  very  much.  1  say  that  it  is  revolu- 
tion ! " 

The  other  men  continued  to  smoke 
calmly,  looking  into  the  fire.  It  seemed 
better  to  let  Sir  Frederick  relieve  his 
mind  without  interposing  irritating 
remarks. 

" To  me,"  he  went  on,  "to  me,  who 
care  for  every  blade  of  grass  upon  the 
land,  who,  and  my  fathers  before  me, 
have  done  for  these  people  infinitely  better 
than  thcv  would  have  done  for  themselves, 
I  say  that  it  matters  very  much,  and  that 
everything  has  happened  —  that  it  is 
simply  revolution.  Look  at  the  County 
Councils,  and  now  Parish  Councils  !  Am 
I  to  sneak  in  by  a  dozen  votes  or  so,  and 
be  insulted  and  out-voted  every  time  I 
propose  anything  the  like  of  which  my 
fathers  have  done  for  centuries  for  the 
people  and  for  the  land  ?  " 

It  was  quite  too  sore  a  subject  to  irritate 
further,  and  the  other  men  remained  dis- 
creetly silent. 

"  Look  at  Sir  Corwen,"  Sir  Frederick 
went  on,  talking  more  to  himself  than  to 
the  others,  "  I  don't  know  what  has  come 
over  Wales  during  the  last  ten  or  fifteen 
years.  Only  a  few  years  ago  they  used  to 
talk,  all  over  Wales,  of  *  God  and  Sir 
Corwen.'  Who  talks  of  that  now  ?  Who 
talks  of  God  at  all  ?  " 

Of  a  famil*-  resident  in  Wales  for 
centuries,  but  of  almost  pure  English 
descent  for  all  that  length  of  time,  and 
marrying  with  all  the  great  English 
families.  Sir  Frederick  was  of  Wales,  and 
yet  not  Welsh.  He  did  not  speak  Welsh 
himself.  It  was  not  the  fashion  to  do  so 
in  his  youth.  His  son  had  been  taught 
the  language,  and  spoke  it  sometimes  to 
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the  fanners  and  peasantry,  but  he  did  it 
with  constraint  and  apparent  condescen- 
Gion,  and  it  had  not  the  slightest  good 
effect,  but  rather  the  reverse. 

"  God   knows,"    Sir    Frederick   began 
again,    "  1    don't     uant    to    insult    these 


him  to  stand  for  the  county.  Plynlimmoti 
says  that  it  is  our  duly.  I  say,  no — I 
won't  have  htm  beaten  by  a  tallow- 
chandler." 

"  He  isn't  a  tallow-chandler.  Dad,"  said 
the    young   man    in    a    cheery,    pleasanl, 


people.  I  never  have  insulted  tlum. 
I  have  done  them  all  the  good  I  could ; 
but  you  know  what  1  mean." 

"  It  is  just  the  same  in  India,"  said 
the  General,  in  his  courteous  suave  way. 
"  We  never  know  but  that  any  post  may 
bring  us  some  insane  orders  from  the 
British  Parliament." 

"  Here  is  Fehx  there,"  continued  Sir 
Frederick,  thus  encouraged,  "  they   want 


ringing  voice  from  his  remote  chair. 
"  Hi;  is  a  great  stjap-nmnulacturer,  who 
employs  tens  of  thousaiuls  of  workmen, 
and  has  built  a  town  for  them  on  the 
most  approved  sv.stem.  He  will  be  made  a 
baronet  if  the  Gladstonians  slick  in." 

"  Ho  is  an  insolent  cad."  rephed  his 
father  with  gnat  asperity.  "  lo  set  himself 
against  the  Plynlimmon  and  the  Chevenix 
Pole  influence.     Look  at  Sir  Conven,  who 
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spends  half  of  his  income  for  the  good  of 
his  people,  and  they  all  vote  against  him  I 
Look  at  Cader,  who  gives  all  his  labourers 
fancy  cottages  at  a  pound  a  year,  and 
keeps  the  hedges  and  the  gardens  in  order 
as  well,  and  they  all  vote  against  him !  " 

There  was  a  long  pause  ;  iniquity  like 
this  did  not  admit  of  discussion. 

"And,  what  is  worse,"  Sir  Frederick 
said  at  last,  after  he  had  satisfied  himself 
that  his  cigar  was  alight,  "this  tallow- 
chandler  will  get  in  !  I  think  I  can  depend 
on  old  Thompson.  He  is  the  butler, 
General,  and  was  my  father's  man.  But 
I  '11  be  hanged  if  I  don't  believe  that  the 
London  footmen  would  vote  against  me  if 
they  got  the  chance !  The  effect  of  this 
demoralising  influence  upon  people  of 
very  good  disposition  is  amazing." 

There  was  another  slight  pause ;  then 
Sir  Frederick  began  again — 

**  I  tell  you,  Felix,  you  shall  not  stand  ! 
I  won't  have  Felix  Chevenix  Pole  beaten 
by  a  little  red-haired  Welshman." 

**  He  isn't  little,  Dad,"  replied  the  boy, 
"  and  he  isn't  red-haired.  He  is  not  far 
short  of  my  height,  and  he  has  black  hair. 
As  for  Welshman,  what  are  we  t " 

"  You  seem  to  know  a  great  deal  about 
him,"  said  his  father  shortly,  and  ignoring 
the  last  question.  **  Where  have  vou  seen 
him?" 

•*  I  have  seen  him  with  the  Flintshire 
Hunt.     He  rides  fairly  well  to  hounds." 

What  Sir  Frederick  might  have  answered 
to  this  will  never  be  known,  for  at  this 
moment  the  door  opened  and  another 
actor  appeared  upon  the  scene. 

"Felix,"  said  a  sweet  silvery  voice,  "I 
am  going  to  the  three  o'clock  children's 
service.     Will  you  come  with  me  ?  " 

"  Come  with  you  ! "  cried  the  young 
man,  springing  up.  "  Where  would  1  not 
come  with  you,  my  love  !  " 

The  other  men  had  risen  also. 

"  May  I  come  too  ?  "  said  the  General. 
"  I  should  like  to  hear  the  little  children 
sing." 

He  was  looking  from  one  to  the  other 
with  an  amused,  beneficent,  surprised 
delight,  and,  indeed,  at  the  latest  comer 
he  might  well  look,  a  tall,  fair,  grey-eyed 
English  girl,  with  a  perfect  comi)iexion 
and  clear-cut  profile  and  mouth,  "  A 
daughter  of  the  gods,  divinely  fair,"  from 
whose  girlish  form  the  honours  of  her 
recent  wifehood  had  as  yet  taken  no  single 
grace.  A  girl  with  whom,  one  would 
think,  a  man  would  go  anywhere — even  to 
church ! 

"  Oh,  the  children  don't  sing  much !  " 
she  said.     "They  are  too  little,  but  the 


choir-boys'  voices  are  very  sweet,  and  they 
sing  such  lovely  hymns." 

"  You  will  excuse  me,  my  dear,"  said 
Sir  Frederick,  as  he  kissed  his  new  daughter 
on  the  forehead,  "  I  have  been  to  church 
once  to-day,  and  I  am  not  fit  to  hear 
little  children  sing.  1  am  not  in  a 
Christian  frame  of  mind." 

They  went  out  into  the  great  hall.  As  he 
passed  Felix  took  his  father's  hand — 

"Don't  worry.  Dad,"  he  said;  "what 
does  it  matter  ?  There  is  a  bov  in  Terence 
who  calls  to  his  father  *  O  festivissime 
Pater.'  I  always  used  to  think  of  you 
when  I  blundered  over  that  at  Eton." 

The  great  hall  was  surrounded  by  high 
leaded  windows  and  dim  portraits.  There 
were  masses  of  harpalium,  single  dahlias, 
and  tritomas  in  china  and  delf  jars  ;  there 
was  also  a  faint  scent  of  mignonette. 

As  near  as  he  could  get  to  the  centre  of 
the  hall  stood  a  small  pug-dog,  apparently 
in  an  aggrieved  and  injured  frame  of  mind. 
He  was  evidently  of  a  most  distinguished 
breed,  with  a  skin  of  a  fine  golden  fawn 
colour,  and  brilliant  black  eves.  He 
regarded  his  mistress  with  a  look  of 
reproach. 

"  You  seem  to  have  made  vour  own 
arrangements,"  he  clearly  said.  "  Am  1 
to  come  or  not  ?  " 

"  Oh,  you  may  come,  Keo,"  said  his 
mistress.  "You  will  stay  in  the  porch, 
you  know,  during  the  service." 

The  (log  turned  his  back  and  walked 
towards  the  hall-door. 

"  I  su[>pose  1  know  how  to  behave," 
he  said  to  himself. 

Bco  was  an  aristocrat  to  the  backbone. 
He  was  fed  on  minced  chicken,  and  slept 
in  his  mistress's  room  on  a  down  pillow 
(his  mistress  said  she  slept  in  his  room) 
but  when  he  was  turned  out  of  the 
wagonette  he  would  run  for  miles  and  never 
ask  to  be  taken  in. 

They  followed  Beo  out  of  the  carved 
porch  and  down  the  carriage-drive,  deep 
cut  in  the  solid  rock,  with  banks  of 
hydrangea  on  either  side,  now  varied  with 
curious  pale  autumn  tints,  and  great  oaks 
and  ashes  upon  the  top,  and  on  the  rocky 
mounds  overhanging  the  drive  where  the 
walls  and  bastions  of  the  feudal  castle  had 
been. 

There  was  a  lofty  square-built  tower, 
covered  with  ivy,  where  the  jackdaws  and 
swallows  lived,  with  great  oaken  gates 
studded  with  iron  bands  and  nails,  through 
which  they  passed  by  a  small  wicket  and 
came  out  into  the  main  street  of  the 
village,  with  an  old  high-arched  bridge 
immediately  opposite  the  gate,  spanning  a 
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rushing  torrent  in  its. course  from  the  hills 
to  the  neighbouring  sea.  The  village 
street,  with  pretty  new-built  shops  stand- 
ing in  gardens,  passed  up  the  valley ;  but 
opposite  to  the  gateway  and  across  the 
narrow  bridge  was  another  street  of  much 
older  houses,  leading  up  to  the  old  Welsh 
church  on  the  top  of  the  hill. 

Beo,  evidently  knowing,  or  thinking  that 
he  knew — the  wisest  of  us  are  liable  to 
be  mistaken  sometimes — exactly  what  was 
going  to  happen,  walked  in  front  and 
crossed  the  bridge  with  the  intention  of 
proceeding  straight  up  to  the  church. 

The  first  thing  that  disconcerted  Beo  as 
they  came  out  from  under  the  dark  arch- 
way into  the  sunlight  was  a  tame  jackdaw, 
who,  descending  from  one  of  the  pillars  at 
the  bridge  wall,  came  running  towards 
him  with  much  chattering  and  flapping  of 
wings.  Beo  regarded  this  creature  with 
the  intensest  disgust.  His  sentiments 
were  precisely  those  of  Sir  Frederick 
Chevenix  Pole.  It  was  a  sign  of  the 
general  demoralisation  of  manners  that  a 
gentleman  could  not  walk  up  the  street  of 
his  own  village  without  being  subjected  to 
such  familiarities. 

On  the  bridge  were  several  young  men 
and  boys,  lounging  and  smoking  and  talk- 
ing. It  might  have  comforted  Sir  Frederick 
somewhat  to  have  seen  that  most  of  them 
touched  their  hats.  We  have  not  quite 
reached  the  lowest  depth  yet. 

The  party  from  the  Castle  crossed  the 
bridge  and  began  to  ascend  the  steep 
old  village  street  towards  the  parish 
church,  which  was  their  nearest  way  to 
the  English  church,  built  by  Sir  Frederick 
lower  down  the  hill-slope,  among  the 
villas  and  tennis  -  lawns  of  the  English 
residents,  on  the  verge  of  the  park  as  it 
approached  the  sea. 

They  had  not  gone  far  up  the  street 
when  their  steps  were  arrested  by  the 
sound  of  soft  music,  melancholy  and  still, 
and  yet  at  the  same  time  with  an  odd 
sense  of  a  lively  strain  underneath  the 
solemn  monotones  ;  a  distinct  and  diver- 
gent sound,  different  from  aught  that 
lay  around,  different  from  anything  to 
which  their  lives  had  hitherto  seemed  to 
lead ;  a  faint  slow  movement,  quaint  and 
almost  lively,  yet  touching  and  sad,  that 
seemed  to  communicate  itself  to  the  warm 
sunny  air,  and,  together  with  it,  to  act 
upon  the  sense  with  a  marvellously  attract- 
ive power.  They  turned  almost  instinct- 
ively and  stood  by  the  stone  walls  of  the 
garden  plots,  looking  down  upon  the 
street  and  upon  the  bridge. 

A  Sunday  rest  and  glamour  pervaded 


the  quiet  scene.  The  warm  afternoon  suti 
was  shining  over  the  late  roses  and  the 
fuchsias  and  white  anemones  in  the 
cottage  flower-beds,  and  on  the  rank  growth 
of  potatoes  and  cabbages  and  marrows 
in  the  gardens  interspersed  between  the 
straggling  houses.  In  the  background 
were  the  massy  woods  and  dark  foliage 
of  the  Castle  grounds,  with  the  great 
feudal  tower  covered  with  ivy,  all  in 
flower,  and  traced  here  and  there  with 
tendrils  of  Virginia  creeper  stretching 
up  through  the  dark  green  mass.  The 
tame  jackdaw  came  down  again  and  stood 
in  the  very  centre  of  the  village  street. 
He  flapped  his  wings  and  seemed  to  be 
discoursing  to  an  absent  congregation  ; 
being  dressed  in  black,  his  action  might 
seem  suggestive  to  the  unthinking  mind. 
At  the  cottage-windows  and  at  the  backs 
of  the  houses  girls  might  be  seen  pre- 
paring themselves  in  their  Sunday  finery 
for  the  afternoon  stroll,  while  their  fathers 
and  mothers,  too  busy  or  too  lazy  to 
change  their  clothes,  were  standing  in 
garden  and  doorway  in  their  everj'day 
working  dress.  Small  birds  darted  in  and 
out,  the  rooks  swept  across  the  sky.  The 
village  cats,  calmed  apparently  by  the  influ- 
ence of  the  day  and  of  the  hour,  sat  dreamily 
and  securely,  with  something  of  a  Sabbath 
serenity,  upon  wall  and  window-sill,  gazing 
with  unwonted  complacency  upon  the  dogs 
that  strolled  past  in  the  village  street. 
Through  all  this  still  life  the  mar\'ellously 
attractive  notes  penetrated  the  ear  with 
irresistible  force. 

The  loungers  on  the  bridge,  arrested 
apparently  by  these  sounds,  strolled  list- 
lessly up  the  street  and  stood  at  the 
entrance  of  a  narrow  passage  or  court  from 
which  the  sounds  seemed  to  come.  The 
court  was  surrounded  by  some  of  the  very 
oldest  houses  in  the  village.  It  was  very 
narrow  at  the  entrance,  but  opened  a  little 
afterwards  into  a  quiet  yard  surrounded  by 
stone  cottages.  The  strollers  from  the 
bridge  seemed  to  be  somewhat  sheepishly 
undecided,  attracted  apparently  by  the 
music,  ashamed  to  show  any  marked 
interest  in  what  was  going  on. 

They  were  also  exposed  to  a  counter- 
attraction. 

Some  of  the  village  girls,  who  had 
finished  their  toilette,  now  came  out  and 
joined  them.  One  maiden  went  so  far  as 
to  slap  her  friend  jovially  upon  the  back. 
The  men  did  not  seem  to  heed  ;  some- 
thing in  that  faint  yet  piercing  note  seemed 
to  draw  them  with  its  magic  influence,  as 
it  had  done  those  others,  of  so  different  a 
kind,  further  up  the  hill.     They  moved 


A  SUNDAY  AFTERNOON. 


t6i 


A  SUNDAY  AFTERNOON. 


off  slowly  one  by  one,  and  went  up  the 
narrow  court.  The  village  girls,  disgusted 
at  the  desertion  of  their  swains,  went  back 
into  their  gardens  to  bide  their  time. 

**  Let  us  go  down,*'  Claire  said.  **  It  is 
the  Salvation  singing,  I  think." 

They  moved  down  the  steep  street  and 
stood  at  the  entrance  of  the  court,  where 
the  others  had  stood  a  moment  before. 

Beo  strongly  objected  to  this  course. 
It  was  irregular,  and  to  his  well  regulated 
mind  it  did  not  seem  that  it  was  in  good 
form.  There  was  a  stone  step,  or  pave- 
ment, in  front  of  a  closed  shop  at  the 
corner  of  the  little  alley.  He  seated 
himself  upon  this,  with  his  back  to  the 
whole  affair,  and  his  gaze  steadfastly  fixed 
up  the  steep  street  towards  the  afternoon 
sky  above,  and  towards  the  outline  of  the 
village  church  upon  the  crest  of  the  hill. 

An  intense  stillness  pervaded  the  scene, 
scarcely  broken  by  the  strain  of  thin  wild 
music.  The  stone  houses,  worn  and 
weather-stained,  borrowed  of  the  warm 
sunshine  and  of  the  rich  autumn  afternoon, 
and  became  to  a  certain  extent  mellowed 
and  beautiful  ;  and  the  pale  delicate  sky 
accorded  in  its  faded  blue  with  the 
sombre  colours  of  the  houses  and  of  the 
autumn  gardens — with  the  quiet  yard  and 
with  the  mystic  song,  which  no  Eastern 
sunlight  or  fancy  could  have  warmed  into 
the  tints  and  melodies  of  fable  or  romance. 

As  the  Castle  party  stood  in  the  main 
street,  at  the  entrance  to  the  alley,  they 
could  see,  beyond  the  group  of  men 
who  were  standing  some  little  way  up  the 
narrow  entry,  the  small  court  of  houses, 
which  seemed  almost  uninhabited.  An 
old  woman  or  so  appeared  now  and  then 
at  the  upper  windows,  and  gazed  with 
apparent  indifference  upon  the  scene 
below.  An  indescribable  sense  of  peace 
and   myster\'  pervaded  this  quiet  yard. 

In  the  open  space  between  the  small 
houses  were  three  girls,  in  the  orthodox 
Salvation  dress,  and  two  men. 

The  girls  were  singing,  and  had  small 
tambourines  in  their  hands.  They  accom- 
panied their  singing  with  the  very  faintest 
beating  of  the  tambourines  in  time.  In 
addition  to  this  faint  beating  of  the  time, 
they  executed  at  the  interval  of  every  few 
seconds  the  very  slightest  rhythmical 
movement  of  their  position  and  pose — a 
movement  so  slight  as  to  be  scarcely  per- 
ceptible, yet  possessing  an  enthralling  and 
suggestive  effect;  for  this  faint,  graceful 
movement  gave  a  reality  and  a  touch  of 
human  feeling,  as  in  the  grandest  music 
there  are  chords  which  suggest  street  and 
vilia^  life,  and  in  dance  and  i>antomime 


airs  there  are  strains  and  adagios  which 
recall  the  great  music  of  the  Mass. 

What  these  girls  sang  none  of  the  Castle 
party  knew,  but  not  one  of  them  doubted 
for  a  moment  that  it  was  some  version  of 
that  strangely  persistent  story  born  among 
the  villages  of  Galilee  many  hundred  years 
ago. 

After  an  interval  of  two  or  three 
minutes  the  girls  ceased  singing,  con- 
cluding their  verses  with  a  dance  movement 
more  marked  than  usual,  and  one  of  the 
men  began  a  short  address.  He  was  a 
small,  red-haired  man,  of  an  insignificant 
and  common  appearance.  He  spoke 
apparently  to  no  one,  for  the  group  of  men 
in  the  entry  seemed  too  far  off  to  constitute 
an  audience,  but  he  spoke  with  profuse 
action  and  earnestness,  and  in  a  full  and 
rich  tone  of  voice. 

"  He  is  consigning  us  all  to  hell-fire," 
said  Felix,  who  was  supposed  to  know 
Welsh,  "  but  it  does  not  matter.  It  is  a 
melodious  language,  and  the  men's  voices 
arc  rich  and  sweet." 

When  the  elderly  man  had  completed 
his  sermon — and  he  spoke  for  a  \ery  short 
time — the  girls  sang  again,  and  when  they 
had  finished  a  young  man  stepped  forward 
and  delivered  an  address,  which  seemed 
to  be  only  a  repetition  of  the  elder 
speaker,  'rhen  the  girls  sang  again  with 
the  same  thin,  sweet,  searching  note,  with 
the  same  faint  boating  of  the  tambourines, 
with  the  same  S7'e//t'  movement  of  the 
limbs.     Then  they  stopped  altogether. 

"  Will  they  come  out  and  walk  the 
streets?"  said  Claire.  **  They  have  no 
audience  here." 

Felix  shook  his  head.  His  know- 
ledge of  Welsh  habits  was  small,  of 
Salvation  methods  smaller  still. 

But  when  the  girls  had  stopped  singing 
the  elder  of  the  men  took  one  of  the 
tambourines  from  their  hands  and 
advanced  towards  the  group  standing  in 
the  entry.  They  apparently  contributed 
something.  Then  he  came  a  little  farther, 
and  stood  for  a  second  or  two  undecided, 
looking  at  the  group  in  the  street. 
Felix,  to  encourage  him,  took  out  his 
purse.  Then  the  man  came  forward 
cheerfully,  with  his  head  on  one  side  and 
a  wheedling  smile  upon  his  face.  He  held 
out  the  tambourine  :  there  were  several 
coins  upon  it  —  halfpence  and  pence. 
Each  of  the  men  gave  him  half-a-crown. 

**  1  should  like  to  see  if  they  come  out," 
said  Claire  again ;  "let  us  wait  a  minute 
and  see." 

But  nothing  of  the  kind  happened. 
When  the  man  went  back,  the    service 
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Seemed  to  be  over.  He  stooped,  or 
almost  knelt,  before  the  others,  and,  pro- 
ducing the  coins,  arranged  them  in  order 
upon  the  ground,  so  that  all  might  see. 
Then  the  strange 
choir  broke  up, 
most  of  them  ap- 
parently 
■       ■  the 


The  September  light,  which  had  been 
somewhat  obscured  in  the  valley,  became 
brighter  as  they  reached  the  crest  of  the 
hill,  and   a   blaze   of  sunlight  and,  as  it 


ng 


around. 

But  one  girl  came 
down  the  court.  She 
passed    the    group 


of   I 


who   ' 


■cc^n- 


standin^ 
entry,  ajid  camu  out 
into  the  street.  She 
was  a  striking- look- 
ing girl,  in  sj)ite  of 
her  hideous  bonnet 
and  dress,  and  there 
was  something 
about  her  look  that 
seemed  strange  to 
the  surroundings 
among  which  she 
stood. 

Inspired,  as  it 
would  seem,  by  a 
sudden  instinct, 
Claire  moved  to- 
wards her. 

"  Your  singing  is 
veryswect,"shesaid, 
with  her  silvery 
distinct  utterance. 
"We  thank  you  very 
much,"  and  she  held 
out  her  hand. 

But  the  girl  drew 
herself  up.  She 
fixed  her  steady  eyes 
upon  the  striking 
group  before  her, 
and  there  was  some- 
thing in  the  glance 
of  the  dark  eyes 
suggestive  of  the 
fact  that  such  a 
group  —  not  this 
one,  but  one  not 
unlike  it — was  far 
from  being  an 
un&niiliar  sight. 

"  Thanks,  no," 
she  said  in  petfect  English,  and  with  a 
refined  accent  and  tone;  "thanks,  no, 
my  Lady ;  I  am  a  ruined  girl,"  and  she 
passed  on  down  the  village  street. 

There  did  not  seem  much  to  say  after 
this  u  the^  went  up  the  street  to  the  old 
Welah  pansh  church  upon  the  top  of  the  hilt. 


seemed,  an  unexpected  daj'  of  sjiacc  an<l 
sense  awaited  them  as  they  crossed  its 
ridge. 

And,  indeed,  it  could  hardly  seem  sur- 
prising that  Beo  had  steadfastly  sat  him- 
self upon  that  corner  flagstone  with  his 
eyes  fixed  upon  the  western  ^t-j  Mvi  ^^jwi. 
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the  low  suave  lines  of  the  Welsh  church 
upon  the  hilltop,  for  the  sight  of  man  (or 
dog)  has  seldom  seen  anything  more  perfect 
in  its  way. 

The  western  sun,  travelling  towards  its 
grave  in  the  sea,  had  passed  beyond  the 
church  towards  the  right,  and  left  behind 
it,  in  the  sky  which  it  had  traversed,  an 
intensely  clear  and  delicate  flush,  against 
which  the  low  roofs  of  the  church  stone- 
work, wrought  upon  and  tempered  by  the 
slowly  passing  centuries,  and  wreathed 
here  and  there  with  masses  of  creeping 
ivy,  stood  out  in  soft  and  yet  distinctly 
cut  outline  and  relief. 

The  churchyard  was  guarded  by  a  fence 
of  slate  piles,  fastened  together  by  iron 
bands ;  and  the  gate  was  a  great  slab- 
slate,  girded  with  iron.  Inside  the  church- 
yard the  tombs  were  mostly  of  slate,  with 
short  inscriptions,  one  might  almost  say, 
scratched  upon  them  ;  but  here  and  there 
a  great  stone  slab,  moss-grown  and  coloured 
with  age,  and  supported  by  small  carved 
pillars  of  stone,  marked  the  resting-place 
of  some  Welsh  gentleman  whom  the 
perplexities  of  this  life  ceased  to  trouble 
two  centuries  ago.  All  over  the  church- 
yard, in  among  these  pale  slates  and 
armorial  stones,  a  profuse  melk  of  Welsh 
flowers  flung  itself  in  masses  and  in  single 
lines  over  the  green  sward  and  around  the 
lettered  stones,  and  over  the  broad  tombs, 
which  seemed,  as  it  were,  some  strange 
reminiscence  of  the  discarded  altar  of  the 
past. 

As  they  trode,  with  hushed  senses,  these 
quiet  pathways  of  the  dead,  the  stillness, 
as  of  a  day  sacred  to  peace,  and  the  chime 
of  the  green  hues  of  earth  and  the  clear 
tints  of  Heaven,  and  tlie  hand  of  timu 
graciously  at  work  thrc^ugli  many  winters, 
and  through  long  summer  days,  softened  the 
rude  outlines  of  poverty  and  of  death,  and 
seemed  to  reduce  (or  is  it  elevate  '1)  all 
men,  from  the  castle  or  the  village,  by  the 
magic  of  a  common  clay,  to  one  fellowship 
and  kin. 

Great  trees,  ashes  and  oaks,  lined  the 
further  wall  of  the  churchyard,  and  another 
gate,  also  of  slate,  opened  the  way  to  a 
path  which  led  down  to  the  new  church  at 
the  bottom  of  the  hill. 

Underneath  the  spreading  branches  of 
the  trees,  as  they  stood  for  a  moment  by 
the  churchyard  gate,  great  swallows  swept 
past,  almost  touching  them  in  their  rapid 
flight ;  through  the  overarching  branches 
went  a  murmur  and  sound  as  of  some 
spirit-whisper  from  above. 

Beyond,  the  ground  fell  steeply  down  a 
sloping  field,  and  over  the  shimmer  of 


delicate  grass  and  the  pale  blue  tint  of 
small  thistle-flowers,  and  the  tall  white 
spire  of  the  English  church  and  the  woods, 
lay  a  waste  of  yellow  sand,  broken  with 
channels  and  rivers  of  blue  sea,  and  beyond 
this  more  blue  sea,  and  then,  faint  in  the 
misty  glamour  of  the  autumn  afternoon, 
the  distant  shores. 

To  the  left,  where  the  hills  sloped  down 
into  the  park  and  the  sea,  the  great  trees 
and  copses  cast  long  shadows  upon  the 
grass  in  the  quivering,  slumberous  air. 

The  General  stopped  for  a  moment,  as 
if  surprised. 

"The  sea  is  as  blue,"  he  said,  "and  the 
sand  as  yellow  as  at  Capri  itself." 

A  sense  of  consolation  and  of  peace 
came  over  Claire's  spirit,  jarred  and  repelled 
as  it  had  been. 

"  How  beautiful  it  all  is ! "  she  said. 
**  And  the  old  village  church,  with  its  soft 
outline  and  its  creepers  and  the  mossy 
graves  !  General  Lefevre,"  she  went  on 
with  a  sudden  impulse,  "  you  have  been 
everywhere,  and  know  everj^thing.  Tell  me, 
why  do  Dissenters  like  ever}1;hing  that  is 
ugly,  and  why  are  they  so  rude  }  " 

"  My  dear  !  "  said  the  General,  **  I  am 
sure  I  cannot  tell !  I  don't  know  anything. 
I  was  never  taught  anything  but  the  Latin 
grammar,  and  that  I  wouldn't  learn.  I  was 
sent  into  tlie  Army  because  I  was  the  fool 
of  the  family.  *  He  can  stop  a  bullet,'  my 
dear  father  used  to  sav,  *  if  he  can  do 
nothing  else.'  And  I  didn't  even  do  that," 
the  General  said  with  a  smile.  **  In  the 
hottest  fire  I  was  never  touched.  Thev 
said  I  bore  a  charmed  life.  I  am  sure  I 
cannot  tell  !  " 

By  tlie  time  that  they  reached  the  Eng- 
lish church,  by  the  pathway  over  the  field, 
they  had  loitered  so  long  that  the  service 
was  over,  and  the  children  were  singing 
the  final  hymn — 

We  are  but  little  children  weak, 

Nor  bom  to  any  high  estate. 
What  can  we  do  for  Jesus*  sake, 

Who  is  so  high  and  good  and  great  ? 

Oh,  day  by  day,  each  Christian  child 
Has  much  to  do — without,  within — 

A  death  to  die  for  Jesus'  sake — 
A  weary  war  to  wage  with  sin. 

When  deep  within  our  swelling  hearts 
The  thoughts  of  pride  and  passion  rise. 

When  bitter  words  are  on  our  tongues, 
And  tears  of  passion  in  our  eyes — 

Then  we  may  stay  the  angry  blow — 
Then  we  may  check  the  hasty  word — 

Grive  gentle  answer  back  to  all. 

And  fight  the  battle  of  the  Lord. 

The    shrill    treble    note,   with    a  child's 
uncertainty,  sang  this  lesson  of   human 
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life,  before  whose  stem  realities  it  has 
been  said  that  he  is  happy  who  is  like  a 
little  child.  The  tears  were  in  Ciaire's 
wonderful  grey  eyes. 

"  I  heard  that  sung,"  she  said,  "  in  one 
of  the  smartest  and  most  crowded  churches 
in  London.  I  never  heard  anything  so 
touching  in  my  life  !  " 

So,  there  being  nothing  else  to  do,  they 
went  home  by  another  way,  past  the 
gardens  of  the  English  residents  and  up 
me  village  street,  where  Beo  was  more 
comfortable  in  his  mind.  He  had  been  to 
church  as  a  gentleman  should,  and  most 
of  the  creatures  had  retired  to  sleep.  They 
went  in  through  the  great  portculHsed 
gateway,  past  the  banks  of  hydrangeas 
and  the  avenues  of  ashes  and  of  oak.  The 
massy  doors  stood  open,  under  the  porch 
with  its  carved  armorial  bearings,  to  the 
great  silent  hall,  and  Claire  went  in. 

"  What  did  you  think  of  that  girl  -■' " 


said  the  General,  as  the  two  men  stood  for 
a  moment  on  the  sunny  gravel  outside 
the  porch. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  know,"  said  the  boy,  with 
just  a  touch  of  assumption  of  supreme 
knowledge  of  the  world.  "  Been  in  Eng- 
lish service  I  should  say — lady's-maid, 
probably.  Some  fallen  girl  who  has  been 
reclaimed.  The  police  tell  us  that  these 
people  do  a  lot  of  good." 

"  She  reminded  me,"  said  the  General, 
very  slowly  —  and  it  struck  Felix,  with  a 
sudden  surprise,  that  his  face  was  ashy 
pale — "  She  reminded  me  of  a  girl  whom 
I  knew  many  a  long  year  ago.  Do  you 
think,  Felix,"  he  went  on,  and  there  was  a 
strange  humility  in  his  tone  in  speaking  to 
the  boy,  as  to  one  possibly  possessed  of 
information  later  than  his  own,  "  do  you 
think  that  there  is  anything  in  it  all  ?  Some 
of  us  will  need  God's  mercy,  one  day,  if 
there  be." 


\     srPliKSTinON    OF    THE    MONTH    OI-"    JUNE, 
On  Iht  m  of  lAt  Naiivify  «f  St.  Jskn  lit  BaMi'l,  a-r  >mH  aks, /ailing,  i 
ckurrli  foirli.  wilt  in  tAi  tfirih  a/  Mw»  A  **  in  l*t  }tar  tt  emu  kmKk  at  Ikl  door  ih  Iki 
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AN     UNCONDITIONAL    SURRENDER. 


By  DOROTHY   LEIGH  ION. 


Place  :  Paris.  Scene  :  Hotel  Drawing- 
room,  Table sireivniviih  papers.  Anti- 
chairs  on  either  side.  In  one  is  seated  a 
Lady  dressed  in  Black,  turning  over 
a  pictorial  paper  restlessly.  Enter  a 
Lady  in  White  {walking  dress  and 
hat).  Walks  up  to  the  mantelpiece ;  settles 
her  hat  in  front  of  mirror ;  looks  critic- 
ally at  herself ;  turns  round  and  stares 
at  Lady  in  Black.  Sits  dmvn  in 
easy-chair,  opposite,  and  pulls  a  paper 
from  the  table,  looks  at  it,  and  thnnvs  it 
hack  on  to  the  table. 


Lady  in  Black  {ivatcking  her  from  behind 
her  paper).  Did  you  want  this  paper  ? 
{Holds  it  towards  her,) 

Lady  in  White.  Oh !  thanks!  {Takes  it.) 

(L.  IN  B.  takes  up  another  paper,  reads 
something  which  evidently  amuses  her ; 
laughs  audibly,  L.  in  W.  looks  up 
inquiringly), 

L.  in  B.  How  absurd  it  is  to  read  the 
flattering  notices  of  this  dreadful  book, 
"  Mimi "  I 

L.  m  W.  {starts,)  ''  Mimi"  !  Oh,  you 
think  it 's  dreadful,  do  you  } 

L.  in  B.  Yes  —  why  —  don*t  you?  I 
thought  everybody  thought  it  atrociously 
bad  style,  and  dull  into  the  bargain. 

L.  IN  W.  It  has  been  universally  praised ! 

L.  IN  B.  But  what  does  that  amount  to  ? 
Simply  that  the  reviewers  are  log-rollers, 
who  perhaps  tiave  been  squared  by  Dudley 
Rowe  herself. 

L.  IN  W.  Dudley  Rowe  ? 

L.  IN  B.  Yes,  I  suppose  you  know  it  is 
a  woman's  pseudonym  ? 

L.  IN  W.  Oh,  yes  ;  I  know  her  a  little. 

L.  IN  B.  Ah !    Do  you  ? — I  don't. 

L.  IN  W.  Your  tone  implies  that  you 
don't  wish  to. 

L.  IN  B.  {laughing).  Does  it  ?  My  tone 
is  not  far  wrong  then.  I  have  no  ambition 
to  know  Mrs.  Dudley  Rowe,  or  Mrs. 
Jenkins,  as  she  really  is. 

L.  IN  W.  Ah,  her  real  name  is  known 
then  I  She  imagines  it  is  a  profound 
secret — known  only  to  her  publisher. 


L.  IN  B.  {scornful I x').  She  always  forgets 
her  husband.  He  hasn't  been  bound  over 
to  keep  the  secret. 

L.  IN  W.  Evidently  not ! 

L.  IN  B.  Oh,  but  he  is  a  great  friend  of 
mine. 

L. IN  W.  Indeed  ? 

L.  IN  B.  Yes  {sighs),  poor  man ! 

L.  IN  W.  {sharply).  Why  is  he  **  poor 
man  "  ? 

L.  IN  B.  With  such  a  wife,  I  mean. 

L.  IN  W.  Isn't  she  a  nice  woman,  then  ? 

L.  IN  B.  How  can  a  woman  be  nice  who 
writes  such  a  book  as  "  Mimi "  ! 

L.  IN  W.  I  don't  think  it  such  a  bad 
book,  and  as  I  happen  to  know  Dudley 
Rowe,  I  am,  perhaps,  prtg'udiced  in  her 
favour. 

L.  IN  B.  What  is  she  like  ? 

L.  IN  W.  {offhand).  Oh,  quite  ordinary 
to  look  at. 

L.  IN  B.  Tall  or  short,  dark  or  fair,  thin 
or  fat  ? 

L.  IN  W.  About  my  height ;  nondescript 
colouring ;  rather  slight.  She  rides 
splendidly. 

L.  IN  13.  Yes,  and  her  husband  has  to 
pay  for  her  horses. 

L.  IN  W.  The  husband  usually  does  pay 
for  the  wife's  extravagances,  doesn't  he  ? 

L.  IN  B.  Poor  man  !    Yes.  {Sighs  again.) 

L.  IN  W.  {laughing).  You  make  me  quite 
curious  about  this  couple.  You  say  you 
know  the  husband — what  is  he  like  ? 

L.  IN  B.  {sadly).  Oh,  a  wreck  now  of  his 
former  self.  He  used  to  be  so  good- 
looking  before  he  became  infatuated  with 
this  horrid  woman  !  So  jolly,  so  amusing  I 
Such  good  company,  and  with  such 
charming  ways  ! 

L.  IN  W.  {interestedly).  Channing  ways  ? 
What  sort  of  ways  ?  Dudley  Rowe  never 
talks  about  him.  Do  tell  me  more — it  is 
very  interesting. 

L.  IN  B.  Well,  but  you  are  a  friend  of 
hers.  I  oughtn't  to  talk  about  her  husband 
to  you. 

L.  IN  W.  Oh,  yes,  you  may.  I  am  a 
very  safe  person.  I  promise  you  whatever 
you  say  sha'n't  go  further  than  this  room. 
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L.  IN  B.  Well,  I  am  rather  eloquent  on 
the  subject  of  Dudley  Rowc's  husband, 
because,  you  see,  I  know  the  whole  story. 
I  know  that  she  poses  as  a  kind  of  martyr, 
wfth  a  neglectful  husband,  and 

L.  IN  W.  And  that  isn't  true  ?  Isn't  it 
true  that  he  left  her  for  a  year  when  they 
first  married,  when  she  had  to  take  to 
writing  ? 

L.  IN  B.  No,  it  is  not  true  ;  for  she  left 
him.  (L.  IN  W.  suppresses  an  exclamation. 
L.  IN  B.  goes  on.)  Yes,  she  left  him — **  for 
a  freak."  She  pretended  she  had  a  tem- 
perament like  Ibsen's  Nora,  and  must  go 
away  to  develop.     Such  nonsense  ! 

L.  IN  W.  I^ut  I  always  heard  that  he 
never  understood  her,  and  virtually  turned 
her  out  of  the  house  because  she  wanted 
to  study  art  and  things. 

L.  IN  B.  Oh,  that's  her  version!  She 
simply  couldn't  stand  being  thwarted,  so 
she  took  up  the  new  idea  of  wifely  inde- 
pendence, and  a  nice  life  she  must  have 
led  Harford  Jenkins. 

L.  IN  W.  Does  he  say  that  ? 

L.  IN  B.  No,  poor  infatuated  fool !  He 
is  actually  so  silly  as  to  worship  her  still, 
though  he  hates  her  book  antl  longs  to 
burn  it. 

L.  IN  W.  Does  he  !    {Muses  over  this.) 

L.  IN  B.  {J^ipping  the  paper  impatiently). 
Yes,  and  when  I  read  such  absurd  notices 
of  the  book  as  this,  I  wish  the  woman 
could  know  how  it  is  breaking  her  hus- 
band's heart.  Not  that  she'd  care!  So 
long  as  she  is  notorious,  and  has  other 
men  at  her  feet,  she  won't  care  for  anv- 
thing. 

L.  IN  W.  Other  men  ?  Does  slie  attrait 
men  then,  do  you  tliink  ? 

L.  IN  B.  Oh,  well,  you  know  her,  so 
you  can  tell  bust  !  But  I  've  always  im- 
agined her  to  be  a  man's  woman. 

L.  IN  \V.  When  a  woman  savs  that  it  is 
not  high  praise. 

L.  IN  B.  No  ;  men's  women  are  usually 
hated  by  women. 

L.  IN  W.  And  7'ice  versa  I 

L.  IN  B.  I  don't  know.  You  mean 
women's  women  are  disliked  by  men  ? 

L.  IN  W.  No.  I  meant  women's  men 
arc  disliked  by  men.  I  should  say  Harford 
Jenkins  was  a  woman's  man. 

L.  IN  B.  Why  } 

L.  IN  W.  Only  because  you  described 
him  as  having  charming  ways,  which 
generally  means  flirtations. 

L.  IN  B.  {^rather  embarrassed).  Not 
necessarily. 

L.  IN  W.  But  still  it  usually  does,  and  I 
expect  you  would  find  Dudley  Rowe  give 
that  as  a  reason  why  she  wrote  a  book  like 


**  Mimi."  Husbands  with  charming  ways 
are  seldom  charming  to  their  wives. 

L.  IN  B.  Harford  Jenkins  isn't  a  flirt. 

L.  IN  W.  {incredulously).  Really }  I 
happen  to  know  that  his  wife  considers 
he  is. 

L.  IN  ^.{contemptuously).  That's  because 
she  's  such  a  selfish  little  fool. 

L.  IN  W.  {ivarmly).  She  wasn't  jealous 
of  him  till 

L.  IN  B.  {quickly).  Till  when  ? 

L.  IN  W.  {cautiously).  Till  she  couldn't 
help  herself. 

L.  IN  B.  How  so  } 

L.  IN  W.  She  had  cause,  I  mean. 

L.  IN  B.  {sitting  fonvard  and  looking  i*en' 
interested).    Cause.''    I  know  she  never  had. 

L.  IN  W.  Not  when  he  went  to  Eg}'pt 
with  his  regiment  and  left  her  behind  If 

L.  IN  B.  She  wouldn't  go  with  him ! 

L.  IN  W.  She  wasn't  asked  ! 

I..  IN  B.  Wasn't  she  ?  He  entreated 
her  to  come 

L.  IN  W.  {exclaims)  Oh  ! 

L.  IN  B.  {vigorously).  And  she  wouldn't 
unless  he  made  some  ridiculous  promise 
about  a  certain  friend  of  his  who  happened 
to  be  at  Cairo. 

L.  IN  W.  Oh,  she  iras  at  Cairo  } 

L.  IN  B.  {confusedly).  Well,  no ;  not 
then.  Afterwards,  of  course,  when  his 
wife  wouldn't  accompany  him,  there  was 
no  reason  why  he  shouldn't  go  to  Cairo 
to  see  this  old  friend  on  her  wav  home 
from  India. 

[..  IN  \\\  [indifferently).  None  whatever  1 
{A  pause ;  then  more  vehemently.)  Only  his 
wife's  objection  to  the  old  friend  might 
count  for  something  with  some  husbands. 

L.  IX  B.  {v'(irmly).  A'^'Wr* husbands  I  Some 
ivi'i'es  are  so  absurd  ! 

L.  IN  \V.  Dudley  Rowe,  for  instance  } 

L.  IN  B.  Yes,  Dudley  Rowe.  She  is  an 
absurd,  impracticable,  silly  woman,  I  beg 
your  pardon  for  speaking  so  frankly  of  a 
friend  of  vours 

L.  IN  W.  {hastily).  Oh,  I  never  said  she 
was  a  friend.  I  merely  said  I  knew  her.  I 
am  very  glad  to  hear  your  opinion  of  her — 
since  you  know  her  *' poor'^  husband. 

L.  IN  B.  Well,  then,  you  might  tell  her 
that  you  've  met  someone  who  knows  her 
husband — that  she  is  throwing  away  her 
life,  and  his  too  ;  that  she  is  breaking  his 
heart  by  writing  such  books. 

L.  IN  W.  {sotto  voce).  She  has  only  written 
one ! 

L.  IN  B.  And  that,  if  onlv  she  would  be 
reasonable  and  sensible,  and  come  down 
off  her  ridiculous  pedestal 

L.  IN  W.  Where,  I  assure  you,  she  never 
placed  herself. 
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L.  IN  B.  Maybe ;  but  she  is  as  stuck-up         L.  in  B.  You  mean  ?- 


as- 


L.  IN  W.  Oh,  no !    Really,  I 


L.  IN  B.  She  must  be.  If  she  wasn't, 
she  would  not  treat  her  husband's  advances 
with  scorn. 

•    L.  IN  W.  With  scorn !   {Coughs.)     Has 
she  ? 

L.  IN  B.  Yes,  he  actually  wrote  to  her 
last  week  begging  licr  to  meet  him  here  in 
Paris,  and  she  has  nevur  even  answered  his 
letter. 

L.  IN  W.  Perhaps  she  nt-ver  received  it  ? 

L.  IN  B.  Oh,  yes !  She  is  sure  to 
have  received  it.  lie  wrote  to  her  own 
address.  She  is  just  annoying  him,  that 
is  all. 

L.  IN  W.  Possiblvhis  letter  annoved  her. 

L.  IN  B.  It  couldn't.  It  was  the  most 
charming,  affectionate,  conciliatory  letter 
imaginable. 

L.  IN  \V.  Oh  !     You  saw  it  then  ? 

L.  IN  B.  {rather  con/ustd).  lie — he  told 
me  what  he  had  written. 

L.  IN  W.  And  it  really  was  just  the 
sort  of  letter  to  win  back  a  high-spirited 
wife  ? 

L.  IN  B.  I  thought  so. 

L.  IN  W.  There  were  no  conditions 
imposed  ?     No  bargain  made,  no 

L.  IN  B.  Nothing  that  any  nasonahle 
woman  could  object  to.  She  was  simply 
to  give  up  writing  horrid  books  and 

L.  IN  W.  And  be  the  submissive,  docile 
wife,  I  suppose  } 

L.  IN  B.  Well,  no — not  exactly  that — 
but 

L.  IN  W.  But  that  is  the  only  sort  of 
wife  to  suit  Harford  Jenkins,  I  cxptct.  He 
isn't  really  a  bit  fond  of  his  wife. 

L.  IN  B.  Oh,  you  couldn't  say  that  if  you 
knew  him. 

L.  IN  W.  Yes ;  I  mean  he  doesn't  know 
his  wife's  character  at  all,  and  so  he  is  only 
fond  of  his  own  idea  of  her. 

L.  IN  B.  He  is  very  anxious  to  know  her. 
It  is  her  own  fault  that  lu^  doesn't. 

L.  IN  W.  How  do  you  know  that  ? 

L.  IN  B.  He  has  told  me  that  he  would 
give  up  anything  in  the  world  to  win  her 
love 

L.  IN  W.  {quickly).  Am- thing? 

L.  IN  B.  Anything  in  reason,  of  course. 

L.  IN  W.  Ah  !  That's  just  the  point.  I 
expect — of  course  I  can  only  surmise — but 
I  imagine  if  he  really  were  so  anxious  to  win 
his  wife  back,  he  would  set  about  it  in  a 
very  different  way. 

L.  IN  B.  How  } 

L.  IN  W.  He  would  not  make  terms  with 
her  that  he  is  not  himself  prepared  to  carry 
out. 
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L.  IN  W.  I  mean,  he  would  not  expect 
her  to  give  up  what  is  the  breath  of  her 
life. 

L.  IN  B.  You  mean  her  writing  ? 

L.  IN  W.  Yes.  He  would  not  expect 
her  to  make  such  a  sacrifice  unless  he  were 
prepared  to  make  one  equally  great. 

L.  IN  B.  (a/ixiousty).  What  ? 

L.  IN  W.  {looking  at  her  critkally  and 
sptaking  vcrv  shnvlv).  To  give  up  the 
friendship  which  is  the  cause  of  this 
separation. 

L.  IN  B.  {(/uiiklr).  That  is  unreasonable, 
unnecessary,  and  quite  useless 

L.  IN  W.  i^shri/gs  her  shoulders).  Perhaps  ! 
But  I  know  those  are  the  onlv  terms  that 
Dudley  Rowe  will  accept.  If  she  is  to 
make  a  sacrifice  he  must  do  the  same  ; 
otherwise  the  love  of  neither  is  ])r()ved. 

L.  IN  H.  Hut  it  seems  to  me  that  if  each 
is  to  be  selfish  tliev  had  better  remain 
ai)art. 

L.  IN  W.  So  I  think.  I  only  mentioned 
what  I  knew  winild  be  Dudley  Rowe's 
feelings  on  the  subject. 

L.  IN  B.  She  must  be  a  very  selfish 
woman. 

L.  IX  W.  Perhaps  she  is ;  but  you  must 
grant  that  a  friendship  that  holds  a  man 
from  his  wife  is  certainly  one  of  which  she 
has  good  reason  to  be  jealous. 

L.  IN  B.  {a/ttr  a  pause,  thoughtfully). 
Yes,  I  suppose  that  is  so.  [Another pause.) 
But  su[)posing  the  friendship  were  true — 
truer  than  the  wife  imai^ines  }  And  sup- 
l)osin,i;  it  really  were  the  cause  of  separ- 
ation, through  a  want  of  understanding  on 
the  part  of  thi*  wifi',  would  it  do  any  good, 
or  prove  anyihing  whatever,  if  it  were 
given  up  ? 

L.  IN  \V.  {sitting  fonrard,  and  looking 
Tery  inter, sted].  It  would,  of  course,  prove 
to  thi^  wifi'  that  tlien-  had  been,  as  vou  sav, 
a  misunderstanding  on  her  part,  and  that 
the  friend  was  a  really  noble  woman. 

L.  IN  H.  [lii'th  some  emotion i.  No,  no! 
Scarcely  that ;  but  that  she  was,  at  any 
rate,  a  true  friend  ? 

L.  IN  \V.  {im/>ressi7'ely^.  Yes  —  t'lnd 
perhaps  a  better  friend  to  the  man  than 
his  own  wife  could  eviT  be  ! 

L.  IN  B.  {half  crying).  Perhaps!  But 
who  knows  ?  It  might  teach  her  some- 
thing she  could  not  have  othiTwise 
learnt. 

L.  IN  W.  {gently).  I  think  it  would. 

L.  IN  H.  {musing  sadly).  And  so  her 
sacrifice  might  after  all  bring  happiness  to 
tlu^  man  she  befriended. 

L.  IN  W.  And  that  would  be  her  highest 
happiness,  wouldn't  it  ? 
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L.  IN  B.  {mttiing  hirfaa).  Ye-c-s — 1 
believe  it — would 

Enltr  Servant  with  a  card  on  a  Iray, 
which  he  hands  lo  Lady  in  Bl.\Ck. 
She  lakes  it  and  looks  at  it,  starts,  and 
exclaims. 

Servant.  Monsieur  is  downstairs;  he 
will  not  come  up  ;  he  wants  Madame  to  go 
down  and  speak  to  him  a  minute. 

L.    IN   B.   (hurriedly).     Very    well,    very 

well 

{SiUnlly  shows  I,Ai»v  i.N  Whitk  thi  canl.) 

I„  IN  VV.  {starts  violently.)  "Harford 
Jenkins"  1  Won't  you  beg  him  to  come 
up? 

L.  IN  B.  {hesitates).  I— I 

L.  IN  W.  I  should  like  to  see  him. 

L.  IN  B.  You  woul<i  } 

L.  IN  W.  {quickly).  Yes— I  want  to  tvH 
him — ^ 

L.  IN  B.  {bn-alhUsslv).  What  .- 

L.   LN   W.   {moving    nearer  lo   I  he  ollur 


woman).  That  his  wife  will  surrender  un- 
conditionally 1 

L.  IX  B.  {ku-ildm-ii).  liut  you  don't 
know— 

L.  IN.  W.  {taiing  the  other  woman's  hand). 
I  know  this.  {Turns  suddenly  lo  Servant.) 
Tell  Jlonsieur  two  ladies  wish  to  speak  to 
him,  and  ask  him  to  be  good  enough  to 
come  up.  {Exit  Servant.  Turns  back  to 
l.A\}\  IN  Black,  who  is  Ivoiing  more  and 
more  bewildered.)  Yes — I  know  this,  my 
dear,  that  Harford  Jenkins  has  got  the 
best  friend  man  ever  had 

L.  IN  B.  {eagerly).  But  his  wife  ? 

L.  IN  W.  (pulling  her  arm  round  the  other 
woman,  and  iissing  her).  And  his  wife 
knows  it ! 

L.  IN  B.  {echoes).  His  wife  ! 

I..  IN-  W.  {drajcs  Ike  olh.r  Im-ards  the 
diior,  Ji'hieh  is  flung  open,  and  Ike  SkrvanT 
Stands  to  let  someone  enter).  Comet  Heru 
is  my  husband  I 

Curtain. 


I^■CENSE.-Bv    EDWARD     TAYLER. 


1  kWES 

^-^  HE-^THER 


/.EPIJ^ODEiJ) 


KLUNi;  mvsL-lf 
on  thi-  heath 
outside  thL' 
house  just  noH', 
is'ith  my  friend 
the  Editor.  lie 
pilits  a  r.ondon 
literary  journal, 
anti  (iisbdio'ts 
in  everything. 
He  is  critical  and  Kceptical.  \\'hcn  he 
inherits  ^!ory  (as  he  surely  must  do  in  time, 
for  his  is  the  nohlest  and  purest  and  best 
ofsouls  at  bottom,  in  spite  of  its  gruffness), 
I  believe  he  will  faze  about  him  at  the 
golden  floor  and  the  walls  of  chrysoprase, 
and  murmur  to  himself,  "  I  lumjih  !  Not 
all  it's  cracked  up  to  be ! "  Yet  he  is  as 
tender  as  a  woman,  and  as  simple  as  a 
child  ;  though  he  has  found  out  the  fact 
that  the  world  is  hollow,  and  that  the 
human  doll  is  stuffed  with  sawdust. 

We  lay  beside  a  clump  of  tall  flaming 
rose-bay — fire-weed  as  they  call  it  over 
yonder  in  America.  There,  in  the  great 
woodlands  on  whose  lap  I  was  nursed,  a 
wandering  child  of  the  primxval  forest, 
you  may  sec  whole  vast  sheets  of  that 
flamboyant  willow  -  herb  covering  the 
ground  for  miles  on  bare  glades  in  the 
pinewood.  Most  visitors  fancy  it  gets  its 
common  American  name  from  its  blaze  of 
colour ;  and,  indeed,  it  often  spreads  like 
a  sea  of  flame  over  acres  and  acres  of 
hillside  together.  I)ut  the  prosaic  back- 
woodsman gave  it  its  beautiful  title  for  a 
more  practical  reason  :  because  it  grows 
^ace  wherever  a  forest  fire  has  killed  out 


anil  laid  waste  the  native  vegetation.   Like 

most  of  the  willow-herbs,  it  has  a  Hoaiing 
seed  winged  with  cottony  thrcaiis,  which 
waft  it  through  the  air  on  pinions  of 
gossamer;  and  thus  it  aliglils  on  the 
newlv  burnt  soil,  and  springs  up  amain 
after' the  first  cool  shower.  Within  twelve 
months  it  has  almost  obliterated  the  signs 
of  devastation  nn  the  ground  under  foot ; 
only  the  great  charred  stems  and  gaunt 
blackened  branches  rise  abov(5  its  smiling 
mass  of  green  leaves  and  bright  blossoms 
to  tell  anew  the  half-forgotten  tale  of  ruin 
and  disaster. 

Here  m  Kngland  the  rose-bay  is  a  less 
frequent  denizen,  for  it  loves  the  wilds,  and 
feels  most  at  home  in  deep  rich  meadow 
bottoms  unoccupied  by  tillage.  Now,  in 
liritain  these  conditions  do  not  often 
occur  since  the  Norman  conquest ;  still,  I 
have  seen  vast  sheets  of  its  tall  jiink 
pyramids  of  bloom  at  John  Kvclyn's 
Wootton ;  while  even  up  here  on  our 
heather>-  uplands  it  fit;hts  hard  for  life 
among  the  gorse  and  bracken.  Its 
beautiful  spikes  of  irregular  flowers,  wide 
open  below  and  tapering  at  the  top  into 
tiny  knobs  of  bud,  are  among  the  loveliest 
elements  in  the  natural  ilora  of  my  poor 
three  acres. 

We  were  lying  beside  them,  then,  out 
of  the  eye  of  the  sun,  under  the  shadow 
of  one  bare  and  weather-beaten  pine-tree, 
when  talk  fell  by  chance  on  the  small 
brown  lizards  that  skulk  among  the  sandy 
soil  of  our  hilltop,  I  said,  ami  I  believe, 
that  the  lizard  population  of  the  British 
Isles  must  outnumber  the  human  by  many, 
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many  millions.  For  eveiy  sandy  heath 
is  just  a  London  of  lizards.  They  pullu- 
late in  the  ling  like  slum-children  in 
Whitechapel.  They  were  about  us,  I 
remarked,  as  thick  as  Hyde  Park  demon- 
strators ;  only,  instead  of  demonstrating, 
they  prefer  to  lie  low  and   conceal  their 


catch  a  lizard  and  show  you,"  TTie  Editor's 
face  was  a  study  to  behold.  Phil  May 
would  have  paid  him  ten  guineas  for  the 
copyright.  "  As  you  like,"  he  answered, 
grimly.     "  Produce  your  lizards." 

Fortune  favours  the  brave.    But  I  confess 
I  tremWed.     Never  before  had  I  b 


identity.  The  poHci 
hawks,  anfl'ihe  owls  on 
duty  have  taught  then: 
wisdom  — stern  Drac 
officers  of  nature's  executive, 
who  know  no  gentler  punish- 
ment than  ihe  death  penalty  for 
the  slightest  misdemeanour. 

The  Editor  smiled  that 
sceptical  smile  which  k  the 
terror  of  young  contributors  of 


lizards  like  un- 
suitable copy 
He  didn't  l.c. 

He  ,ln..l'l\M 
there  \scTv  am 
on    the   heath 

at  all.    He  had  the  owi.s  on  night  i 

walked   over 

square  miles  of  English  moorland,  but 
never  a  lizard  had  he  seen,  out  of  all 
their  millions.  Imagination,  he  obsen'cd, 
was  an  invaluable  property  lo  poet.s  anti 
naturalists.  It  was  part  of  their  stock-in- 
trade.  He  didn't  seek  to  deprive  them  of 
it.  As  Faistalf  says,  a  man  may  surely 
labour  at  his  vocation, 

I  was  put  on  my  mettle.  For  once  in 
my  life,  1  did  a  rash  thing.  I  ventured  to 
prophesy.     "  If  you  wish,"  I  cried,  "  I  '11 


and  now  I  wriuderctl  wht'thcr  Fortune  or 
Nemesis  would  carri'  it.  'Twas  two  to  one 
on  Nemesis,  Vet  the  gods,  as  Swinburne 
tells  us  in  "  Les  Noyades,"  arc  sometimes 
kindly.  We  lay  still  on  the  heather — 
still  as  mice  —  and  waited.  Presently, 
to  my  great  and  unexpected  joy,  a  sound 
as  of  life  1 — a  rustling  among  the  bilberry 
bushes!  One  sharp  brown  head,  and 
then  another,  with  beady  black  eyes 
as  keen  as  a  beagle's,  peeped  forth  fro'm 
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the  miniature  jungle  of  brake  and  cross- 
leaved  heath  in  the  bank  beside  us.  I 
raised  my  lids,  and  looked  mutely  at  the 
Editor,  He  followed  my  glance,  and  saw 
the  tiny  hthe  creatures  glide  slowly  from 
their  covert,  and  crawl  with  heads  held 
slyly  "1  one  side,  and  then  on  the  other, 
into  the  open  patch,  on  which  we  lay  hke 
statues.  How  they  listened  and  looked  ! 
How  they  raised  their  quaint  small  heads, 
on  the  alert  against  the  first  faint  breath  of 
danger  1  I  sat  still  as  a  mouse  again,  hold- 
ing my  breath  in  suspense,  and  waiting 
anxiously  for  developments.  Then  a 
miracle  happened.  Miracles  do  happen 
now  and  again,  as  once  at  Bolsena,  to 
convince  the  sceptical.  My  hand  lay 
motionless  on  the  ground  at  my  side.  I 
would  not  have  moved  it  just  then  for  a 
sovereign.  One  wee  brown  lizard,  gazing 
cautiously  around,  crept  over  it  with  sly 
care,  and,  finding  it  all  right,  walked  up 
iny  sleeve  as  far  as  the  elbow.  I  checked 
my  heart  and  watched  him.  Never  in  my 
life  before  had  such  a  thing  happened  to 
me — but  I  did  not  say  so  to  the  sceptical 
Editor;  on  the  contrarj-,  I  looked  as 
totally  unconcerned  as  if  I  had  been 
accustomed  to  lizards  taking  tours  on  me 
daily  from  my  childhood  upward.  "  Are 
you  convinced?"  I  asked,  with  a  bland 
smile  of  triumph.  Even  the  Editor 
admitted,  with  a  grudging  sniff,  that 
seeing  is  believing. 

And,  indeed,  there  are  dozens  of  lizards 
to  the  square  yard  in  England,  though  I 


never  before  knew  one  of  them  to  assail 
me  of  its  own  accord,  I  have  caught 
them  a  hundred  times  by  force  or  fraud 
among  the  heaths  and  sand-pits.  The 
commonest  sort  hereabouts  is  the  dingy 
brown  viviparous  lizard,  which  lays  no 
eggs,  but  brings  forth  its  young  alive  and 
tends  them  like  a  mother.  It  is  an  agile 
wee  thing  that  creeps  from  its  hole  or  nest 
during  the  noontide  hours,  and  basks 
lazily  in  the  sun  in  search  of  insects. 
But  let  a  fly  come  near  it,  and,  quick  as 
lightning,  it  turns  its  tiny  head,  darts 
upon  him  like  fate,  and  crunches  him 
up  between  those  sharp  small  teeth  with 
the  ferocity  of  a  crocodile.  We  have 
sand-lizards,  too,  a  far  timider  and  wilder 
species ;  they  bite  your  handwhen  caught, 
and  refuse  to  live  in  captivity  at  the 
bottom  of  a  flower-pot  like  their  viviparous 
cousins,  'rhcsc  pretty  wee  reptiles  are 
often  delicately  spotted  or  branded  with 
green  ;  they  lay  a  dozen  leathery  eggs  in 
a  hole  in  the  sand,  where  the  sun  hatches 
out  the  poor  abandoned  little  orphans 
without  the  aid  of  their  unnatural  mother. 
Still,  they  are  much  daintier  in  their 
colouring  than  the  more  domestic 
brown  kind  ;  and,  after  all,  in  a  lizard  I 
demand  beauty  rather  than* "  advanced 
moral  qualities.  I  may  be  wrong ;  but 
such  is  my  opiniim.  It  is  all  very 
well  to  be  ethical  at  Exeter  Hall ;  but 
too  sensitive  a  conscience  is  surely  out  of 
place  in  the  struggle  for  life  on  the  open 
moorland. 
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By  gilbert  PARKER. 
V  I.— T  H  E      SOJOURNERS. 


"  IV  yr  Y  father,  shall  wc  soon  be  there  ?  '* 

W±  The  man  stopped,  and  shading 
his  eyes  with  his  hand,  looked  long  before 
him  into  the  silver  haze.  They  were  on 
the  southern  bank  of  a  wide  valley,  flanked 
by  deep  hills  looking  wise  as  grey-headed 
youth,  a  legion  of  close  comrades,  show- 
mg  no  gap  in  their  ranks.  They  seemed 
to  breathe  ;  to  sit,  looking  down  into  the 
valley,  with  heads  dropped  on  their  breasts, 
and  deep  overshadowed  eyes,  that  never 
changed,  in  mist  or  snow,  or  sun,  or  any 
kind  of  weather :  dark  brooding  lights 
that  knew  the  secrets  of  the  world, 
watchful  yet  kind.  Races,  ardent  with 
longing,  had  come  and  gone  through  the 
valley,  had  passed  the  shining  porches  in 
the  North  on  the  way  to  the  quiet  country, 
and  they  had  never  c(Hnc  again,  though 
shadows  flitted  back  and  forth  when  the 
mists  came  down  :  visiting  spirits,  hunger- 
ing on  the  old  trail  for  some  that  had 
dropped  by  the  way.  As  the  ages  passed, 
fewer  and  fewer  travelled  through  the 
valley — no  longer  a  people  or  a  race,  but 
twos  and  threes,  and  sometimes  a  small 
company,  like  soldiers  /)f  a  battered  guard, 
and  oftener  still  solitary  pilgrims,  broken 
with  much  travel  and  bowed  with  loneliness. 
But  th(^y  always  cried  out  with  joy  when 
they  beheld  far  off"  in  the  North,  at  the  end 
of  the  long  trail,  this  range  of  grey  and 
violet  hills  break  into  golden  gaps  with 
scarlet  walls,  and  rivers  of  water  ride 
through  them  pleasantly.  Then  they 
hurried  on  to  the  opal  haze  that  hung  at 
the  end  of  the  valh.'y — and  who  heard  ever 
of  any  that  wished  to  h^ivc  the  Scarlet 
Hills  and  the  quiet  country  beyond  ! 

The  boy  repeated  his  question  :  *'  My 
father,  shall  we  soon  be  there  ? " 

The  man  withdrew  his  hand  from  over 
his  eyes,  and  a  strange  smile  came  to  his 
lips. 

"My  son,"  he  answered,  "canst  thou 
not  see  ?  Yonder,  through  the  gentle 
mist,  are  the  Scarlet  Hills ;  our  journey  is 
near  done." 

The  boy  lifted  his  head  and   looked. 


*'  I  can  see  nothing  but  the  mist,  my 
father — not  the  Scarlet  Hills.  I  am  tired, 
I  would  sleep." 

"  Thou  shalt  sleep  soon.  The  wise 
men  told  us  of  the  Delightful  Chateau 
at  the  gateway  of  the  hills.  Courage, 
my  son !  If  I  gave  thee  the  golden  balls  to 
toss,  would  it  cheer  thee  ?** 

"  My  father,  1  care  not  for  the  golden 
balls  ;  but  if  I  had  horse  and  sword  and  a 
th(nisand  men,  I  would  take  a  city." 

The  man  laid  his  hand  upon  the  boy's 
shoulder. 

"If  I.  my  son,"  he  said,  "  had  a  horse 
and  sword  and  a  thousand  men,  I  would 
build  a  citv." 

"  Why  dost  thou  not  fly  thy  falcon,  or 
write  thy  thoughts  upon  the  sand,  as  thou 
didst  yesterday,  my  father  ?  " 

The  man  loosed  the  falcon  from  his 
wrist,  and  watched  it  fly  away. 

"  My  son,  1  care  not  for  the  falcon,  nor 
any  more  for  writing  on  the  sands." 

"  My  father,  if  thou  didst  build  a  city,  I 
would  not  tear  it  down,  but  I  would  keep 
it  with  my  thousand  men." 

"  Thou  hast  well  said,  my  son."  And  the 
man  stooped  and  kissed  the  lad  on  the 
forehead. 

And  so  they  travelled  on  in  silence  for 
a  long  time,  and  slowly  they  came  to  the 
opal  haze,  which  smelled  sweet  as  floating 
flowers,  and  gave  their  hearts  a  halcyon 
restfulness.  And  glancing  down  at  him 
many  times,  the  father  saw  the  lad's  face 
look  serenely  wise,  without  becoming  old, 
and  his  brown  hair  clustered  on  his  fore- 
head with  all  the  life  of  youth  in  it.  Yet 
in  his  eyes  the  lad  seemed  as  old  as 
himself. 

"  My  father,"  said  the  lad  again, 
"wouldst  thou  then  buiM  a   city?" 

And  the  father  answered :  "  Nay,  my 
son,  I  would  sow  s(»ed,  and  gather  it  into 
harvest — enough  for  my  needs,  no  more ; 
and  sit  quiet  in  my  doorway  when  my  work 
was  done,  and  be  grateful  to  the  Gods." 

The  lad  waited  a  moment,  then 
answered  :  "  When  thou  wast  a  governor 


SCENES  IN  THE  VOSHTI   HILLS. 


.■    l.(«JSF,I>  THR   FALCON 


FROM   HIS   WRIST. 


278 


SCENES   IN  THE  VOSHTI   HILLS. 


in  our  own  country,  thou  hadst  serfs  and 
retainers  without  number,  and  fifty  men  to 
beat  upon  the  shields  of  brass  to  tell  of 
thy  coming  through  the  gates  of  the 
King's  house  ;  now  thou  wouldst  sow  a  field 
and  sit  quiet  in  thy  doorway,  like  the  blind 
seller  of  seed-cakes  'gainst  the  temple." 

"  Even  so,  my  son."  Then  he  stooped 
down,  knelt  upon  his  knees,  and  kissed 
the  earth  solemnly,  and  when  he  rose 
there  was  a  smile  upon  his  face. 

Then  the  lad  said  :  "  When  I  was  the 
son  of  a  governor  I  loved  to  play  with 
the  golden  balls,  to  shoot  at  the  target  for 
pearls,  and  to  ride  the  flamingo  down  ; 
now  I  would  grind  the  corn  which  thou 
didst  reap,  and  with  oil  make  seed-cakes 
for  our  supper,  and  sit  quiet  with  thee 
in  thy  doorway."  Then  he  too  stooped 
down  and  kissed  the  earth,  and  rose  up 
again  with  a  smile  upon  his  face. 

And  as  they  went  the  earth  seemed 
suddenly  to  blossom  anew,  the  glory  of 
the  Scarlet  Hills  burst  upon  them,  and 
they  could  hear  bugles  calling  far  off  and 
see  giant  figures  trooping  along  the  hills, 
all  scarlet  too,  with  streaming  hair.  And 
presently,  near  to  a  lake,  there  was  a  great 
gateway,  and  perched  upon  a  rock  near  it 
a  chateau  of  divine  proportions,  on  which 
was  written  above  the  perfect  doorway — 

**  The  Keeper  of  the  House  azvai/s  thee. 
Enter  into  Quietr 

And  they  entered,  and  were  possessed 
of  an  incomparable  peace.  And  then  came 
to  them  an  old  man  of  noble  countenance, 
with  eye  neither  dimmed  nor  sunken,  and 
cheek  dewy  as  a  child's,  and  his  voice  was 
like  an  organ  when  it  plays  the  soft  thanks- 
giving of  a  mother. 

"  Why  did  ye  kiss  the  earth  as  ye 
travelled  ?"  he  said. 

And  they  told  him,  each  with  his  own 
tongue,  and  he  smiled  upon  them  and 
questioned  them  of  all  their  speech  by  the 
way,  and  they  answered  him  all  honestly 
and  with  gladness,  for  the  searching  of 
their  hearts  was  a  joy  and  relief.  But  he 
looked  most  lovingly  upon  the  lad. 

**  Wouldst  thou,  then,  indeed  go  to  the 
quiet  country  }  "  he  asked. 

And  the  lad  answered  :  *'  I  have  lived 
so  long  in  the  noise  ! " 

"  Thou  hast  learned  all,  thou  hast  lived 
all,"  he  answered  the  boy.  **  Beyond  the 
Hills  of  Scarlet  there  is  quiet,  and  thou 
shalt  dwell  there,  thou  and  he.  Ye  have 
the  perfect  desire.  Go  in  peace,  and 
know  that  though  ye  are  of  different  years, 
as  men  count  time,  God's  clock  strikes  the 
same  for  both,  for  both  are  of  equal  know- 
ledge, and  have  the  same  desire  at  last." 


Then,  lifting  up  his  hands,  he  said,  "  O 
children  of  men  !  O  noisy  world !  when 
will  ye  leave  the  delectable  way  }  " 

Slowly  they  all  three  came  from  the 
Chiteau,  and  through  the  great  gateway, 
and  passed  to  the  margin  of  a  shining 
lake,  and  the  two  stepped  into  a  boat 
that  waited  for  them,  of  which  the  rowers 
were  nobly  fashioned,  like  the  Keeper  of 
the  House,  and  as  they  bowed  their  heads 
to  a  melodious  blessing,  the  boat  drew 
away.  Soon,  in  the  sweet  haze,  they 
looked  transfigured  and  enlarged,  majestic 
figures  moving  through  the  Scarlet  Hills 
to  the  quiet  country.  And  the  valley 
through  which  they  had  passed  was  the 
Valley  of  Death,  where  the  young  become 
old,  and  the  old  young,  and  all  become 
wise. 


VII.— THE  TENT  OF  THE  PURPLE 

MAT. 
'"^■'^HE  Tent   stands   on  the   Mount  of 


r 


Lost  Winters,  in  that  bit  of  hosf)it- 
able  land  called  the  Fair  Vallev,  which  is 
like  no  other  in  the  North.  W^hence  comes 
the  soft  wind  that  comforts  it,  who  can  tell } 
It  swims  through  the  great  gap  in  the 
mountains,  and  passing  down  the  valley, 
sinks  upon  the  prairie  of  the  Ten  Stars, 
where  it  is  lost.  And  what  man  first  placed 
the  Tent  on  the  Mount  none  knows,  though 
legends  are  many.  It  has  a  clear  outlook  to 
the  north,  whence  comes  the  gracious  wind, 
and  it  is  sheltered  at  the  south  by  a  stout 
wall  of  commendable  trees ;  vet  these  are 
at  some  small  distance,  so  that  the  Tent 
has  a  space  all  about  it,  and  the  figure  of 
the  general  land  is  as  that  of  an  amphi- 
theatre. 

It  is  made  of  deerskin,  dyed  by  a  strange 
process  which  turned  it  white,  and  doctored 
by  some  cunning  medicine.  It  is  like  a 
perfect  parchment,  and  shows  no  decay. 
It  has  a  centre-pole  of  excellent  fir,  and 
from  its  i)eak  flies  a  strip  of  snake-skin, 
dyed  a  red  that  never  fades.  For  the  greater 
part  of  the  year  the  plateau  whereon  the 
Tent  stands  is  covered  with  a  sweet  grass, 
and  when  the  grass  dies  there  comes  a 
fine  white  frost,  ungoverned  by  the  sun, 
in  which  the  footstep  sinks,  as  into  an 
unfilled  honeycomb. 

The  land  has  few  clouds,  and  no  storms, 
save  of  the  lightest — rain  which  is  as 
mist,  and  snow  which  is  as  frosty  haze. 
The  sun  cherishes  the  place  continually, 
and  the  moon  rises  on  it  with  a  large 
rejoicing. 

Yet  no  man  dwells  in  the  valley.     It  is 


many  scores  of  leagues  from  any  habita- 
tion, from  the  lodges  of  the  Indians  or 
the  posts  of  the  Company's  people.  There 
are  few  tribes  that  know  of  it,  and  these 
go  not  to  it  as  tribes,  but  as  one  man  or 
one  woman  has  need.  Men  say  that 
beyond  it,  in  another  amphitheatre  of  the 
hills,  is  the  White  Valley,  the  Place  of 
Peace,  where  the  sleepers  are,  and  the 
Scarlet  Hunter  is  sentinel.  Yet  who 
knows — since  any  that  have  been  there 
are  constrained  to  be  silent,  or  forget 
what  they  have  seen  ? 

But  this  valley  where  the  Tent  stands 
is  for  those  who  have  broken  the  com- 
mandment, "  Tiou  shall  not  sell  Ihy  soul." 
Hither  they  come  and  wait  and  desire 
continually,  and  this  delightful  land  is 
their  punishment,  for  they  have  no  relish 
for  goodly  things,  the  power  to  enjoy 
going  from  them  when  they  bargained 
flieir  souls  away.  The  great  pcate,  the 
noble  pasturage,  the  equal  joy  of  day  and 
night  wherein  is  neither  heat  nor  cold, 
where  life  is  like  the  haze  on  a  harvest- 
field,  are  for  chastisement,  till  that  by  great 
patience  and  striving  someone,  having  the 
gift  of  sacrifice,  shall  give  his  life  to  buy 
back  that  soul.  For  it  is  in  the  minds  of 
this  people  of  the  North  that  for  every  life 
that  comes  into  the  world  one  passes  out, 
and  for  every  soul  which  is  bartered  away 
another  must  be  set  free  ere  it  can  be 
redeemed. 

Men  and  women  whom  life  and  their 
own  sins  had  battered  came  seeking  the 
Tent ;  but  they  were  few  and  they  were 
chiefly  old,  for  conscience  Cometh  mostly 
when  man  can  work  and  wanton  no  more- 
Yet  one  day,  when  the  sight  of  the  valley 
was  most  fair  to  their  eyes,  there  came  out 
of  the  southmost  comer  a  girl,  who,  as  soon 
as  she  set  foot  in  the  valley,  laid  aside  her 
knapsack  in  the  hollow  of  a  tree,  also  her 
moccasins  and  a  little  cap  of  fur,  and  came 
on  with  bare  head  and  feet  towards  the 
Mount  of  the  Lost  Winters. 

She  was  of  good  stature,  ripely  made, 
not  beautiful  of  face,  but  with  a  look  which 
would  make  any  man  turn  twice  to  see  ;  a 
very  glory  of  fine  hair,  and  a  hand  which 
spoke  oftener  than  the  lips.  She  had 
come  a  month's  travel,  scarcely  halting 
from  sunrise  to  sunset,  and  she  was  as 
worn  in  body  as  in  spirit. 


dream,  as  well  one  might  who  had  come 
out  of  an  inclement  south  country  to  this 
sweet  nourishment.  Yet  she  stood  not  still 
for  joy  and  content,  but  for  pain.  Once 
or  twice  she  lifted  up  her  hands  above  her 


head  as  though  appealing,  but  these 
pauses  were  only  for  brief  moments,  for 
she  kept  moving  on  towards  the  mountain 
with  a  swift  step.  When  she  had  climbed 
the  plateau  where  the  delicate  grass  yielded 
with  a  tender  spring  to  the  feet,  she  paused 
long  and  gazed  round,  as  though  to  take  a 
last  glance  at  all ;  then,  turning  to  the 
Tent,  looked  steadfastly  at  it,  awe  and 
wonder,  and  something  more  difficult  of 
interpretation,  in  her  face.  At  last  she 
slowly  came  to  the  curtain  of  the  Tent, 
and  lifting  it,  without  a  pause  stepped 
inside,  the  curtain  falling  behind  her. 

The  Tent  was  empty  save  for  the  centre- 
pole,  a  wooden  trough  of  dried  fruit,  a  jar 
of  water,  and  a  mat  of  the  most  delectable 
purple  colour,  which  was  laid  between  the 
cent  re -pole  and  the  tent-curtain.  The 
mat  was  of  exquisite  make,  as  it  seemed 
from  the  chosen  fibres  of  some  perfect 
wood,  and  the  hue  was  as  that  of  a  Tyrian 
dye.  A  soft  light  pervaded  the  place, 
perhaps  filtered  through  the  parchment- 
like  white  skin  of  the  Tent,  for  it  seemed 
to  have  no  other  fountain.  Upon  the 
farther  side  a  token  was  drawn  in  purple 
on  the  tent-skin,  and  the  girl,  seeing  it, 
turned  quickly  to  the  curtain  through 
which  she  had  passed.  Upon  the  curtain 
were  other  signs.  She  read  them  slowly, 
and  repealed  them  out  loud  in  a  low 
uncertain  voice,  like  a  bird's  note  blunder- 
ing in  a  flute : 

"  Four  hours  shall  thou  look  northward, 
knelling  on  the  Mat  of  Purple,  and  thinking 
of  the  Camp  of  the  Delightful  Fires,  round 
which  is  the  Joyous  City  ;  four  hours  shall 
thou  lie  prone,  Ihy  face  upon  the  soothing 
earth,  desiring  sleep  ;  and  four  hours  shall 
thou  look  within  thine  cwn  breast,  thinking  of 
thy  sin  ;  four  hours  also  shall  Ihou  go  through 
Ihe  valley,  calling  out  that  thou  art  lost,  and 
praying  Ihe  Starlet  Hunter  to  bring  Ihee 
home.  Afterwards  Ihou  shall  sleep,  and  thou 
shall  comfort  thyself  with  food  when  Ihou 
wilt.  If  the  Scarlet  Hunter  come  not,  and 
Ihy  life  faileth  for  misery,  and  none  com- 
prehending thy  state  offerelh  his  life,  thai  thy 
soul  may  be  free  once  more— then  thou  shall 
gladlv  die,  and,  yielding  thine  oivn  body,  shall 
purchase  bach  thy  soul ;  but  this  is  not  possible 
until  thou  hast  dwell  here  a  year  and  a  day." 

Having  read,  the  giri  threw  herself  face 
forward  on  the  ground,  her  body  shaking 
with  grief,  and  she  cried  out  a  man's  name 
many  times  with  great  bitterness — 

"  Ambroise  !  Ambroise  !  Ambroise  !  " 

A  long  time  she  lay  prone,  cr)-ing  so ; 
but  at  last  arose  and,  folding  back  the 
curtain  with  hot  hands,  began  her  vigil 
for  the  redemption  of  a  soul. 
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And  while  her  sorrow  grew  a  father 
mourned  for  his  daughter  and  called  his 
God  to  witness  that  he  was  guiltless  of  her 
loss,  though  he  had  said  hard  words  to  her 
by  reason  of  a  man  called  Ambroise.  Then, 
too,  the  preacher  had  exhorted  at  her  late 
and  early  till  her  mind  was  in  a  maze — it 
is  enough  to  have  the  pangs  of  youth  and 
love,  to  be  awakened  by  the  pain  of  mere 
growth  and  knowledge,  without  the  counsel 
of  the  overwise  to  go  jolting  through  the 
soul. 

The  girl  was  only  eighteen.  She  had 
never  known  her  mother,  she  had  lived  as 
the  flowers  do,  and  when  her  hour  of 
trial  came  she  felt  herself  cast  like  a 
wandering  bird  out  of  the  nest.  In  her 
childhood  she  had  known  no  preachers, 
no  teaching,  save  the  wholesome  cate- 
chism of  a  father's  love  and  the  sacred 
intimacy  of  Nature.  Living  so,  learning 
by  signs  the  language  of  law  and  wisdom, 
she  had  indrawn  the  significance  of  legend, 
the  power  of  the  avvful  natural.  She  had 
made  her  own  commandments. 

When  Ambroise  the  courier  came,  she 
looked  into  his  eves  and  saw  her  own — 
indeed,  it  was  most  wonderful,  for  those  two 
pairs  of  eyes  were  as  those  of  one  person.  And 
each,  as  each  looked,  smiled — that  smile 
which  is  the  coming  lau  hter  of  a  heart  at 
itself.  Yt't  they  were  different — he  a  man, 
she  a  woman  ;  he  versed  in  evil,  she  taught 
in  good  ;  \w  a  vagrant  of  the  snows,  the 
fruit  of  whose  life  was  like  the  contemi)t- 
ible  stones  of  the  desert;  she  the  keeper 
of  a  goodly  lodge,  past  which  flowed  a 
water  that  wrnt  softly,  making  rich  the 
land,  the  fountain  of  her  perfect  deeds. 
Hi',  lo(>king  into  her  eyes,  saw  himst-lf 
when  ht*  had  no  sin  on  iiis  soul  ;  and  slu* 
into  his — as  it  seemed,  her  own  alwavs — 
saw  herself  as  it  were  in  a  cobweb  of  evils 
which  she  could  not  understand.  As  his 
heart  grew  lighter,  hers  grew  sick,  even 
when  she  knew  that  these  were  the  only 
eyes  in  which  she  conhl  ever  see  hapj)iness. 

It  grew  iijjon  her  that  Ambroise's  sins 
were  hers,  and  not  his,  that  she,  not  he, 
had  bartered  a  soul  f(^r  the  wages  of  sin. 
When  they  saiil  at  the  Fort  that  her  eyes 
and  Ambroise's,  and  her  face  and  his, 
were  as  of  one  piece,  the  pain  of  the 
thought  deepened,  and  other  pains  came 
likewi.se,  for  her  father  and  the  preacher 
urged  that  a  man  who  had  sold  himself 
to  the  devil  was  no  comrade  for  her  in 
little  or  much.  Yet  she  loved  him  as  only 
they  can  who  love  for  the  first  time,  and 
with  the  deep  primitive  emolitms  which 
are  out  of  the  core  of  nature.  But  her 
heart  had   been  cloven  as  by  a  wedge. 


and  she  would  not,  and  could  not,  lie  in 
his  arms,  nor  rest  her  cheek  to  his,  nor 
seek  that  haven  where  true  love  is 
fastened  like  a  nail  on  the  wall  of  that 
inn  called  home.  He  was  herself,  he 
must  be  bought  back ;  and  so,  one  night, 
while  yet  the  winter  was  on,  she  stole 
away  out  of  the  Fort,  pausing  at  his  door 
a  moment  only,  laying  her  hand  upon  it 
as  one  might  tenderly  lay  it  on  the  brow 
of  a  sick  sleeper.  Then  she  stepped  away 
out  on  the  plains,  pointing  her  course  by 
the  moon,  for  the  Mount  of  Lost  Winters 
and  the  Tent  of  the  Purple  Mat. 

When  the  people  of  the  Fort  waked, 
and  it  was  found  that  she  was  gone,  search 
parties  sallied  out,  but  returned  as  they 
went  after  many  days.  And  at  last,  because 
Ambroise  suffered  as  one  ground  between 
rolling  stones,  even  the  preacher  and  the 
father  of  the  girl  relented  towards  him. 
After  some  weeks  there  came  word  through 
a  wandering  tribe  that  the  body  of  a  gul 
had  been  found  on  the  Child  o'  Sin  River, 
and  black  pelts  were  hung  as  mourning  on 
the  lodges  and  houses  and  walls  of  the 
Fort,  and  the  father  shut  himself  in  his 
room,  admitting  no  one.  Still,  they 
mourned  without  great  cause. 

]3ut,  if  the  girl  had  taken  the  sins  of 
Ambroise  with  her,  she  had  left  him 
beside  that  soft  flowing  river  of  her  good- 
ness, and  the  savour  of  the  herbs  on  its 
banks  was  to  him  like  the  sun  on  a  patch 
of  pennyroyal,  bringing  medicine  to  the 
sick  body  through  the  nostrils.  So  one 
morning,  after  many  months,  having  crept 
from  the  covert  of  remorse,  he  took  a 
guide  to  start  him  in  the  right  trail,  and 
l)egan  his  journey  to  the  Valley,  whither 
she  had  gone  before  him,  though  he  knew 
it  not.  From  the  moment  that  his  guide 
left  him  dangers  beset  him,  and  those 
spirits  calhul  the  INIockers,  which  arc 
the  evil  deeds  of  a  man  crying  to 
Heaven,  came?  crying  about  him  from  the 
dead  white  trees,  breathing  through  the 
powdery  air,  whistling  down  *  the  moon- 
light :  so  that  to  ( heer  him  he  called  out 
again  and  again,  like  any  heathen — 

Ktvpcr,  ()  Keeper  of  the  Kimash  Hills! 

1  ;un  as  .1  do*,'  in  the  North  Sea, 
I  am  as  a  bat  iti  a  cave. 

As  a  li/.ml  am  I  on  a  prison  wall, 
As  a  tent  uilh  no  jn)le. 

As  a  hird  with  one  winj^ ; 
I  am  as  a  seal  in  the  <le>ert, 

I  am  as  a  wihl  horse  alone. 
O  Scarlet  Hunter  of  the  Kimash  Hills! 

Thou  hast  an  ami  like  a  shoot  in  jj  star, 
Thou  hast  an  eve  like  the  North  Skv  fires, 

Thou  hast  a  |M)uch  for  the  hun^', 
Tliou  hast  a  tent  for  the  lost  : 

Hear  me,  O  Kco])er  of  the  Kimash  Hills! 
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"SHEBAU,  WHV  HAST  THUli  COME  UEKE  ? 
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And  whether  or  not  this  availed  him, 
who  can  tell  ?  There  be  many  names  of 
the  One  Thing,  and  the  human  soul  hath 
the  same  north  and  south,  if  there  be  any 
north  and  south  and  east  and  west,  save  in 
the  words  of  men.  But  something  availed, 
and  one  day  a  footworn  traveller,  entering 
the  Valley  at  the  southmost  corner,  laid  his 
cap  and  bag,  moccasins,  bow  and  arrow, 
and  an  iron  weapon  away  in  a  hollow  log, 
seeing  not  that  there  were  also  another 
bag  and  cap,  and  a  pair  of  moccasins 
there.  Then,  barefooted  and  bareheaded, 
he  marched  slowly  up  the  Valley,  and  all 
its  loveliness  smote  him  as  a  red  iron  is 
buffeted  at  the  forge ;  and  an  exquisite 
agony  coursed  through  his  veins,  so  that 
he  cried  out,  hiding  his  face.  And  yet  he 
needs  must  look  and  look,  all  his  sight 
aching  with  this  perfection,  never  over- 
powering him,  but  keeping  him  ever  in  the 
relish  of  his  torture. 

At  last  he  came  to  the  door  of  the  Tent 
in  the  late  evening,  and,  intent  not  only  to 
buy  back'  the  soul  he  had  marketed — for 
the  sake  of  the  memory  of  the  woman,  and 
believing  that  none  would  die  for  him  and 
that  he  must  die  for  himself — he  lifted  the 
curtain  and  entered.  Then  he  gave  a 
great  cry,  for  there  she  lay  asleep,  face 
downward,  her  forehead  on  the  Purple 
Mat. 

"  Sherah  !  Sherah  !  "  he  cried,  dropping 
on  his  knees  beside  her  and  lifting  up  her 
head. 

"  Ambroise  !  "  she  called  out  faintly,  her 
pale  face  drawing  away  from  his  breast. 

**  Sherah,  whv  hast  th(ju  come  here  .-' " 
he  said.     '•  Thou  !  thou  !  " 

*'  To  buv  back  mv  soul,  Aml)roise.  And 
this  is  the  last  day  of  the  yrar  tliat  I  have 
spent   here.      Oh,    why,    why    didst   thou 


come  }  To-morrow  all  should  have  been 
well ! " 

**  1  o  buy  back  thy  soul— thou  didst  no 
wrong  I  *' 

But  at  that  moment  their  eyes  drew 
close,  and  changed,  and  he  understood. 

**  For  me  !     For  me  1 "  he  whispered. 

**  Nay,  for  me  !  "  she  replied. 

Then  they  noticed  that  the  Purple  Mat 
on  which  they  knelt  was  red  under  their 
knees,  and  a  goodly  light  shone  through 
the  Tent,  not  of  the  day  or  night.  And  as 
they  looked  amazed,  the  curtain  of  the 
Tent  drew  open,  and  one  entered,  clothed 
in  red  from  head  to  foot ;  and  they  knew 
him  to  be  the  Scarlet  Hunter,  the  lover  of 
the  lost,  the  Keeper  of  the  Kimash  Hills. 

Looking  at  them  steadfastly  he  said  to 
Sherah  :  '*  Thou  hast  prevailed.  To-night, 
at  the  setting  of  the  sun,  an  old  man  died 
in  Syria  who  uttered  thy  name  as  in  a 
dream  when  he  passed.  The  soul  of 
Ambroise  hath  been  bought  back  bv 
thee." 

Then  he  spoke  to  Ambroise.  **  Because 
thy  spirit  was  willing,  and  for  the  woman's 
sake  thou  shalt  have  peace ;  but  this  year 
which  she  has  spent  for  thee  shall  be  taken 
from  thv  life,  and  added  to  hers.  Come, 
and  I  will  start  ye  on  the  swift  trail  to  your 
own  country,  and  ye  siiall  come  here  no 
more." 

As  they  rose,  obeying  him,  they  saw  that 
the  retl  of  the  Mat  had  gone  a  perfect 
white,  and  they  knew  not  what  to  think, 
for  thev  had  acted  after  the  manner  of  the 
heathen  ;  but  that  night,  as  they  travelled 
with  joy  towards  that  Inn  called  Home, 
down  at  the  Fort,  a  preacher  with  rude 
noise  cried  to  those  who  would  hear  him  : 
"  Thoui^h  your  sins  he  as  scarlet  they  shall 
become  whiter  than  sncrw^ 
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A  PUFF  ofc  smoke  rose  from  the 
jtK  coppice :  then  down  the  wind  came 
the  olunt  report  of  a  musket.  Another 
and  another  followed,  and  for  a  moment 
or  two  a  sharp  skirmish  seemed  imminent. 
But  the  noise  died  away  almost  as  sud- 
denly as  it  had  arisen,  and  only  the  lowing 
of  the  cattle  as  they  jogged  home  for 
milking  disturbed  the  quiet  eventide. 

••A  false  alarm.  General." 

"  Not  so,  Eversleigh.  Fear-the-Ix)rd 
Foote  is  not  the  man  to  throw  away  powder 
and  shot.  Trust  me  he  has  done  his 
work,  else  had  there  been  more  firing. 
See  yonder,  they  are  bringing  in  the 
prisoners.  Without  doubt  you  were  right 
in  your  surmise ;  they  must  indeed  be  spies 
froiD  Oxford  town.  Are  our  men  safe  ? 
Count  them,  your  eyes  are  younger  than 
mine.     The  enemy  fired  twice.    I  take  it." 

••  Sergeant  Foote  I  can  make  out," 
rejoined  Eversleigh,  "  our  three  file,  and 
one  prisoner.  His  companion  hath  fallen, 
it  would  seem." 

**  So  be  it.  It  means  one  halter  the  less 
to-morrow;  or  a  smaller  platoon.  Thereby 
we  save  hemp  and  ammunition.  What  is 
the  prisoner's  condition,  think  you,  P'.vers- 
leigh  ?  " 

**  He  is  of  gentle  bearing.  General,  if 
mine  eyes  deceive  me  not." 

"  Pity !  I  love  not  to  butcher  English 
gentlemen,  Eversleigh,  nor  commoners, 
for  that  matter.    This  game  costs  me  dear. 

Would  to  God  it  had  never Hark  ye, 

Eversleigh.  Do  you  receive  the  prisoner 
and  bring  him  to  me  within.  If  he  give 
no  clear  account  of  himself,  there  need  be 
small  trouble  with  him.  Colonel  Go-in- 
Peace  Jenkinson  and  I  will  hv.  sufllcient 
court-martial." 

General  Cromwell  turned  abruptly  and 
strode  back  to  the  house  where  he  had 
his  temporary  quarters,  while  Eversleigh 
awaited  the  prisoner  with  a  preoccupied 
air.  The  wind  was  from  the  citv,  and  he 
fancied  he  could  catch  the  chimes  of  his 
old  college  borne  faintly  on  the  light  airs. 
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But  the  distance  was  such  that  he  decided 
it  must  be  a  trick  of  the  imagination. 

The  appearance  of  Sergeant  Foote,  with 
his  three  file  and  his  quarry,  round  a  corner 
of  the  village  street  dispelled  his  dreams 
of  old  days  and  old  faces.  Eversleigh 
drew  his  sword,  which  burned  red  in  the 
sunset,  and  advanced  to  meet  the  party 
with  an  air  inflexibly  official. 

The  Sergeant  made  his  report  with 
solemnity  and  point.  The  prisoner  and  a 
companion  had  been  intercepted  according 
to  orders.  The  companion  was  shot 
dead  and  left  in  the  field.  The  one 
had  been  taken  and  the  other  left,  said 
the  Scriptural  Sergeant.  Dispatches 
and  papers  had  been  found  on  the 
prisoner.  These  Sergeant  Foote  handed 
to  his  superior. 

Eversleigh  and  the  prisoner  looked  hard 
at  each  other.  Neither  spoke  for  a  moment. 
Then  the  soldier  of  the  Parliament  said 
curtly,  **  Follow  me  ;  General  Cromwell  is 
within,  and  would  speak  with  you." 

The  party  defiled  into  the  house  where 
the  Chief  awaited  them.  At  a  table  in  a 
low-roofed  chamber  sat  Cromwell  and 
Jenkinson,  an  ominous  red  glow  from  the 
setting  sun  falling  on  their  faces.  But 
even  the  rich  colour  of  the  sunset  could  not 
disguise  the  terrible  pallor  that  had  found 
lodgment  in  Eversleigh's  cheek.  The 
prisoner  was  the  most  indifferent  of  the 
group.  Like  a  true  soldier  of  fortune,  he 
was  prepared  for  any  death  provided  it 
was  honourable.  P^ven  hanging  at  an 
enemy*s  hands  would  be  no  real  disgrace, 
and  hanging  he  certainly  expected.  The 
proceedings  were  brief  enough.  Cromwell 
asked  the  prisoner  his  name  and  rank, 
and  then  looked  through  the  papers  found 
upon  him.  His  examination  over,  he 
said  :  **  Roger  de  Lisle,  Captain  in  Charles 
Stewart's  si^nice,  how  comes  it  that  you, 
a  bearer  of  dispatches  for  persons  of 
condition  in  London,  should  be  found  at 
W^-tham  village  ?  It  scarce  lies  on  vour 
road." 
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**  My  errand  here,  Sir,  was  a  private  one." 

**  Doubtless,  doubtless,"  returned  Crom- 
well drily.  **  And  did  Charles  Stewart 
sanction  this  roundabout  course  ?  " 

**  In  time  of  war,"  the  prisoner  replied, 
"direct  roads  are  not  always  chosen." 

"That  is  scarce  an  answer  to  my 
question." 

"Then,  Sir,  my  presence  near  this 
place  was  not  immediately  sanctioned  by 
the  King.  It  was,  as  I  said,  a  private 
matter  that  brought  me.  I  sought  to  visit 
one  dear  to  me." 

"  Young  man,  young  man,"  Cromwell 
returned  gravely,  '*  your  position  is  not 
such  that  lying  will  advantage  it  either 
for  this  world  or  the  next.  Vet  I  am 
willing  to  show  such  mercy  as  I  can.  Do 
but  give  me  a  clear  account  of  your  errand 
here,  name  the  person  you  sought  to  visit, 
and  detention  is  all  that  vou  will  suffer. 
Satisfy  me  that  your  errand  was  to  no 
person  of  dishonest  political  repute,  and 
your  life  is  safe." 

The  prisoner  declined  to  reply,  stating 
that  no  explanation  could  advantage  his 
case. 

Cromwell  would  have  pressed  him,  but 
Jenkinson's  harsh  tones  broke  in  :  "  So 
please  you.  General,  I  for  one  need  no 
further  evidence.  Never  was  man  more 
clearly  declared  a  spy.  If  you  are  likewise 
satisfied,  let  us  have  done." 

"So  be  it,"  said  Cromwell  after  a 
moment's  thought.  Then  he  sentenced 
de  Lisle  to  be  hanged  next  morning  as  a 
spy. 

The  prisoner  was  immediately  removed, 
and  Eversleigh,  lingering  behind,  begged 
Cromwell  to  grant  him  a  moment's  private 
talk.  The  request  was  granted,  and  Jenkin- 
son,  at  a  signal  from  his  chief,  retired, 
leaving  the  two  alone  together. 

The  moment  Eversleigh  had  craved 
became  a  round  hour,  then  two,  and  still 
Sergeant  Foote's  attentive  ear,  pressed 
close  to  the  door-chink,  could  catch  the 
sound  of  a  pleading  wncc  resolutely 
opposed  by  sterner  tones.  At  length  the 
parley  ended,  and  when  the  door  opened 
Sergeant  Foote  was  standing  a  few  paces 
along  the  passage,  his  figure  bolt  upright, 
his  musket  at  the  order — the  picture  of  a 
discreet  sentinel. 

"  Your  first  request,"  the  (General  said 
at  parting,  "  I  cannot  grant ;  but  the  other 
I  may.  Life  it  is  not  mine  to  give  to  a 
spy ;  I  may,  however,  choose  the  means 
of  death.  Be  good  enough  to  summ(;n 
Sergeant  Foote."  Eversleigh  left  the  room 
and  motioned  to  the  excellent  inferior 
officer  to  pass  within. 


"Sergeant,"  said  the  Chief,  "you  will 
shoot  that  young  man  and  not  hang 
him." 

Fear-the- Lord  Foote  saluted  and  left 
the  chamber  mumbling  his  discontent.  "  It 
was  meet,"  he  growled,  "  that  a  youth  who 
had  set  his  feet  in  slippery  places  should 
be  left  at  last  with  no  foothold  at  all.  It 
would  be  a  manifest  s}Tnbol  and  sign  of  his 
misdoing  and  its  deserts."  So  grumbling 
the  Sergeant  retired  to  his  comrades,  who 
found  him  more  than  ordinarily  morose 
that  night,  and  were  sorely  mystified  at 
hearing  him  repeatedly  mutter,  "  High  as 
Haman,  high  as  Haman,  had  I  but  had 
my  will."  They  found  the  solution,  how- 
ever, when  a  little  later  he  gruflfly  gave 
orders  for  a  platoon  to  be  in  readiness 
next  morning. 

Meanwhile  Eversleigh  sought  the  con- 
demned man.  Each  looked  the  other  full 
in  the  face  with  a  long  questioning  gaze. 
Then  thev  clasped  hands. 

"  Roger." 

"  Francis." 

"  The  General  allows  us  but  fifteen 
minutes.  Hark  !  "  (as  he  spoke  he  assumed 
an  eager  listening  attitude)  "  know  you 
those  tones,  that  *  most  tunable  and 
melodious  ring  of  bells,'  as  they  are  called 
in  the  record  we  used  to  pore  over  together 
in  the  old  days  at  Magdalen  ?  It  seems 
incredible  that  we  should  hear  them  at 
this  distance  ;  yet  hark  !  " 

"  Right  well  I  hear  them,  Francis. 
What  memories  they  recall !  " 

They  listened  for  a  few  seconds  with 
straining  ears  to  the  familiar  bell-notes. 
Perhaps  it  was  that  the  wind  set  that  way 
and  enabled  them  to  catch  the  sounds ; 
more  likely  it  was  the  overstrung  sensibility 
of  the  two  listeners  that  made  them  hear 
the  notes  tlu\v  knew  and  loved  so  well. 

"  Fifteen  minutes,"  said  P^-ersleigh  ;  "  at 
the  next  chime  we  must  part." 

Still  clasping  each  other's  hands  the 
friends  sat  down  together,  very  close,  the 
(lark  Cavalier  love  -  locks  contrasting 
strongly  with  the  Roundhead's  fair,  crisp 
hair,  that  did  its  best  to  curl  despite  its 
close  crop. 

For  a  little  neither  spoke,  then  Evers- 
leigh continued  :  "  Roger,  I  am  stricken 
to  the  heart  by  this  mischance,  for  it  was  I 
that  saw  you  and  your  companion  skirting 
the  wood  and  had  ycni  pursued.  Would 
that  I  had  kncns  n  who  it  was !  Then, 
King's  man  or  none,  you  had  gone  free 
for  me." 

"  Mention  it  not,  PVancis ;  it  is  the 
fortune  of  war." 

"  Yet  none  the  less  hard  for  me,  Roger. 
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But  hadst  thou  no  explanation  to  offer  of 
thy  presence  here  ?  The  General  is  no 
wanton  butcher.  He  is  ready  to  hear  any 
plea  in  reason." 

**  I  had  none  to  offer,  Francis,  that  would 
not  have  caused  deeper  mischief." 

**  How  so,  Roger  ?  " 

**  That  I  may  not  tell  you  now.  One 
day  you  may  know." 

**  So  be  it,  Roger ;  but  this  is  a  fearful 
hour  for  me.  That  I  should  have  brought 
the  sorrow  of  thy  death  on  Amy  Vivian  !  " 

**  Name  her  not  now,  Francis,  I  entreat 
thee.  To  you  I  commend  her ;  none  is 
worthier  the  charge  or  has  better  right." 

**  Not  so,  Roger  ;  not  so.  That  dream 
of  mine  is  over — but  ah  !  our  time  is  up." 
Again  they  caught  the  faint  beil-music 
floating  through  the  night,  as  Colonel 
Jenkinson  came  in  to  separate  the  friends. 
He  briefly  informed  de  Lisle  of  the  change 
in  his  sentence. 

"I -owe  this  to  your  good  offices,  Francis. 
My  hearty  thanks,  old  friend.  It  may  be 
a  small  matter,  but  a  soldier's  death  is 
indeed  preferable  to  a  dog's." 

**  Have  done,  gentlemen,  have  done. 
The  time  has  expired,"  Jenkinson  grated 
out. 

So  with  a  fervent  hand-clasp  they  parted. 

"  Shall  you  he  there  to-morrow,  Francis  ?" 
de  Lisle  queried  as  the  other  crossed  the 
threshold. 

"Assuredly,  Roger.  I  shall  bear  you 
company  as  far  as  may  be." 

The  door  closed,  and  Roger  de  Lisle 
sat  down  to  complete  certain  letters  it 
behoved  him  to  write.  When  his  task  was 
ended  he  threw  himself  on  the  bed  and 
slept  calmly  till  daybreak. 

«  «  «  « 

The  morning  rose  fresh  and  peaceful. 
One  jarring  note,  however,  struck  through 
its  harmony,  and  that  was  the  voice 
of  Sergeant  Foote,  who  was  furbishing 
his  accoutrements  in  an  outhouse  and 
regaling  himself  the  while  with  a  psalm 
appropriate  to  the  melancholy  duties  of 
the  day.  Every  now  and  then  he  inter- 
rupted his  work  and  his  canticle  to  gaze 
with  lingering  fondness  upon  a  coil  of  rope 
that  dangled  from  a  rafter.  It  was  an 
admirable  piece  of  hemp,  he  sighed,  and 
would  have  suited  the  young  malignant's 
delicate  throat  to  a  nicety :  thus  fitly 
showing  forth  the  end  appropriate  to  a 
neck  that  gay  and  godless  Court  wenches 
must  ofttimes  have  encircled  in  embraces 
perilous  to  the  soul.  Thus  he  mused,  and 
then  with  a  groan  the  psalmody  would  be 
resumed. 

Eight  o'clock  found  the  firing  party  in 


position,  surrounded  by  a  gaping  crowd  of 
villagers.  Eversleigh  and  Jenkinson  were 
on  the  ground;  the  General  did  not 
attend.  Eversleigh  paced  nervously  up 
and  down  till  de  Lisle,  escorted  by 
Sergeant  Foote  and  four  file,  came  from  the 
house  where  the  prisoner  had  spent  the 
night.  Then  the  friends  conversed  for  a 
moment,  and  Roger  was  informed  that  the 
party  would  not  give  fire  until  he  himself 
gave  the  signal  by  letting  fall  his  handker- 
chief. He  refused  to  have  his  eyes  bound. 
**  I  have  looked  a  musket  in  the  muzzle 
ere  now,  Frank,"  he  said  with  a  gay  laugh. 
"It  is  no  new  experience,  as  the  rope 
would  have  been.  In  the  latter  case,  for 
the  comfort  of  all  parties,  I  should  have 
consented  to  the  napkin." 

They  embraced,  and  Eversleigh  with- 
drew to  the  rear  of  the  musketeers.  As 
he  passed.  Sergeant  Foote  observed  that 
he  held  a  pistol  in  his  hand,  and  marvelled 
greatly  thereat. 

Once  again  the  faint  chime  of  bells  was 
borne  from  the  city,  though  none  heard 
it  save  the  two  men  whose  senses  were 
so  strangely  sharpened  by  trial  and  the 
near  prospect  of  death.  On  the  instant 
de  Lisle's  kerchief  fell. 

As  the  smoke  drifted  awav  in  broad 
patches  a  single  pistol-shot  startled  the 
onlookers.  Another  corpse  lay  on  the 
grass,  this  time  behind  the  firing -party. 
Eversleigh  had  joined  his  friend. 

A  scream  followed,  and  a  woman, 
rushing  forward,  flung  herself  across  the 
breast  of  the  dead  soldier  of  the  Parlia- 
ment. When  the  villagers  raised  her  they 
found  her  lifeless. 

«  4^  4^  4^ 

Two  hours  later  Cjeneral  Cromwell  sat 
alone  moodily  revolving  the  events  of  the 
morning.  A  knock  came  to  the  door,  and 
Foote  entered  with  a  letter  that  de  Lisle 
had  left  for  Eversleigh,  to  be  delivered 
when  all  was  over. 

The  General  took  the  packet  and  ordered 
the  Sergeant  to  withdraw.  After  a  moment's 
hesitation  he  opened  the  letter  and  read 
the  contents.  The  first  few  lines  he 
glanced  at  carelessly,  for  they  gave  him  no 
light  on  the  recent  mysterious  events,  but 
in  a  few  seconds  his  interest  was  aroused, 
and  he  read  eagerly,  as  one  athirst. 

"  Trust  me,  dear  Frank,"  wrote  de 
Lisle,  **  it  was  on  no  spy's  errand  I  came 
hither  to  Wytham.  Amy  Vivian  is  in 
hiding  at  the  Priory  with  her  cousins,  who 
are  staunch  Parliament  folk  save  in  respect 
of  loyalty  to  her.  Royalist  plotter  though 
she  be.  I  desired  to  see  her  and  know  my 
fate  (you  know  how  I  adored  her),  and  on 
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volunteering  to  bear  those  dispatches  I 
found  my  opportunity.  She  saw  me  and 
heard  me,  but  rejected  my  suit,  for  'tis 
none  but  thee  that  she  loves,  old  friend. 
rhis  much,  at  my  urgent  asking,  she  con- 
fessed to  me.  It  was  but  a  woman's  whim 
to  try  thee  that  made  her  seemingly  cold 
to  thee.  She  feigned  scorn  but  to  prove 
thee,  and  her  repentance  is  veri-  deep. 
She  is  hopeless  of  ever  regaining  thee,  and 
says  her  punishment  is  just. 

"  Take  her,  as  soon  as  mav  be,  when  this 
hateful  strife  is  ended,  'l  would  thou 
couldst  procure  her  a  safe  -  conduct  to 
France:  but  that,  I  fear,  is  impossible. 
Your  (leneral  loves  her  not,  since  she 
effected  her  father's  escape  :  therefore  my 
tongue  was  tied  in  the  matter  of  my  errand 


here.  All  this  I  would  fain  have  told  thee, 
but  our  time  together  was  brief,  and  my 
tongue  in  no  way  ready,  through  overmuch 

emotion.  Fret  not  thyself  for  causing  my 
arrest.  You  but  did  your  duty.  Farewell  ! 
Thine  even  in  death, — Roger." 

Enclosed  was  anote  to  Amy  Vivian,  which 
Cromwell  destroyed  unread.  For  long  the 
General  remained  wrapped  in  deep  thought. 
Then,  laying  aside  the  letter,  he  drew  a 
document  from  a  portfolio  and  glanced  at 
it.  It  was  a  commission  newly  signed. 
Slowly  he  tore  it  in  shreds,  muttering  as 
he  did  so.  "Ah!  the  pity  of  it!  the  pity 
of  it !  The  lad  was  a  fine  soldier,  and 
to-morrow  we  should  have  made  him  a 
t'olonel.  Truly  the  ways  of  Providence 
are  inscrutable !" 


PRINCE     VON     BISMARCK. 


By  H 


B 


WITHIN  the  recollection  of  men, 
and  probably  also  within  the 
knowledge  of  the  most  painstaking  his- 
torian, no  statesman  has  received  such 
world-wide  recognition  of  his  services  and 
achievements  as  Otto,  Prince  von  Bis- 
marck, upon  the  occasion  of  his  eightieth 
birthday  in  the  year  of  grace  1895.  The 
demonstrative  acts  of  congratulation  may 
be  said  to  have  commenced  in  right  earnest 
well  within  a  week  of  the  birthday,  though 
the  preparations — hardly  less  demonstrative 
and  sensational  than  the  stupendous  out- 
come of  it  all — were  in  full  swing,  and  as 
fully  reported  by  the  combined  aid  of 
telephone,  telegraph,  ink,  and  print, 
throughout  the  civilised  world,  quite  a 
month  before  the  memorable  event. 

In  his  **  Sturm  und  Drang "  period, 
which  may  be  said  to  have  begun  with  the 
moment  he  entered  the  service  of  the 
State,  and  to  have  ended  only  on  the  day 
of  reconciliation  with  his  Sovereign,  Prince 
Bismarck  frequently  expressed  and  proved 
his  contempt  for  the  tribe  of  "  ink- 
slingers."  If  an}thing  could  obliterate 
this  sentiment,  the  very  handsome  and 
generous  way  in  which  those  despised  **  ink- 
slingers"  have  now  requited  his  enmity, 
and,  let  us  say,  injustice,  should  go  a  long 
way  to  effect  the  cure.  English  journalists, 
at  least,  have  not  exhibited  any  resentment 
for  former  snubs.  No  jarring  note  has 
been  struck  in  all  the  lengthy  messages 
which  were  flashed  across,  recording  faith- 
fully the  exuberance  of  enthusiasm  pre- 
vailing throughout  Germany,  and  relating 
personal  details  to  an  extent  which  might 
have  satisfied  the  proudest  and  vainest  of 
men.  Nor  can  he  complain  of  any  lack  of 
attention  or  generosit}'  in  the  way  of  leaders. 
One  birthday  leader  is  generally  considered 
sufficient  for  the  greatest  sovereign, 
or  even  statesman.  Prince  Bismarck 
has  received  from  most  of  the  great  dailies 
at  least  three  such  weighty  articles — that 
is,  before,  on,  and  after  the  event.  The, 
cavalier  refusal  of  the  majority  of  the 
Reichstag — "the  notorious  163"  as  it  is 
now  termed — formed  the  only  unpleasant 
feature  in  the  devotional  festivities ;  and, 


though  the  Emperor  forthwith  endeavoured 
to  counteract  the  effect  by  a  message 
expressing  his  indignant  protest  and  that 
of  the  nation  at  large,  I  have  reason  to 
believe  that  the  shot  went  home,  that 
the  sting  remained,  and  that  the  imperial 
message,  even  when  it  had  been  backed 
by  expressions  of  approval  from  all  parts  of 
the  Empire,  acted  only  as  a  palliative  on 
the  proud  mind  of  the  ex-Chancellor,  who 
never  could  brook  criticism  of  any  kind, 
much  less  an  open  insult. 

I  think,  by  the  way,  that  this  generous 
act  on  the  part  of  the  Emperor  has  hardly 
been  sufficiently  appreciated  at  large.  .  It 
should  be  remembered  that  Prince  Bis- 
marck not  only  parted  in  anger  from  his 
sovereign  when  the  latter  accepted  his 
resignation,  but  persisted  in  acts  of  the 
gravest  provocation  towards  his  liege  long 
after,  as  well  as  before,  his  enforced 
retirement.  It  was  one  thing  to  forgive 
his  eminent  subject  these  transgressions, 
sometimes  deliberately  aimed  to  thwart 
the  imperial  will,  occasionally  mere  exhi- 
bitions of  gross  ill-temper ;  but  it  was 
quite  another  matter  for  the  sovereign  to 
go  out  of  his  way,  after  he  had  succeeded 
in  setting  himself  right  in  the  eyes  of  the 
nation  by  effecting  the  reconciliation, 
spontaneously  to  take  the  cudgels  up  in 
behalf  of  his  aged  ser\'ant  against  the 
majority  of  the  elected  representatives  of 
the  people.  This  proves  a  loftiness  of 
mind  which  Prince  Bismarck  has  never 
aspired  to,  neither  in  his  relations  with  his 
sovereigns  nor  in  his  dealings  with 
mortals  of  less  exalted  rank.  It  also 
proves  that  the  Emperor  has  fully  mastered 
the  difficult  art  of  gauging  public  opinion. 

It  were  impossible,  indeed  ludicrous,  to 
attempt  to  give  anything  but  the  slightest 
character  sketch  of  the  mighty  recluse  of 
Friedrichsruh  within  the  limited  space  of  a 
magazine  article.  Even  a  lightning  sketch 
is  no  easy  matter,  in  view  of  the  mass  of 
excellent  comments  which  has  flooded  the 
columns  of  the  Press  on  the  subject  for  the 
greater  part  of  a  month.  Bismarck's 
career  belongs  to  histor}' — and  historians 
will  no  doubt  in  due  time  apply  the  fierce 
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search-light  of  criticism  to  every  stage  and 
act    of    his    life.     I    propose    to  confine 
myself  to  citing  a  few  facts  which  have 
come  within  my  personal  knowledge. 
In  the  early  summer  of  1866  a  goodly 


It  was  Moitkc,  whose  assurance  that  there 
would  be  no  difficulty  in  defeating  the 
Austrian s  was  accepted  absolutely  by 
Bismarck.  Who  took  the  lion's  share  of 
credit  for  the  result  of  the  camj>aign — I'.i., 
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crowd  Has  assembled  at  the  railway  station 
of  the  town  of  Gorlilz,  in  Silesia,  to  see 
the  King  of  Prussia  pass  through  on  his 
way  to  the  front  to  assume  the  command 
of  his  army  against  Austria,  On  the 
arrival  of  the  train,  his  Majesty  was  cheered 
with  the  utmost  fervour  until  he  disappeared 
in  the  royal  waiting-room.  In  his  suite 
was  then  descried  the  famous  Minister  von 
Bismarck,  but  the  crowd  made  way  for  him 
in  silence.  A  boy,  indeed,  called  out  from 
the  balcony  of  the  station,  "  Bismarck 
hoch  !  "  but  the  "  Hoch  "  was  half 
stifled  as  he  caught  the  glare  from  about 
five  thousand  upturned  angry  faces,  and 
there  was  no  response.  Bismarck  seemed 
rather  amused  than  annoyed,  and  smiled 
cynically.  The  thought  was  probably  in 
his  mind,  "It  will  be  different  when  we 
return."  And  he  was  right.  But  what 
gave  Bismarck  that  confidence,  which  was 
shared  only  in  part  even  by  the   King? 


for  Prussia's  advancement  ?  Bismarck.  He 
grudged  the  Crown  Prince  and  the  Red 
Prince  their  hard-won  laurels,  and  took  no 
pains  to  conceal  his  dislike  for  them. 
Moltke  was  scarcely  mentioned.  When 
the  Franco-German  War  broke  out,  there 
was  no  man  in  Germany  more  confident 
of  the  result  than  Bismarck.  And  why  ? 
Because  Moltke  had  assured  him  in 
his  quiet  way  that  the  German  army 
was,  and  that  the  French  was  not. 
prepared.  Who  took,  again,  the  liofl's 
share  of  credit  for  the  result  of  the 
campaign — the  creation  of  the  German 
Empire  .-'  Why,  Bismarck  !  And  he  has 
never  ceased  since,  by  word  of  mouth, 
by  writing,  and  through  his  organs  in 
print,  to  impress  the  German  nation  and 
the  world  at  large :  "  It  is  I  to  whom 
this  is  due.  I  am  beholden,  of  course,  to  my 
good  old  master  for  not  having  opposed 
me,    whereby    I    was    enabled    to    cany 
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through  my  Ion R-concei veil  magnificent 
schemt;,  and  I  am  also  quite  willing  to 
acknowledge  that  I  could  not  have  doiK 
so  without  the  efficiency  of  the  army." 
The  splendid  services  of  the  frown 
Prince  and  Red  Prince,  however,  were 
ignored.  Thi^se  Princes  had  again  given 
offence  to  the  old  egotist  hv  their  achieve- 
ments on  the  haltle-iield  and  their  con- 
sequent iioiJiilarity,  and  it  may  he  said 
without  exaggeratiim  that  one  at  least  Has 
pursued  lieyund  the  grave  hy  liismarek's 


liismarck,  lias  umloubtedly  marred  at  the 
council-table.  For  is  it  not  wonderful 
that  scarcely  live  years  after  France  had 
apparently  been  crushed  in  the  most  com- 
plete manner  possible,  there  should  have 
arisen  anew  the  spectre  of  war  beyond 
the  Vdsges,  and  threatened  Germany? — 
threatened  it  so  gravely,  indeed,  that  the 
<)rder  for  mobilising  the  army  had  actually 
been  signed  hy  the  old  Kmperor  with 
reluctant  hand,  when  at  the  last  moment 
wiser  counsel    prevailed   in    France,    and 
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implacaWe  hatred.  And  Moltke ,-  He 
was  honoured  by  the  olii  Ivmperor  0|>enly 
to  the  full,  and  in  his  Majesty's  heart, 
perhaps,  niorc  than  any  other  man  ali\'e.  Fie 
was  acclaimed  by  the  army  and  the  people, 
and — madeuseof  by  Bismarck  whenever  the 
latter  required  his  sage  counsel  and  assist- 
ance iu  Parliament.  But  no  public  acknow- 
ledgment has  Bismarck  ever  given  to  the 
really  greatest  German  of  this  eenturj-  of 
bogus  reputations.  In  all  his  lengthy  birth- 
day speeches  one  searches  in  vain  for  even  a 
slight  allusion  to  the  unrivalled  services  of 
the  Grand  Old  Silent  One,  whose  stupend- 
ous successes  in  the   field  he,  the  great 


oflhf  -v.yal  Casll,: 

prevented  a  renewal  of  the  struggle.  What 
has  happened  ever  since  }  Why,  e\'eiy 
year  we  are  impressively  reminded  that  the 
danger  is  still  there,  and  must  be  followed 
by  disaster  if  the  fighting  forces  of 
(jermany  be  n()t  increased  forthwith.  If 
this  long-continued  insecurity,  this  con- 
.stant  thn'Ut  of  invasion,  is  not  Bismarck's 
fault,  I  should  like  to  know  who  else  coald 
possiiilybe  made  responsible.  To  create  an 
empire  is  one  thing — for  the  sake  of  argu- 
ment 1  will  admit  that  Bismarck  did  it  all  by 
himself — to  secure  its  safety  is  another. 
Has  Bismarck  done  the  latter  .^  If  not,  why 
not  ?      Have   a  quarter   of  a   milliou    of 
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(Itmian  lives  been  sacrificed  only  to  pro-  expected    to     have    achieved    somctliing 

duco  a  fine  show,  which  directly  aftenvanls  worthy    of  a  reputation,   such  as  he   had 

turns  out  to  be  in  daily  danger  from  the  Uteral'ly   made   fi>r    himself,     the    reputa- 

vriy  foe  who  was  crushed  to  proiluce  it?  tion    of  the    most    far-seeing    statesman 
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I  think  when  the  historj'  of  the  German  in  Europe,  there  he    failed   in   the  most 

Empire    is   written    by   unbiassed    judges  signal  manner.     1   refer,  of  course,  to  the 

from     authentic     material,     it     will     be  terms    of   jieace    which    he    dictated    tu 

found  that    Bismarck    has    i)rotested    toe  France,     and    which     he    believed    were 

much.       Where    he    might    have     been  amply   sufficient    to   crip]>le    France    fur 
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a  generation  at  the  vcn-  least.  The 
French  imagined  at  that  time,  and  still 
hold  the  opinion,  that  Bismarck  was 
the  hard  man  who  insisted  upon  those 
annexations  in  full,  -■is  a  matter  of 
fact,  it  was  not  Bismarck,  but  Moltke, 
who  insisted  so  firmly  on  the  posses- 
sion of  Mt-tz.  The  question  of  securing 
the  strategical  defences  of  the  l-lmpire 
was  left  to  Moltke's  decision,  and  he 
remained  quietly  obdurate  while  the  man 
of  blood  and  iron  was  actually  wavering. 
It  was  Bismarck's  duty  to  exact  an 
indemnity  sufficiently  large  to  cripple  the 


with.    France    was   really   at   the   mercy 

of  the  conqueror,  whereas  Japan  had 
only  succeeded  in  seizing  a  few  outer 
defences  of  the  Chinese  Empire.  But, 
above  all,  Bismarck  had  not  to  fear  any 
intervention  on  the  part  of  other  nations, 
while  Count  Ito  had  to  face  the  opposition 
of  at  least  three  great  Powers,  each  one 
of  whom  could  put  an  end  to  Japan's 
ascendancy  without  any  very  great  effort. 
In  fact,  Bismarck,  Count  Guido  Henckel, 
and  the  late  Baron  Bleichroder  bungled 
the  settlement  of  the  French  indemnity 
between  them — at  any  rate,  as  far  as  the 
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resources  of  the  French  treasury  for  a  long 
breathing  space,  to  enable  him  to  jirovide 
for  the  security  of  the  new  Empire.  He 
fixed  an  amount  which  France  had  no 
difficulty  whatever  in  paying — in  fact,  it 
turned  out  to  be  the  merest  flea-bite. 

What  would  the  world  in  general,  and 
Japan  in  particular,  have  thought  of  Count 
Ito's  wisdom  and  capacity  if  that  states- 
man had  arranged  such  terms  of  peace  that 
Japan  would  thenceforth  have  had  to  make 
fresh  sacrifices  every  year  to  prevent  a 
renewal  of  the  struggle  ?  However,  the 
comparison  is  hardly  fair  to  Count  Ito. 
He  was  beset  with  difficulties  which  find  no 
parallel  in  Prince  Bismarck's  position  at 
the  end  of  the  war  with  France.   To  begin 


interests  of  Germany  were  concerned.  This 
is  beyond  dispute,  and  reflects  little  credit 
on  the  trio. 

So  much  for  Bismarck's  share  in  the 
creation  of  the  I'^mpire.  Now  as  to  his 
management  of  aflairs  in  the  piping  times 
of  an  insecure  peace  :  this  is  specially 
remarkable  for  the  following  events, 
incidents,  and  features. 

He  provoked  a  totally  uncalled-for, 
prolonged,  and  fiercely  waged  religious 
struggle,  misnamed  the  Kulturkampf, 
which  ended  in  the  most  complete  dis- 
comfiture of  the  Great  Chancellor.  He 
created  the  power  of  the  Socialists  by 
encouraging  them  to  organise  themselves 
into  a  Pa^iamentaiy  party.     For,  when 
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Bismarck  became  Minister-President  of 
Prussia,  the  Socialists  in  that  kingdom 
numbered  only  a  few  thousands  ;  now 
their  electors  are  counted  by  millions. 

Bismarck  had,  of  course,  not  the  faintest 
idea  that  he  was  creating  a  Frankenstein 
for  himself  and  for  the  German  monarchy. 
All  he  aimed  at  was  to  create  another  party 
for  his  use  in  the  political  kicking  game 
which  he  knew  how  to  play  with  such 
dexterous  skill  and  vigour,  a  game  in 
which  the  kicking  was  at  first  done  only 
by  himself  or  by  his  leave.  When  one 
party  displeased  him  he  used  to  set  another, 
or  more,  to  give  it  a  good  kicking.  The 
Socialists,  however,  soon  emancipated 
themselves  from  his  authority,  played  the 
game  on  their  own  account,  and  improved 
upon  its  former  methods  by  taking  the 
Chancellor  himself  for  their  butt.  Ger- 
many is  thus  indebted  to  Bismarck  for  a 
very  troublesome  and  dangerous  factor  in 
politics,  a  power  which  the  German  Parlia- 
ment is  at  present  endeavouring  to  reduce 
within  safe  limits. 

He  further  initiated  a  Colonial  policy, 
mnd,  at  his  instigation,  German  capitalists 
invested  their  money  in  territories  which 
have  thus  far  yielded  no  return,  but,  on 
the  contrary,  have  proved  a  heavy  burden 
to  the  German  taxpayer.  On  perceiving 
this  failure,  the  Chancellor  transmogrified 
himself  into  a  rabid  enemy  of  ail  Colonial 
enterprise,  and  dubbed  the  Colonial  party 
contemptuously  **  those  mad  Colonial 
Menschen."  Strange  to  say,  he  who  is 
to-day  acclaimed  by  united  Germany  as 
her  great  benefactor  and  only  statesman 
never  had  a  party  of  his  own.  He  suc- 
ceeded admirably  in  setting  everyl>ody  at 
loggerheads,  but  failed  in  all  his  efi'orts  to 
collect  however  smalla  party  who  would 
owe  him  allegiance  for  more  than  a  brief 
season.  His  support '  existed  mainly 
in  the  Emperor,  who  simply  dissolved 
Parliament  if  it  opposed  Bismarck,  and 
continued  that  course  until  Bismarck  was 
satisfied.    It  may  be  thought  extraordinary 


that  there  should  have  been,  and  should 
still  be,  a  great  difficulty  in  replacing 
Bismarck.  But  this  will  be  readily  under- 
stood when  the  fact  is  taken  into  con- 
sideration that  Bismarck  would  not  advance 
any  statesman  in  the  service  of  the  Govern- 
ment who  showed  originality  and  inde- 
pendence of  judgment.  He  tnus  managed 
to  reduce  his  colleagues,  as  well  as  the 
rising  aspirants,  to  the  merest  marionettes, 
who  simply  did  what  they  were  told,  and 
asked  no  question.  Such  able  men  and 
possible  rivals  as  Radowitz  and  Keudell 
were  sent  out  of  harm's  way — the  first  to 
Constantinople,  the  other  to  Rome. 

But  for  the  great  personality  of  the  old 
Emperor,  who  commanded  reverence  and 
confidence  not  only  in  the  German  States 
but  throughout  the  civilised  world  ;  but  for 
the  confidence  reposed  in  the  Prussian 
leaders  of  the  united  army,  the  Empire 
would  probably  not  have  been  created  at 
all.  At  any  rate,  I  doubt  whether  the 
other  German  States  would  have  so  freely 
granted  all  the  privileges  to  Prussia. 

No  fair-minded  critic  will  grudge  Bis- 
marck his  fair  share  of  praise,  but  this 
must  not  be  allowed  to  eclipse  the  great 
and  active  parts  played  by  the  old  Emperor, 
the  Crown  Prince,  Count  Moltke,  and 
others,  who  did  quite  as  much  as  Bismarck 
to  knit  and  anneal  the  great  work.  It  is 
meet  here  to  state  that,  in  the  opinion  of 
those  well  qualified  to  judge,  the  accom- 
plishment of  the  task  was  due  more  to  the 
spontaneous  outburst  of  enthusiasm  evoked 
by  the  great  victory  in  the  heart  of  every 
German  than  to  any  carefully  planned 
scheme  such  as  Bismarck  claims  to  have 
originated  years  before  the  war,  and  to 
have  brought  lo  fruition  by  the  exercise 
of  his  genius. 

For  the  views  expressed  in  this  article 
I  am,  of  course,  personally  responsible, 
although  I  believe  they  are  shared  by 
many  who  prefer  to  be  silent  in  this 
hour  of  homage  to  an  undoubtedly  great 
man. 
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WHAT  the  deuce  do  you  mean? 
What  right  haVe  you  to  meddle 
in  my  private  affairs  ?  It 's  conftiuodcd 
impertincDce 

How  can  ihat  give  you  a  right  ?  For 
all  I  know,  a  dozen  other  men  ntri^  in 
love  with  her.  You  had  your  chance,  I 
suppose,  and  made  what  you  couhl  of  it. 
That's  an  old  stor>-.  It  happens  that  / 
married  her,  and  if  any  man  ha.s  tlic 
astounding  impudence  to 

Hang  it  all,  Jameson  !  I  've  been  {)ut 
out ;  you  're  the  second  to-day — thouffh 
the  other  wai)  a  woman,  so  Rhe  ouglitii't 
to  count.  My  temper  's  rather  tlic  worse- 
for  wear ;  I  've  gone  through  a  gnud  deal 
since  you  left  England,  old  man.  Of 
course  you  meant  no  harm ;  now  you  '11 
go  about  and  say  I  'vc  turned  fire-eater. 
People  are  talking  P  Let  them  talk,  and 
be  hanged  to  them  1  On  the  whole,  1 
had  rauier  they  did ;  one  or  two  may 
reflect,  and  profit  by  my  example.  I  don't 
caie  to  use  big  words,  but  some  men,  if 
they  had  the  pluck  to  take  such  a  step, 
would  boast  of  starting  a  social  reforma- 
tion, and  that  kind  of  thing.  It'll  have 
to    come;  I    should    have    thought    you 


were  just  the  fellow  to  under- 
stand and  approve 

Well,  if  you  put  it  in  that 
way,  I  'vc  no  objection  to 
explain.  I  won't  be  dictated 
to,  that's  all.  I'm  master 
in  my  own  house,  and  if 
people  come  talking  about 
brutal  behaviour,"  and  taking  mv  wife's 
fiart  against  mc,  I  shall  cut  up  tolerably 
rough.  I  'm  well  aware  that  Jenny  wants 
people  to  pitv  her ;  who  ever  knew  the 
woman  that  didn't  ?  You  won't  like  what 
I  've  got  to  say,  but  1  can't  help  that ;  I 
didn't  begin  on  the  subject.  I  'm  a  man 
talking  about  his  wife— that  'h  to  say,  I 
sec  facts  as  facts,  and  not  through  a  mist 
of  sentiment.  You  still  think  of  women  as 
angels,  do  you  '(  It 's  an  amiable  weakness ; 
I  never  was  given  to  it  myself.  I  've  played 
the  fool  about  women,  especially  about 
Jenny;  but  something  in  my  character  has 
idways  pulled  mc  up  before  1  went  plunging 
down  a  steep  place,  like — you  know. 

Come  now ;  in  the  old  days,  when  we 
wasted  so  much  lime  over  at  Norwood,  did 
you  really  think  Jenny  the  kind  of  girl 
that  a  sensible  fellow  with  a  small  income 
would  wish  to  marn-  'f  ^'ou  can't  have 
done  .so.  Don't  boggle  over  it ;  just  say 
you  were  in  love  with  her,  and  let  that 
mean  what  it  may.  The  honest  truth  is 
that  to  me  she  seemed  about  the  last  girl 
to  make  a  good  wife  ;  but  I,  too,  was  in 
love  with  her — devilish  hard  hit,  as  I  think 
you  know.  Just  when  1  ought  to  have 
been  tagging  at  my  profession,  1  wallowed 
in  idleness — all  on  account  of  Jenny.  We 
see  the  result  now:  I'm  one  of  the  slow- 
coaches; I  can't  make  a  large  income, 
and  perhaps  I  never  shall.  No :  I  don't 
blame  her  for  that.  Wait  a  bit,  and  watch 
the  course  of  things. 
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I  wonder  a  steady-going  fellow  like  you 
could  stgind  her  ways.  You  remember  her 
once  calling  out,  **  Oh,  I  have  no  character 
to  lose "  ?  It  was  perfectly  true  ;  we 
grinned  and  joked  ;  but  if  we  had  grinned 
and  gone  away  we  should  have  acted 
more  wisely.  She  did  her  best  to  lose  her 
character  in  the  eyes  of  all  rational  people. 
She  was  having  her  fling,  and  she  went 
/us/  as  far  as  was  possible.  I  make  all 
allowances  for  her  :  a  silly  mother,  a  rascal 
of  a  father,  the  flattery  of  a  contemptible 
set  of  men  and  ,  girls  ;  but  it  doesn't  alter 
the  fact.  Her  cigarette-smoking,  her 
night  rambling,  her  talk  about  forbidden 
things — pah  !  She  wished  to  be  thought  a 
fast  girl,  and  it 's  rather  wonderful,  when 
one  comes  to  think  of  it,  that  the  limits  of 
the  possible  weren't  passed.  She  imagined 
herself  a  light  of  fashion  over  yonder. 
How  on  earth  she  got  together  such  a 
menagerie  of  friends  1  never  understood. 
To  this  day  I  have  a  suspicion  that  some 
of  the  men  one  met  there  on  Sunday  were 
shopwalkers  ;  yet  we  know  that  some  were 
no/.  The  house  mio-ht  have  been  a  decent 
house  enough,  of  its  kind  ;  Jenny  made 
it — well,  no,  vulgarity  wasn't  exactly  the 
note,  after  all.  Iler  mother  knew  how  to 
behave  herself,  and  her  scamp  of  a  father 
could  talk  like  a  gentleman.  One  didn't 
feel  exactly  ashamed  of  being  seen  there. 
The  fact  is,  society  has  got  to  be  such  a 
queer  jumble  nowadays.  How  is  one  to 
draw  lines  ? 

She  was  a  handsome  girl,  a  fine  girl, 
and  there's  no  gainsaying  it.  No  one 
could  find  vulo^aritv  in  her  face — or  in  her 
ways  either,  when  she  wasn't  acting  up  to 
her  ideas  of  fashionable  freedom.  She 
might  have  grown  up  a  very  creditable 
specimen  of  womanhood,  witli  sensible 
parents  and  good  schooling.  As  it  is,  her 
husband  has  t(j  turn  educator — well,  wait 
a  bit. 

But  for  her  father's  smash,  she  wouldn't 
have  dreamt  of  marrying  me.  Not  for  a 
moment !  She  might  have  married  you, 
if  you  hadn't  thrown  up  the  game  just  too 
soon.  She  knew  I  had  no  money  ;  1  was 
honest  enough  to  let  that  be  understood 
from  the  first.  She  didn't  particularly  like 
me — I  wasn't  her  style  of  man  ;  of  course,  I 
could  always  see  that.  Very  well,  keep  your 
own  opinion  ;  I  say  what  I  know.  If  I  'm 
to  tell  this  stor}'  at  all,  1  must  out  with  the 
blunt  facts,  never  mind  how  thev  sound. 
Jenny  married  me  because  there  seemed 
no  hope  of  marrying  anyone  else  of 
equally  good  social  position.  She  was 
fastidious ;  she  knew  a  gentleman  from  a 
gent,  and  only  tolerated  the  sham  when 


he  helped  to  fill  a  room  and  applaud  her 
comic  songs. 

I  knew  all  about  the  smash  before  it 
came  out ;  and  I  knew  the  old  roan  had 
cut  and  run  before  his  family  did.  I 
would  have  done  a  good  deal  to  save 
Jenny  from  that ;  believe  me  or  not,  as 
you  like.  I  had  a  bad  lump  in  the  throat 
when  I  thought  of  her,  and  I  was  as  far 
as  possible  from  calculating  upon  the 
change  in  her  situation.  The  truth  is,  I. 
went  to  the  other  extreme,  and  said  to 
myself  that  it  would  be  impossible  now  to 
marry  her,  even  if  she  would  have  me. 
My  prospects  had  to  be  considered ;  I  was 
feeling  a  bit  anxious  about  things,  and 
saw  the  necessity  of  keeping  in  with  a 
certain  class  of  people.  No,  I  put  Jenny 
out  of  mv  mind — or  tried  to.  And  I  felt 
glad,  old  fellow,  that  you  were  far  enough 
away,  for  I  knew  what  you  would  have 
done.  Sorry  you  didn't  get  the  news  till 
it  was  too  late  to  do  anything }  I  won't 
allow  myself  a  coarse  retort.  Never  mind ; 
the  past  is  past ;  and  you,  at  all  events, 
still  have  a  future. 

I,  too }  Heaven  only  knows.  But  I 
feel  better  this  last  week  or  two.  I  go  to 
the  office  with  an  easier  mind,  that 's 
certain. 

You  don't  want  to  hear  how  we  came  to 
be  married,  and  1  've  no  wish  to  tell  you. 
Don't  suppose  I  imply  anything  against 
Jenny.  She  was  miserable,  and  no  doubt 
I  ought  to  have  left  her  alone  till  she  had 
got  over  the  worst  of  it.  An  accident — 
it's  alwavs  the  same.  !Mv  common-sense 
failed  me  at  the  critical  moment. 

It  came  out  afterwards  that  things  were 
not  so  black  as  they  looked — for  her,  I 
mean.  She  talked  about  going  for  a 
lady's-maid,  or  a  sculler}-maid,  or  I  don't 
know  what.  Heaven  help  the  people  who 
engaged  her  in  such  capacities  1  But  she 
had  relatives  in  the  country  who  were  able 
and  willing  to  help  her ;  that 's  to  say,  she 
might  have  livec'  with  them  till  some 
rational  arrangement  could  be  made.  Her 
mother,  as  I  daresav  vou  know,  behaved 
V(.ry  batlly ;  she  was  frightened  out  of  her 
wits,  I  suppose,  and  showed  the  primitive 
selfish  instinct  without  disguise.  Jenny — 
one  of  the  thmgs  to  her  credit — never 
made  claim  to  a  share  in  what  her  mother 
had  to  live  upon.  Well,  we  won't  talk 
about  it.  It  was  a  squalid  affair,  and 
there  's  no  outliving  the  memory.  That 's 
one  reason  why  I  hope  never  to  have 
children  ;  the  ancestral  history  would  be 
an  awkward  topic. 

At  first  it  really  looked  as  if  Jenny  had 
profited  by  disaster — though,  by  the  way. 
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did  you  ever  know  anyone  who  did  ?  I 
told  her  plainly  that  I  had  a  very  small 
income,  and  little  hope  of  its  increasing 
for  some  time  to  come ;  she  professed  her- 
self quite  content.  Then  I  put  it  to  her : 
Wouldn't  it  be  wise  to  establish  ourselves 
in  a  very  modest  way,  to  spend  just  as 
little  as  possible  on  the  house  and  furni- 
ture, and  so  on  ?  Of  course  it  would  ! 
She  was  willing  to  live  in  the  merest 
cottage,  with  a  deal  table  to  eat  upon, 
Windsor  chairs,  felt  carpets.  No  one 
would  ever  come  to  see  us — at  all  events, 
she  hoped  not.  Her  desire  was  to  hide 
away,  and  to  work  hard  from  morning  to 
night  with  the  scrubbing-brush.  No,  I 
don't  exaggerate.  I  can  make  allowance, 
of  course,  for  her  state  of  mind.  But, 
putting  aside  burlesque,  the  fact  was  that 
she  consented  to  begin  housekeeping  in  a 
ver}'  simple  way.  We  were  to  have  one 
ser\'ant,  to  make  no  show,  to  refuse  invita- 
tions if  anv  were  offered,  and  to  wait 
patiently  for  an  improvement  in  our 
circumstances. 

Yes,    I  knew  it  was  a  risk  ;  even  then 

Iust  a  glimmer  of  reason  remained  to  me. 
even  suspected  that  I  was  acting  not 
quite  honourably.  I  was  rushing  the 
marriage  ;  Jenny  ought  to  have  had  time 
to  recover  herself  and  look  round.  And 
I  didn't  forget  this  afterwards,  I  assure 
you  I  didn't.  It  made  me  a  deuced  sight 
more  patient  than  most  men  would  have 
been.  For  all  that,  a  girl  ofthrec-and- 
twenty  isn't  a  child,  and  a  married  woman 
has  no  more  claim  to  indulgence  if  she 
l>ehaves  with  idiotic  selfishness  than  a 
married  man.  That 's  one  of  my  points. 
There 's  a  common  idea  that  the  wives  of 
poor  men  are  long-suffering  angels,  while 
their  husbands  have  a  comparatively  easy 
time  of  it.  Damned  nonsense !  As  a 
rule,  it 's  the  other  way  about. 

Well,  I  hadn't  the  courage  to  take  as 
cheap  a  house  as  I  ought  to  have  done. 
After  all,  1  secretly  hoped  that  a  year  or 
two  would  make  a  good  deal  of  difference 
in  my  position.  The  rent  in  the  meantime 
wouldn't  matter  much,  provided  other 
expenses  were  kept  down.  I  was  deter- 
mined not  to  get  into  debt  for  furniture. 
We  bought  just  the  bare  necessaries, 
at  a  trifling  cost.  Of  course,  Jenny 
had  the  choosing,  and  she  managed 
sensibly  enough — in  fact,  I  had  to  insist 
on  a  few  comforts  she  wished  to  dispense 
with. 

1  'm  glad  to  see  you  smile.  Just  as  well 
to  keep  that  side  in  view.  There 's  more 
comedy  than  tragedy  in  the  whole  affair, 
if  onlv  vou  see  the  truth  of  it.     Thanks  to 
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me^  you  know.     If  I  had  been  a  different 
sort  of  man 

For  a  month  or  two  things  went  on 
pretty  smoothly.  Jenny  wasn't  contented  ; 
I  knew  it,  but  then  I  had  expected  it,  and 
it  seemed  to  me  that  the  only  thing  I 
could  do  was  to  work  like  a  nigger.  From 
eight  to  six,  and  from  nine  to  twelve — it 's 
about  as  much  as  a  man  can  get  into  the 
day,  don't  you  think  } 

Jenny's  hands  didn't  show  much  sign  of 
domestic  toil.  Of  course,  the  servant 
wasn't  worth  much  ;  of  course,  the  house 
got  dirty  and  disorderly ;  of  course,  the 
cooking  was  abominable.  All  that  goes 
without  saying.  I  put  up  with  it — seemed 
not  to  notice  it.  I'm  not  the  kind  of 
fellow  that's  always  thinking  about  his 
comfort.  Certainly  I  object  to  the  waste 
of  good  food — potatoes  like  soap  and  meat 
like  leather ;  but  it 's  what  every  man  who 
can't  afford  a  cook  has  to  be  content  with. 
I  kept  Jenny  supplied  with  books  from 
Mudie's,  and  I  took  care  she  should  have 
decent  things  to  go  out  in.  She  hadn't 
much  of  my  society ;  that  couldn't  be 
helped.  A  woman  must  find  resources  in 
herself. 

One  evening  when  I  came  home  to 
dinner — or  tea,  rather,  for  I  pretended  to 
have  midday  dinner  in  town — ^Jenny  was 
prostrate.  The  sight  of  her  alarmed  me  ;  I 
thought  she  was  seriously  ill.  For  a  long 
time  I  could  get  nothing  out  of  her  but 
incoherent  mutterings.  No  doubt  she  had 
been  cr}'ing  all  day,  and  couldn't  even 
pump  up  another  tear.  When  1  got  over 
my  alarm,  I  took  the  rational  course  and 
talked  like  a  plain,  blunt  man.  We  came 
near  to  quarrelling,  and  I  wasn't  sony  for 
it ;  something  of  that  kind  was  needed  to 
clear  the  air.  She  had  been  paying  visits 
to  some  of  her  old  friends,  and  the  sight 
of  their  houses,  their  talk  of  amusements, 
and  so  on,  had  been  too  much  for  her. 

**  I  made  a  mistake,"  she  said.  "I 
didn't  know  what  I  was  doing." 

I  grinned  and  bore  it. 

**  You're  expecting  too  much  of  me," 
came  next. 

This  tried  my  temper  pretty  severely.  I 
began  to  reason  with  her — why  don't  you 
laugh  ?  The  reasoning  lasted  till  two 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  the  outcome 
of  it  was  that  I  got  her  a  piano.  With  a 
piano  she  thought  she  might  soothe  her 
loneliness  and  keep  away  disagreeable 
thoughts.  I  might  have  suggested  that  a 
little  study  of  the  science  and  art  of  cookery 
would  be  just  as  eflficacious  and  a  good 
deal  more  appropriate ;  but  I  allowed 
myself  only  the  gentlest  hints  at  that  kind 
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of  thing.  I  know  as  well  as  you  do  that 
the  girl's  life  was  a  miserable  change  to 
her,  and  that  it's  hard  for  one  of  her 
breeding  to  learn  annhing  womanly — to 
be  of  any  use  in  the  world — ^to  see  things 
reasonably,  and  act  with  courage.  I  grant 
all  that,  but  1  maintain  that  I  was  patient 
and  forbearing.  Life  was  before  us,  and 
had  to  be  faced.  Short  of  agreeing  to 
part — which  neither  of  us  desired — there 
was  nothing  to  be  done  but  make  the  best 
of  things  as  we  found  them.  Jenny  made 
the  worst  of  them — as  women  so  often  do. 
Before  long,  I  let  her  know  my  view  of  the 
matter ;  there  was  another  all-night  sitting 
and  a  vigorous  debate.  The  piano,  of 
course,  hadn't  answered  its  purpose. 

**  If  I  could  only  have  someone  to  come 
and  see  me,"  said  Jenny. 

"  Why  not  .-*     Let  people  come." 

"  How  can  1  ?  There  isn't  a  chair  for 
anyone  to  sit  down  on.  How  can  1  show 
people  such  a  house  as  this  .-' " 

What  should  1  have  answered  ?  I  got 
into  a  rage,  stamped  about  the  place,  and 
called  on  the  gods  to  witness  feminine 
imbecility.  For  a  week  we  hardly  spoke 
to  each  other.  Then  Jenny  came  to  me 
when  1  was  at  work  one  night — 

**  To-morrow  I  'm  going  away." 

"  Indeed ! " 

**  I  can't  bear  this  life ;  it  will  drive  me 
mad.  You  are  the  most  unfeeling  man  I 
ever  knew.  I  shall  go  and  find  some  way 
of  earning  a  living." 

**  My  best  wishes  !  " 

She  left  the  room  and  I  worked  on — or 
tried  to  work — for  an  hour.  When  I  went 
upstairs  Jenny  was  lying  on  the  bed-room 
floor,  her  arms  stretched  out 

All  right,  I  won't  go  into  lictaiis,  but  you 
must  have  the  whole  story.  Next  day  was 
Sunday  ;  we  spent  it  in  taikin.i^ciuictly,  and 
the  upshot  of  it  was  that  in  the  course  of 
the  following  week  our  house  receiveil  a 
new  supply  of  furniture  ;  in  fact,  it  was 
very  decently  furnished  from  top  to 
bottom.  Mcjreover,  the  incompetent 
"general"  disappeared,  antl  two  young 
women,  with  flaring  testimonials  and  large 
appetites,  took  her  place.  We  had  been 
married  not  quite  three  months. 

I  knew  I  was  acting  absurdly.  I  take 
much  of  the  blame  for  what  followed  upon 
myself.  There  should  have  been  a  mitldle 
course — medio  tutissimus  ibis.  But  is  it  my 
fault  that  women  are  congenitally  incapable 
of  anything  but  extremes  ? 

Then,  the  fact  was  I  had  begun  to  be 
rather  more  hopeful  about  my  prospects. 
Tremendous  work  was  telling :  a  little 
money  began  to  come  in ;  it  seemed  not 


impossible  that  a  year  might  double  my 
income,  in  which  case  the  house  wouldn't 
be  difficult  to  support.  And  Jenny  had 
altered  so  marvellously.  I  went  about 
saying  to  myself  that  I  had  an  admirable 
wife — ^all  reason,  all  sweetness.  She  was 
in  wonderful  health  and  spirits.  She  sang, 
she  laughed,  she  adorned  the  table,  and 
made  me  feel  proud  when  1  walked  with 
her  along  the  streets. 

A  rule  was  laid  down :  no  dinner-parties ! 
We  couldn't  do  it  properly,  so  wouldn't 
try  to  do  it  at  all.  People  might  come  at 
the  approved  hour,  and  tea  would  be 
offered  them ;  there  we  drew  the  line. 

This  lasted  for  a  month,  then  Jenny,  in 
a  ver>'  sweet  way,  asked  me  whether  she 
might  have  a  girl  friend  to  lunch.  Only 
Miss  Parker,  who  played  and  sang  so 
beautifully.  Why  not  ?  So  Miss  Parker 
came.  A  week  later — should  I  mind  it 
Miss  Parker  and  her  sister  come  to  spend 
the  evening  }  Of  course  not ;  glad  to  see 
them.  But — but  would  there  be  any  harm 
in  having  a  sort  of  very  simple  lit-tle  dinner, 
at  seven  o'clock  } 

**  Jenny  !    Remember." 

*'  Yes.  You  're  quite  right.  Better  not. 
I  '11  tell  them  to  come  at  eight,  and  they 
can  have  something  for  supper." 

Do  you  know  that  I  have  a  good  deal  of 
generosity  in  my  composition  .''  You  may 
doubt  it,  but  it's  there.  When  Jenny 
made  that  answer  I  was  uncomfortable.  1 
suffered  discomfort  for  a  day  and  a  half, 
then  1  could  stand  it  no  longer. 

"  Look  here,  Jenny,"  1  said,  **  I  don't 
see  why  you  shouldn't  have  those  girls  to 
dinner." 

She  flashed  a  delightful  look  at  me. 

"  No,  no.  I  've  given  up  the  thought. 
Of  course,  it  wouldn't  have  been  like  a 
real  dinner  ;  only  a  sort  of  high  tea.  But 
we  won't  talk  of  it." 

The  girls  came.  There  was  clear  soup, 
turbots,  a  bit  of  veal,  and  sweets.  There 
was  wine.  There  was  subsequent  coffee 
in  the  drawing-room.     A  mere  high  tea. 

You  see,  that 's  how  it  began.  Why  I 
didn't  set  my  foot  down  1  can't  easily 
explain.  Chiefly,  perhaps,  because  I  felt 
ashamed  of  perpetual  wrangling,  especially 
when  Jenny  seemed  to  be  trying  her  best 
to  keep  on  good  terms  with  me — tr}'ing  in 
every  way  but  the  essential,  another  trick 
of  the  long-suffering  angels.  Of  course, 
I  had  yielded  too  much  to  stand  out  in 
smaller  matters.  And  the  truth  was  I 
found  life  a  good  deal  pleasanter  than 
before.  I  had  decent  meals  and  comfort- 
able chairs.  Jenny  showed  a  bright  face 
when  I  came  home,  and  was  recovering  a 
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good  deal  of  her  old  liveliness  in  con- 
versatioD.  For  all  that,  I  had  shown  a 
&tal  weakness,  and  it  wasn't  long  before  I 
began  to  curse  my  folly. 

I  dare  say  people  have  told  you  what 
sort  of  a  life  we  led  for  the  next  two  years. 
My  income  steadily  improved,  and  expenses 
steadily  kept  pace  with  it.     We  lived  like 


everyone  else  :  had  a  swarm  of  acquaint- 
ances ;  gave  dinners  now  and  then ;  went 
to  places  of  amusement  because  we  were 
ashamed  not  to  be  seen  there ;  dressed 
extravagantly ;  did  everything  that  public 
opinion  demands.  Jenny  had  beaten  me  ; 
she  led  me  along  like  a  pet  dog  with  a 
collar  round  its  neck.     Yet  there  was  one 
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sense  in  which  I  had  gained  the  upper 
hand  of  Jenny.  She  never  fell  back  into 
the  vagaries  she  was  so  proud  of  before 
her  marriage.  No  more  **  fast  '*  doings  ;  no 
cigarettes,  no  doubtful  talk,  no  disre- 
putable company.  I  had  told  her  what  I 
thought  of  that  kind  of  thing,  and  she 
was  careful  to  please  me.  She  had  a  new 
ambition — to  be  the  leader  of  a  highly 
respectable  set.  Respectable  she  was, 
with  a  vengeance.  It  often  amazed  me 
when  I  thought  of  the  hideous  dullness  of 
the  life  she  led.  To  me,  her  solitude 
of  the  first  three  months  would  have 
seemed  infinitely  preferable.  Oh  !  the 
gaping  fools  we  gathered  about  us !  I 
have  sat  listening  to  their  talk  until  my 
jaw  dropped  and  my  eyes  grew  fixed  in  an 
idiot  stare.  Happily,  I  had  an  excuse  for 
keeping  away  from  home  as  much  as  I 
liked.  And  yet,  as  time  went  on,  that  life 
exercised  a  strange  influence  on  me.  It 
was  as  though  I  had  been  hypnotised  by 
the  atmosphere  of  stupidity.  I  found 
myself  beginning  to  talk  like  the  men  who 
came  to  us.  I  dropped  the  habit  of 
reading.  I  grew  really  anxious  about  the 
cut  of  my  waistcoat  and  the  growth  of  my 
moustache.  By  Jove,  I  can  tell  you  I  fell 
pretty  low. 

If  I  had  had  any  relatives  in  London  it 
would  have  been  different.  I  had  no 
friends  of  my  own,  either ;  at  all  events, 
no  friends  who  were  of  any  use  socially. 
At  home,  I  was  Jenny's  husband — nothing 
more  ;  and  a  tolerably  contemptible  figure 
I  must  have  cut. 

I  had  an  attack  of  influenza,  and  it  left 
me  in  very  low  spirits.  Just  at  that  time, 
too,  money  difliculties  began  to  trouble 
me ;  there  was  nothing  for  it  but  to 
borrow,  and  this  necessity  gave  mc  a  dig 
in  the  ribs — woke  me  up  a  little.  Jenny 
and  I  had  a  conversation.  I  told  her  she 
must  cut  down  expenses ;  to  live  as  we 
were  dcnng  was  simply  insane.  Why,  I 
hadn't  even  insured  my  life.  Bad  enough 
to  .spend  all  one  had,  but  now  we  were 
beginning  to  incur  debts.  I  told  Jenny 
that  she  must  keep  within  a  certain  stipu- 
lated sum  for  the  month's  expenditure. 
She  promised,  but  exceeded  the  limit.  I 
got  furious,  and  we  began  once  more  to 
quarrel.  Impossible  to  alter  our  way  of 
living,  but  by  dint  of  swearing  I  kept  the 
budget  at  my  own  figure — the  last  penny 
I  could  afford.  Domestic  peace  was  at  an 
end,  though.  Jenny  regarded  me  as  an 
insolent  rebel,  I  suppose.  It  was  my 
place  to  supply  her  with  what  she  wanted, 
and  to  say  nothing.  If  outlay  increased — 
well,  my  duty  was  to  make  more  money. 


She  began  to  pester  me  about  having 
the  furniture  renewed.  Our  house  was 
getting  old-fashioned  ;  people  noticed 
it.  Well,  I  said,  they  must  notice  ;  if  the 
carpet  fell  into  holes  I  had  no  money 
for  a  new  one.  Jenny  tried  the  old 
dodge :  shut  herself  up  and  moped ;  sat 
cr}'ing  when  I  came  home  to  dinner.  I 
lost  my  temper,  and  there  was  the  devil 
to  pay.  It  gave  me  peace  for  a  week 
or  two. 

The  results  of  that  influenza  hung  about 
me,  and  I  didn't  feel  at  all  like  myself. 
I  couldn't  do  my  work  ;  things  went 
wrong  at  the  office ;  I  began  to  foresee 
more  trouble  about  money.  Instead  of 
going  home  at  the  usual  time,  I  got  into 
a  habit  of  slinking  about  the  streets, 
tormenting  myself  with  fears  and  calcula- 
tions. I  once  knew  a  man  who  went  off 
his  head  in  just  this  way,  and  it's  easy 
enough  to  understand. 

Things  were  ripe  for  a  change,  and  Jenny 
took  the  best  way  to  bring  it  off.  One 
evening  she  said  to  me,  in  a  careless  sort 
of  way : 

**  I  've  ordered  that  new  drawing-room 
suite." 

I  was  struck  dumb,  and  stared  at  her. 
She  stared  back,  ready  for  fight.  When  I 
got  my  breath,  I  said  quietly — 

"Then  you  '11  countermand  the  order." 

It  was  a  sharp  engagement  that  followed. 
I  was  in  a  queer  state,  and  didn't  quite 
trust  myself.  In  a  few  minutes  I  had  some- 
how got  out  into  the  back  garden,  and 
stood  there  trembling.  It  was  a  splendid 
night — two  months  ago — full  moon,  and  a 
brilliant  sky,  without  a  cloud.  I  shall  always 
believe  in  inspiration.  As  sure  as  I  'm  a 
living  man,  at  that  moment  something 
spoke  in  me,  and  bade  me  act  in  a  certain 
way — what  *s  more,  gave  me  the  courage 
and  the  strength  to  do  it.  All  of  a  sudden,  I 
was  as  calm  as  the  night.  I  felt  my  muscles 
rather  tense,  and  a  chill  down  the  back ; 
then  it  was  just  as  if  I  had  sauntered  out  to 
smoke  a  cigar.  Kven  the  last  symptoms  of 
my  illness  seemed  to  have  come  to  an  end; 
I  was  clearer-headed  than  for  months. 

I  went  in  again.  Jenny  was  sitting 
where  I  had  left  her. 

'*  Just  listen  to  me,"  I  said.  **  I  never 
understood  till  this  moment  what  a  con- 
summate ass  I  have  made  of  myself.  Here 
am  I,  with  such  and  such  an  income,  on 
which  I  can  count  with  certainty.  This 
income  is  much  more  than  enough  for  all 
the  necessities  of  our  life  ;  there  needn't  be 
one  moment's  anxiety  about  money.  Yet 
I  've  got  into  such  a  cursed  coil  that  it  has 
seemed  to  me  now  and  then  lately  as  if  I 


■hcKild  do  best  to  cut  Tay  throat. 
the  explanation  of  it  ? " 

She  was  puzzled  at  my  tone,  and  couldn  t 
see  what  I  was  driving  at. 

"  What  sort  of  a  life  do  I  lead  .'     Every 
penny  I  can  earn  by  my  hardest  work  goes 
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in  keeping  up  appearances  I  never  buy 
a  book  I  never  take  a  journey  to 
please  myself  I  never  subscribe  to  a 
charitj  1  never  lend  or  give  to  anyone. 
I  m  the  basest  slave,  and  the  most  con- 
temptible hjpocnte  that  treads  the  earth  I  " 


to  keep  up  certain  appearances — that  is  to 
say,  to  imitate  people  for  whom  I  don't 
care  a  damn.  What  pleasures  have  1  ? 
None,  because  I  can't  afford  them.  The 
social  circle  to  which  I  belong  won't 
allow  me  to  spend  a  farthing  on  myself. 
I  don't  insure  my  life,  though  it's  my 
duty  to  do  so,  because  the  premium  goes 


1  spoke  as  never  before,  and  Jenny 
couldn't  choose  but  listen. 

"What  sort  of  people  are  they  who 
impose  this  slavery  on  me  .-*  Wretched 
curs  livinjt  a  life  like  my  o«n.  slaves  each 
of  the  other,  secretly  miserable  because 
they  spend  beyond  their  means,  and  aping 
a  social  rank  altogether  above  them.     Out 
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of  regard   for  Ihiir  opinion,  I   condemn 

,  myself  to  a  squalid  hell  of  toil  and  sham 
pleasure.  Does  this  strike  )'ou  as 
reasonable  ?  " 

"  You  're  talking  nonsense,"  said  Jenny. 
"  We  have  to  live  in  a  certain  way " 

I  interrupted  her. 

"We  have.  A  way  that  I'll  explain  to 
you.  From  this  day  forth  1  spend  half  my 
income  on  the  necessaries  of  life,  and  not 
one  penny  more.  The  other  half  shall 
afford  us  a  few  rational  .satisfactions,  with 
a  considerable  margin  to  lay  aside.  We 
leave  this  house  and  go  into  one  of  which 
the  rent  is  not  more  than  thirty  pounds — a 
fair  proportion.  This  furniture  will  be 
sold,  and  things  of  a  very  different  kind 
procured  instead — plain  and  serviceable. 
1  won't  have  one  object  under  mv  roof  that 
is  there  merely  for  show.  You  shall  have 
a  girl  to  help  you — a  young  girl,  whom 
you  '11  have  to  teach  and  train  yourself.  If 
I  work  to  support  the  house,  you  shall 
work  to  keep  it  in  order.  \'ou  shall  wear 
plain  dresses  and  eat  simple  food ;  in 
short,  we  are  going  to  live  as  you  consented 
to  when   you  married  me.     If  you  don't 


agree   to   this  we   part.     I    give  you  the 
choice." 

....  Well,  there  it  is.  That 's  the  long 
and  short  of  it.     You  have  been  told  that 

tenny  has  suffered  brutal  usage  at  my 
ands  ;  judge  for  yourself. 
She  said  at  first  that  she  would  leave 
me,  and  asked  in  a  business-like  way  what 
her  allowance  was  to  be.  I  told  her.  She 
tried  to  renew  the  quarrel ;  I  wouldn't 
take  part  in  it. 

I  saw  my  way,  and  meant  to  pursue  it. 
Before  long  I  believe  other  men  will  go 
and  do  likewise.  It  needs  pluck,  but  the 
end  is  worth  a  struggle.  1  have  recovered 
self-respect,  and  I  am  master  in  my  own 
house.  It  may  take  years  of  steady  ruling 
before  Jenny  gives  up  all  hope  of  a  return 
to  the  fashionable  life.  At  present  she 
is  trying  sentimental  hypocrisy;    but  it's 

Her  rights  as  an  individual  P  Humbug  ! 
She  is  not  an  individual ;  it 's  the  rarest 
thing  to  meet  a  women  who  is. 

If  the  life  becomes  intolerable  to  her? 
The  door  is  always  open,  and  an  allowance 
at  her  disposal. 


BX--  GKA.N-T  "  .,^:i-€N    " 


il  Y  friemi  the  Poet  and  I  walk  the  world 
together  on  somewhat  different  prin- 
ciples. It  is  a  fixed  belii-f  of  his  that 
illusion  is  far  more  beautiful  than 
reality.  He  Hkes  to  see  the  distant 
hills  through  some  dim  veil  of  mist ; 
lie  likfs  to  believe  the  skylark  feeds  on  dew  and 
'    I  ^^WMi  Iff       Ml        m     s""s^i'"'^t  -intl  he  is  revolted  when  I   explain  to 

J__^.j'jw;'??('1(^»        m       n.      jjj^^  ;^  gpjjj,  gf  Shelley,  the  actual  staples  of  its 

"  unromartic  diet.      To  him,  it  seems,  everything 

loses    just   half    its    beauty   when    he   knows   all 
about   it.      Analysis,    he   says,    is    destructive    of 
pleasure.      Only  in  an  imagined  and  unrealised 
world  can  he  find  the  pure  elements  that  delight  his  I'ancv. 

But  to  me  the  actual  world  as  it  stands  is  beautiful.  1  love  to  descry  the  very 
contour  of  the  hills ;  I  love  to  watch  from  afar  the  saucer-shaped  combes  on  the 
flanks  of  the  South  Downs,  when  the  afternoon  light  fioods  anil  bathes  them  in  its 
glor)-.  Illusion  to  my  mind  is  less  lovely  than  reality.  Nothing  on  earth  seems  more 
beautiful  than  Truth.     I  love  to  catch  her  face  behind  the  clouds  that  conceal  her. 

And  now  il  is  the  plain  unvarnished  Truth  1  am  going  to  give  you  in  this 
Moorland  Idyll.  I  am  going  to  tell  you  just  what  we  saw  to-day,  without  one 
episode  or  incident  save  what  really  occurred  to  us.  I  could  not  make  that  stroll 
more  exquisite  than  I  found  it  if  I  tried  till  Doomsday.  It  was  an  idyll  of  real  life. 
May  many  more  so  come  to  me  ! 

We  strayed  together — the  Poet,  Elsie,  Lucy,  and  myself— 
Highfield,  in  search  of  strawberries,  Highficid  lies  some  t« 
beginning  of  the  valley ;  a  lost  old-world  farm,  in  a  dell  of  the  i 
garden.  You  poor  Londoners,  when  you  go  to  buy  strawberr 
prosaically  at  a  commercial  fruiterer's  in  a  noisy  street ;  but  we  raoorlanders  go  vi 
our  basket  in  our  hands  to  some  lonely  grange  across  the  heather-clad  upland 
The  first  part  of  our  «alk  lay  high  over  the  ridge  where  the  heath  was  burnt  in 
the  Jubilee  year  by  the  great  fire  ;  you  can  stjil  plainly  mark  the  point  up  to  which 
the  flames  made  a  clear  sweep  of  the  heather,  and  the  point  where  they  left  off, 
held  in  check  by  the  beaters.  For  heather  is  really  a  forest-tree  of  some  iifty  years' 
growth ;  and  the  waste  where  the  fire  raged  is  still  covered  to  this  day  with  a 
shorter  crop  of  young  seedling  gorse  and  ling  and  whortleberry,  while  the  older 
vegetation  unburnt  beyond  rises  tall  and  bush-like.  The  blasted  part,  too,  shows 
by  far  the  finest  and  deepest  purple  of  any  ;  not  because  the  flowers  are  really 
bigger  or  thicker,  but  because  where  the  plants  are  still  short  the  Tyrian  purple  of 
the  Scotch  heather  is  seen  to  greatest  advantage  ;  whereas,  when  they  rise  higher, 
the  Scotch  heather  is  overtopped  by  the  bushier  and  coarser  and  taller-growing 
ling,  with  its  somewhat  insipid  pale  pink  blossoms.  The  Poet  thinks  the  fire  makes 
the  heath  bum  brighter.     1  think  myself  it  keeps  the  ling  lower. 


)ss  the   moor  to 

niles  off,   at    the 

s,  with  a  market- 

)  to  buy  them 
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Anyhow,  that  spur  is  one  blaze  of  gloiy.  Not  a  spot  on  the  moor  flares  so 
splendid  a  purple.  We  passed  through  it,  single  file,  by  the  narrow  footpath,  where 
the  ling  rises  knee-high  on  either  side,  and  the  little  brown  lizards  dart  wildly  to 
their  holes  at  first  sound  of  a  footfall.  Along  the  ridge,  past  the  broom-bushes, 
now  hanging  with  silveiy  pods,  we  continued  on  the  path  till  we  reached  the  white 
beam-tree.  There  the  trail  diverges  a  little  suddenly  to  the  left ;  a  cock-pheasant 
broke  with  a  shrill  cry  on  the  wing ;  his  whirr  as  he  rose  startled  the  shallow  valley. 

A  wood-pigeon,  alarmed 
at  his  alarm,  flapped 
afield  from  the  pine- 
wood  ;  the  low  cooing 
of  his  fellows  from  the 
larches  beyond  died 
away  at  the  sound  of 
al. 
Then  we  turned  into 
the  middle  trail,  where 
it  dips  towards  the  low- 
land. All  at  once  FIsic 
started  and  gave  a  little 


cry:    "  .\  fo.t !  a  fox!"      And   sure  enough  there  was 

one.    He  ran  on  before  us,  with  his  rod  brush  depressed, 

fifty  yards  or  more  along  the  path  on  the  open.     Seldom 

have  1  caught  a  longer  or  clearer  view  of  him  unhunted 

in  England.     We  were  but  len  yards  behind,  and  had 

fairly  surprised  him.     However,    he    look  his  discovery  like  a  gentleman,  and  instead 

of  skulking  away  to  right  or  left,  uhcre  the  heath  rose  nigh,  he  ran  on  along  the  opc'n 

so  as  to  give  us  a  fine  stare  at  him.     Lucy,  who  is  a  visitor,  unused  to  country  ways, 

save   as   townsfolk  know    them,  had  never  seen   a  live  fox  in  the  wiki  state  before, 

and  the  incident  charmed  her.     He  was  so  lithe  and  red,  and  he  ran  so  well,  with 

his  sharp  head  held  low,  and  with  the  wild  air  of  his  species. 

By  the  chestnut  plantation,  where  a  grassy  httle  lane  dips  close  between  the 
trees,  cropped  and  cut  for  hop-poles,  we  began  to  descend  in  real  earnest  to  the 
valley.  A  rabbit  just  dashed  across  the  sward  on  the  slope  of  path ;  his  twinkling 
white  tail  sca<rce   betrayed  him    for   a  moment.     Two  hawks   hovered  abo\e,   but 
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held  off  for  fear  of  us^  Rustlings  in  the 
fellen  foliage  beneath  the  sapling  chestnuts 
to  right  and  left  gave  sign  of  other  rabbits, 
unseen,  but  scurrying  burrow-ward.  As 
we  reached  the  open  we  disturbed  a  young 
covey  of  nursling  partridges.  Most  of 
them  disappeared  after  their  prudent 
mother  before  we  could  catch  a  glimpse 
of  them  ;  but  one  poor  little  chick,  be- 
lated and  terrified,  darted  with  its  tiny 
half- naked  wings  erect  in  an  agony  of 
alarm  in  the  opposite  direction,  it  found 
covert  in  the  chestnuts,  its  tiny  heart 
throbbing.  Alas,  that  it  should  have 
conceived  at  so  early  an  age  so  justly 
unfavourable  an  idea  of  humanity ! 

Beyond  the  plantation  we  turned  aside 
into  a  field,  and  oh  !  such  a  field !  Have 
I  words  to  picture  it  ?  It  hail  been 
sown  for  grass,  but  no  grass  was  there. 
_"  Bad  season,"  says  the  farmer.  "  Thank 
Heaven  for  these  slovenly  farms,"  says 
the  botanist.  Blue  cornflowers  grew  in 
it,  thick  as  stars  in  heaven  ;  and  huge 
spikes  of  viper's  bugloss  as  tall  as  a 
man's  waist  and  more  lovely  than  a 
turquoise.  Who  shall  describe  their  hue, 
their  form,  their  fashion  ?  A  great  spotted 
stem,  like  a  lizard's  skin,  green  flecked 
with  russet  brown,  and  uncanny  to  look 
upon  ;  on  cither  side,  long  twisted  spirals 
of  red-and-blue  blossoms,  each  curled 
like  a    scorpion's   tail,  very  strange   anil 


lurid.  The  individual  blossom  is  bright 
blue,  when  fully  opened,  with  crimson 
stamens ;  the  buds  are  deep  red ;  the 
dead  flowers  dry  violet.  Altogether,  a 
most  weird  and  witch  -  like  plant ;  I 
think  one  might  use  it  with  great  advan- 
tage for  incantations  and  .sorcery.  The 
Poet  decided  to  trj-  its  effect  next  time 
he  would  rid  himself  of  a  discarded 
lady  -  love.  We  plucked  great  armfuls, 
and  carried  them  along  ivith  us  as  far 
as  Highfieltl.  Other  flowers  were  there, 
too,  of  less  poetic  interest — bright  yellow 
corn-marigolds,  and  scented  white  cam- 
pion ;  scarlet  poppies  by  the  score,  with 
waving  panicles  of  not  a  few  tall  grasses. 
We  gathered  of  them  all,  and  they  stand 
before  me  now,  glaiidening  mj'  eyes  as 
1  write,  in  the  coarse  red  pots  of  plain 
Hampshire  earthenware. 

They  had  no  strawberries  left,  after  all, 
at  II  ighfield.  We  had  our  walk  for  nothing. 
If  that  be  nothing  !  So  we  used  the  empty 
basket  to  carry  back  our  irophics.  But 
reluming  by  the  lane,  we  filled  our  vacant 
arms  once  more  with  foxgloves ;  and 
the  fox  himself  crossed  our  path  for  a 
second  again  at  the  self- same  turning 
without  seeking  to  reclaim  them.  Even 
the  Poet  admitted  we  had  saved  one 
day  from  Time's  devouring  maw.  And 
that's  how  «c  lise,  up  here  in  the 
moorland. 
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CLIFFS,  grass-topped,  furze-patchcJ, 
and  sloping  somewhat  aliruptly 
down  to  long  sands  below :  all  around 
the  glorious  sunshine  of  early  sunitni^r. 
Sitting,  or  at  times  half  lying  hack  upon  a 
strip  of  bright  lurf  two  girls — sisters,  and 
nearly  of  the  same  age. 

"Declined  with  thanks  for  a  certainty." 
pouted  Muriel,  the  cldtT.  somewhat  iloli- 
fullv.  To  a  ehance  stranger,  however, 
hatf  one  been  passing  at  that  ninment,  it 
must  have  been  a  puzxic  to  hear  a  voice  (>f 
dismalness  in  conneeticm  with  perfeclly 
chiselled  features,  and  that  figure  thrown 
back  so  invitingi)-  on  its  daisy-ilccked  bed. 
It  was  a  courageous  face:  ihough  too 
often,  perhaps,  animated  in  the  enjoy- 
ment of  a  dash  ol  uilfiilness  and  waywanl- 
ness. 

"  No  setonil  lioliilav,  vou  are  of 
opinion  r"  said  the  much  less  exciialile 
and  comparatively  plain  -  faced  Hester. 
"At  all  events,  don't  lake  il  to  heart 
to-daj-,  I^t  U.S  make  tlie  most  of  what 
the  kmd  fates  have  giien  us."  Her  soft 
ejfs  were  looking,  in  happy  ronti-nt,  over 
glittering  golden  sands  and  dark  wave- 
washed  rocks  towards  ihe  blue  ocean's  far- 
away horizon  of  cryslal. 

Shortly  the  girls  were  preparing  to  turn 
their  backs  upon  the  sea  and  stroll  towards 
their    lodging.     While    so    engaged,    the 


R-ader    i.s    toKl    that 

Muriel,    imagining 

literature  to  be  ln^r 

destined  vocation  in 

life,  liad  already  madt 

■  sevend  small  essays 

towards  such  a  career. 

with  the  happy  result 

that  she  had,  so  far. 

just  about  recovere<l 

her  expenditure  in  sla 

tiimery  and  poslage- 

stamps.     Lately,  how 

ever,  a   more  anibi- 

tidus  venture  liad  bee 

n  iaimehed.     A  onc- 

volume    novel   had  b. 

L'en    wrilten :    it  was 

now  under  c<.nsideral: 

ion  in  the  hands  of  a 

publishing    firm,    and 

their    verdict    was 

daily  looked  for  wicb 

much  anxiety.     As 

touched  upon,  the   sii 

bject  was  orciipj'ing 

the    niinils    of    thi' 

iwi.    girls   Ibis  ver>- 

morning:  and.  in  ils 

more  praciieat  bear- 

ings,  success   mearil   ; 

inotber   liobilav  out- 

ing.      Il  meant,  ihry  1 

|..p.'d.lhewhefewith 

to    escape    a.irain.    in 

ilie  autumn,   from 

Slowcombe   \icaragc, 

where  tbeir  father, 

the  Rev.  Herbert  Hon 

on.a  widower,  foumi 

the  greatest  ditiiculiv 

in  making  tuith  ends 

meet,  witii  lliese   Iwit 

daughters  iijion  his 

hands,  and  three  s..i 

To  Hesier.  j.ossessing  bm  a  dim  retlex  of 

her  si.ster's  Liveliness. 

life  jogged  on  com* 

fortably  enough  at  h 

ome,  despite   village 

troubles  and  inipo.si.. 

rs— for  somehow  all 

the    parish    work    li.i 

id    falU'n    upon   her 

shoulders.     With  bea 

uty-dowered  Muriel. 

out-of-t!ie-wav  Slowct 

imbe  and  its  dingy. 

ill-furnished    kettori- 

was.    in    her    own 

words,    ".simply   haie 

fill."      Ihis  was  the 
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last  day  of  the  sojourn  of  these  Horton 
girls  at  Sea- Head  ;  and  we  left  them, 
happy  enough  in  truth,  returning  to  their 
lodging.  No.  8,  Sea- View  Terrace,  a  house 
in  a  row  of  houses  absolutely  identical,  a 
couple  of  hundred  yards  retired  from  the 
cliffs,  and  each  the  possessor  of  a  narrow 
strip  of  garden. 

"  Here  he  comes  !  "  exclaimed  Muriel, 
her  eye  catching  the  object  it  had 
anxiously,  nervously  perhaps,  been  watch- 
ing for.  This  was  Sea-Head's  one  post- 
man— a  casual,  ever-smiling  youth,  going 
his  round  with  unbuttoned  coat,  trousers 
turned  up,  and  his  cap  a  good  deal  on  one 
side.  **  I  believe,"  she  continued,  '*  that 
he  rings  at  every  house  all  along  the  row, 
whether  he  has  letters  to  deliver  or  not." 
He  was  now  leisurely  gossiping  at  Xo.  2, 
Sea- View  Terrace. 

"  I  think,"  said  Hester  tantalisingly, 
'*  that  I  notice  the  outline  of  something 
heavy  in  the  corner  of  that  brown  bag  of 
his.  It  has  the  appearance  of  your  offer- 
ing come  home  again." 

**  Now  just  look  at  him  and  that  great 
red-headed  housemaid  at  No.  4  !  Abso- 
lutely gushing  over  with  useful  and  valuable 
information — both  of  them  !  "  indignantly 
from  Muriel. 

**  Surely  our  madman  has  no  corre- 
spondents  ?  "  said  Hester  presently,  as  the 
li^ht-hearted  postman  (now  seen  to  be 
wearing  white  canvas  shoes  and  to  have 
donned  a  rose  in  his  button-hole)  opened 
the  wicket  of  No.  7.  This  next-door 
house,  in  contrast  to  its  neighbours, 
had,  for  reasons  to  be  explained,  high 
walls  bounding  its  little  garden  ;  most 
of  the  other  strips  of  grass  or  flower-bed 
having  merely  palings  or  hedges  dividing 
them. 

After  an  interval  of  suspense,  by  which 
time  the  Horton  girls  were  on  their  own 
doorstep  at  No.  8,  into  the  garden  came 
the  voluble  postman,  still  giggling  open- 
mouthed  over  some  recent  joke.  A  packet 
was  produced  from  the  post-bag ;  they 
knew  it  at  once  ;  in  silence  they  received 
it  —  returned  manuscrij)!.  Hester  had 
guessed  aright,  and  as  soon  as  the  jovial 
youth  was  out  of  earshot  she  crietl  out, 
with  a  laugh  meant  to  be  care-dispelling, 
**  Nothing  for  it  now  but  to  throw  it  over 
the  wall  to  the  madman." 

Mention  having  already  been  made, 
conversationally,  of  an  adjacent  madman, 
it  is  here  explained  that  next  door  to 
No.  8,  Sea-View  Terrace  lived  a  doctor 
who  had  found  it  convenient  to  add  to 
his  income  by  taking  a  resident  patient 
to  board  and   lodge  with   him.     Perhaps 


the  reader  can  most  readily  obtain  enlight- 
enment on  the  situation  by  casting  a  glance 
over  our  doctor's  advertisement — 

pASE    (Male    Mental)    Received    in   House   of 
Qualified  Medical  Practitioner.     Home  com- 
forts.    Adjoins  sea.    Cheerful  garden  with  high 
wall.     Apply,  &c. 

**  Throw  the  rejected  thing  over  to  the 
madman,"  again  suggested  Hester,  in  a 
voice  tuned  as  before  to  dispel  the  dis- 
appointment pervading  her  sister's  face. 
**  He  can  only  throw  it  back  again  over 
the  wall,  and  that  won't  be  treating  you 
much  worse  than  your  various  editorial 
friends." 

**  I  would  if  I  thought  him  likely  to 
throw  us  over  the  wall  a  banknote  or  two 
in  exchange,  and  so  make  our  much- 
discussed  little  autumn  trip  to  Brighton  a 
certainty.  But,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  our 
own  and  particular  lunatic  went  away — 
cured  for  the  time  being — while  we  were 
out  on  the  cliffs." 

**  Where  did  you  hear  all  this.'*"  asked 
Hester,  adding,  after  a  brief  pause  of 
reflection,  "  I  know — the  cook.  What 
yards  of  gossip  you  two  were  lavishing  on 
one  another  after  breakfast,  while  you  left 
me  to  do  all  the  letter-writing !  " 

**  One  go,  another  come,"  continued 
Muriel.  "  More  information  from  the 
cook.  A  successor  to  the  departed  one  is 
expected  to  arrive  this  afternoon." 

And  while  the  girls  were  chaffingly  dis- 
cussing the  desirability  of  their  father,  the 
Rev.  Herbert,  occasionally  housing  a 
harmless  imbecile  for  a  period,  and  so 
expanding  the  meagre  family  purse,  the 
said  cook,  who  also  had  to  tio  the  waiting 
at  table,  announced  their  one  o'clock,  one- 
joint  dinner,  where,  such  was  this  retainer's 
vast  talent  for  acquiring  information,  it 
transpired  that  she  had  picked  up  from 
the  'busman  the  exact  hour  of  the  expected 
arrival.  So  the  afternoon  wore  on  to 
bread-and-butter  and  shrimp  tea-time, 
with  the  added  tidings  that  the  **  new 
one "  had  duly  put  in  an  appearance. 
Finally,  the  sisters  went  out  into  the 
garden  to  have  a  farewell  cooling  fanning, 
to  enjoy  a  last  whiff  from  the  ocean.  K 
three-quarters  moon,  clear  cut  on  one  side, 
jagged  and  fringed  on  the  other,  looked 
down  from  bright  blue  upon  Muriel's  face, 
handsome,  restless,  impulsive ;  upon 
Hester's,  a  haven  of  calm  and  content. 
Dark  against  the  sky  stood  the  terrace 
behind  them,  dark  the  near-at-hand  wall 
dividing  their  little  garden  from  the 
doctor's.  Silence  and  quietude  around  ; 
sea-breezes  almost  asleep  ;  only  a  soft 
whispering  lullaby  from  far-away  waves  at 


Ijeir  lowest.     Suddenly  a  "  Hark  '  "  frnm 
luriel.     ■■Listen  to  the   voice  over  the 
rail!" 
"  Our   new  ina<lman  at  Vospers."  sug- 
gcstvil  He8tcr. 

"  ThLTc  he  U  again  !     I.el  us  listen.'^ 
'*  How  distinctly  he  speaks,  poor  man/' 
'•  Poor   man,    indeed  !      How   well    he 
iphasiscs .' " 


"  It  sounds  like  a  recitation,"  whispered 
Hester.  '■  I  wonder  how  he  came  to  be 
insane  ?" 

"  He  rather  repeats  himself;  otherwise 
he  might  be  as  right  in  his  head  as  you 
or  1." 

"  I  think  he  must  have  fwcn  a  public 
speaker  of  some  sort — a  barrister  or  a 
preacher-" 
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**  He  is  describing  the  night.  What 
beautiful  language !  so  slowly,  too,  that 
anyone  might  write  down  word  for  word 
what  he  says.** 

**  How  awfully  sad !  *'  sighed  Hester. 
'*  Whatever  can  have  driven  him  out  of 
his  mind  ?  Perhaps  he  was  an  actor  ?  I 
should  so  like  to  know.'* 

**  You  were  severe  enough  this  morn- 
ing about  my  conversings  with  the  cook. 
Suppose  you  tell  her  to  run  round  and 
bring  us  back  his  complete  history.'* 

**  She  's  out  on  the  sands,  or  up  some  of 
the  lanes  with  her  adorable  baker.  I  saw 
her  tearing  off  an  hour  ago." 

**  Let  us  be  silent  and  pay  closer  atten- 
tion," said  Muriel,  sinking  her  voice  to  a 
still  lower  urrdertone  than  the  one  in  which 
the  girls  had  been  parleying.  Then  quickly, 
as  the  idea  flashed  on  her  mind,  "  Shall  I 
take  down  what  he  is  saying  ?  " 

"  You  had  better  be  quick." 

*'  I  will.  I  will  write  down  his  exact 
sentences.  I  have  my  note-book  in  my 
pocket.  There  is  plenty  of  light  from  the 
moon,"  words  which  were  followed,  on  the 
part  of  Muriel,  by  a  carrying  out  of  her 
singular  whim. 

After  a  while  from  Hester  :  **  He  must 
have  been  intensely  fond  of  poetry,  and 
have  received  a  splendid  education." 

**  Please  note  that  I  am  trying  to  take 
down  his  very  exact  words,  and  not  your 
idle  thoughts  and  opinions." 

Accordingly,  in  silence,  on  the  girl's 
side  of  the  wall,  made  progress  the 
scribbling,  until  a  pause  on  the  other  side 
brought  from  Hester  the  doleful  comment: 
**  It  does  seem  so  sad  that  all  that  splendid 
brain  -  power  should  be  thrown  away." 
Again  the  loud  voice  in  the  doctor's 
garden ;  again  Muriel's  pencil  at  work 
while  she  wrote  down  a  description  of  a 
nighl-scene  ;  poetic,  impressive,  a  model 
of  composition.  Shortly  the  soliloquy 
ceased,  and  other  words  mingled  with 
those  of  the  rhapsodist,  leading  Hester  to 
exclaim:  "That's  the  doctor:  I  know 
his  voice."  Presently  she  added  feelingly : 
**  He  is  takinu:  him  in  now — I  hear  their 
footsteps  on  the  gravel.  There,  the  door 's 
slammed — listen  to  the  bolt — shut  in  for 
the  night — what  a  terrible  infliction ! " 

Next  an  interval,  filled  in  by  sympathis- 
ing allusions  to  the  unfortunate  man's 
case  :  Muriel,  ever  full  of  impulse, 
suddenly  coming  out  with  :  **  I  wonder 
how  that  night-scene  would  fit  in  for  the 
parting  between  Lord  Vavasour  and  Edina, 
in  that  short  story  I  began  yesterday." 
Here  was  an  attraction  for  her  freakish 
brain  in  such  a  novel  idea. 


"You  will  be  in  this  adN'antageous 
position,"  said  Hester,  smiling:  "that 
you  may  take  by  storm  an  unsuspecting 
editor;  but,  should  the  story  prove  a 
failure,  you  can  always  console  yourself  by 
reflecting  that  you  spoilt  it  by  inserting  the 
wandering  ravings  of  a  moonstruck  lunatic.** 

**  I  wi//  put  it  in,'*  said  Hester,  wath  a 
determined  laugh,  **  and  I  '11  finish  the 
stor}'  before  I  go  to  bed.  I  feel  that  1 
have  the  writing  fit  on  me  now." 

"  I  know  what  that  means,"  demurred 
Hester.  **  It  means  exciting  yourself, 
and  then  kicking  about  restless  in  bed  all 
night,  and  no  getting  you  up  in  the 
morning.  Recollect,  we  promised  dis- 
tinctly to  clear  out  so  that  the  new  lodgers 
can  come  in  by  the  midday  train.  We 
must  breakfast  not  a  minute  later  than  a 
quarter  past  eight  in  the  morning.  You 
have  still  a  heap  of  odds  and  ends  to 
pack  up,  so  better  do  that  first  and  go 
straight  to  bed." 

Notwithstanding  these  sapient  sugges- 
tions, Muriel's  pen  scribbled  away  almost 
until  dawn.  Ihe  tale,  when  finished, 
included  the  whole  apostrophe  to  moon, 
stars,  and  sky,  as  borne  to  them  from  the 
doctor's  garden.  A  fair  copy  was  made 
and  dispatched  to  the  /Recorder,  a  weekly 
journal  which  had  once  before  proved  a 
lucky  find  to  Muriel.  Success  again  :  a 
cheque  peeped  out  of  its  envelope ;  then, 
in  a  few  days,  the  story  was  in  print.  But, 
most  curious  to  relate,  in  another  weekly 
journal  of  about  that  date  there  appeared 
practically  the  self- same  description  of  a 
night  where  two  lovers,  long-time  severed 
by  cruel  fate,  again  find  themselves  in 
each  other's  arms.  Most  remarkable. 
Twinkling  stars  and  fringed  moon,  exact 
as  to  their  relative  positions.  The  odour, 
the  colour  of  the  garden  roses  described 
by  the  identical  adjectives,  and  murmured 
to  by  seas  alike  in  every  particular. 
Strange  indeed  this  parting  and  this 
meeting  of  lovers  under  precisely  similar 
circumstances. 

Not  long  were  constant  readers  in 
noting  so  peculiar  a  coincidence ;  not  long 
were  constant  subscribers  in  writing  to 
proclaim  themselves  defrauded  of  six- 
pence, the  price  of  the  publications  in 
question.  Here  was  an  amusing  game,  at 
which  all  classes  of  scribblers  might  join 
in ;  here  a  chance  not  to  be  thrown  away 
by  certain  other  papers.  Several  editors 
printed  the  two  descriptions  side  by  side. 
Excellent — one  incident  furnishing  double 
copy.  Telegrams  began  to  fly  about ;  one, 
from  an  editor  unmistakably  indignant, 
winging  its  way  to  Slowcombe  Rectory. 
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"  Whatever  shall  we  do,  Hester .- "  This 
question,  at  the  end  of  an  hour's  per- 
plexity and  surmisings,  shows  how  Httle 
progress  had  been  made  towards  any 
definite  line  of  action.  Then  it  was 
decided  that  the  Rector  must  be  told,  and 


"  Please,  'm,  here 's  two  gentlemen 
wishes  to  see  you,"  from  a  holding-the- 
door-open  maidservant. 

"  Us  !  Not  father  ?  Which  of  us  ?  " 
asked  Muriel,  agitation  in  her  voice, 

"  Either  of  the   Miss  Hortons,  says  one 


that  Muriel,  accompanied  by  some  nicniber 
of  the  family,  must  take  the  first  train  to 
London,  go  straight  to  the  olTice  of  tht- 
Recordtr,  and  make  a  clean  breast  of  actual 
facts.  This  had  just  been  settled,  when 
there  sounded  through  the  housi;  a  louil 
:,and  apparently  highly  impatientj  ring  at 
the  door-hell.  "  The  police  !  "  cried 
tiester,  jumping  up  laughing;,  though  not 
without  a  distinctly  dismaying  feeling  of 
trepidation. 


of  the  guntlcnu-n  ;  he  doi 


Il>'[ 


's  his  L-ard, ' 


care  which. 


them  in,"  said  Muriel,  her  mind 
a  jumble  of  bewilderment  and  relief,  as  her 
t-ye  caught  on  the  card,  which  she  passed 
on  to  Hester,  the  name  of  one  of  the  most 
celebrated  authors  of  the  day.  Enter  a 
man  with  a  Sbaksperi  an -bearded  face — 
e(|ually  well  known  to  the  girls,  from 
photograjihs— nor  were  they  surprised  to 
observe  that  his  right  arm  hung  bandaged 
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and  in  splints,  for  they  both  recollected 
that  in  the  springtime  all  the  newspapers 
had  been  full  of  a  fearful  accident  which 
he  had  met  with  in  climbing  Snow  don. 

"  Miss  Horton,  I  —  1  —  I  believe," 
hesitated  the  celebrity,  now  within  the 
room,  turning  his  eyes  in  some  embarrass- 
ment from  sister  to  sister,  who  were 
beginning  to  feel  comparatively  com- 
posed by  the  quiet  manner  and  under  the 
gentle  eye  of  this  distinguished  novelist — 
Mr.  Silksworth— no  less  well  known  lo 
the  public,  from  his  portraits,  by  his 
high  forehead  and  generally  intellectual 
face.  He  was  followed  by  a  quite  young 
man,  not  more  th;in  twenty  or  so,  unmis- 
takably a  London  clerk  of  some  sort  or 
another. 

"  I  'm  the  culprit  !  "  cried  Muriel. 
coming  forward,  "  I  see  it  all  now.  Von 
are  the  author  of  '  Anola,'  and  your 
photograph  is  in  e\ery  shop-uindow.  We 
read,  of  course,  of  vour  awful  fall  upon 
Snowdon,  and  saw  somewhere  in  a  news- 
paper, quite  lately,  that  you  are  slill  obliged 
to  employ  an  amanuensis.  That  is  he 
accompanying  you,  I  suppose.     \\'c  heard 


you  dictating — of  course,  that  was  it — 
dictating  to  him  and  .  .  .  and  ,  .  ." 

"  And,"  laughed  Mr,  Silksworth,  "  when 
I  got  a  certain  telegram  from  a  certain 
editor,  and  went  to  your  late  lodgings  and 
had  a  few  minutes'  talk  with  a  decidedly 
conversationally  inclined  dome.stic  there, 
then  to  me — a  new  resident  patient  of  the 
usual  kind,  as  you  mistook  me  for — 
ever>'thing  was  as  clear  as  the  moonlight 
night  in  question.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
the  doctor  and  I  are  old  schoolfellows, 
and  I  was  taking  advantage  of  an  often- 
refused  invitation,  in  order  to  have  a  few 
days  of  quiet  life  at  Sea-Head,  and  put  the 
finishing  touches  upon  some  short  odds 
and  ends  which  I  have  on  hand  just  at 
present." 

Fuller  explanatkms  followed,  also  an 
invitation  to  lunch  ;  and  in  the  sequel 
the  distinguished  author  might  have  been 
frequently  seen  arriving  at  Slowcombe 
Rectory.  But  the  world  was  utterly  wrong 
when  it  made  f^urc  that  he  was  hoping  to 
find  a  wife  in  the  beautiful  Muriel.  Some- 
how it  happened  that  his  choice  fell  upon 
quiet  Hester  of  homely  ways. 


MARSEILLES,     OLD     AND     NEW. 
Bv  WALTKR   MERRIES   POLLOCK. 


THE  sojourner  in  Marseilles  who  at  a 
certain  point  of  the  Quai  tie  la 
Porte  turns  up  to  the  right  will  find 
that  in  less  than  a  minute  he  has  moved 
from  glaring  light  shining  on  modem 
white  pavement,  into  picturesque  and 
ancient  twilight,  from  the  rattling  bustle 
of  to-day  into  the  region  of  the  past,  in 
which  the  very  inhabitants  seem 
touched  with  an  old  -  time  in- 
fluence, though  no  doubt  under 
their  picturesque,  and  it  must  be 
owned  exceedingly  dirty,  appear- 
ance they  may  be  as  great  rogues 
as  the  very  moderncst  and  least 
principled  of  Marseilles  dealers. 
and  that  is  saying  not  a  Httk'. 
The  Old  Town  is  a  place  of  dark- 
ness lit  by  shafts  of  sunlight  up 
and  down  its  narrow  streets,  a 
place  of  evil  smells  and  pave- 
ments deep  in  mud,  a  place  whero 
few  who  are  not  native  to  the  soil 
penetrate,  and  a  place  in  which 
one  could  scarce  find  one's  way 
except  under  the  guidance  of  one 
who  knows  the  quarter  and  can 
speak  its  patois  well.  But  its 
inside  is  as  picturesque  as  is  its 
outside  as  seen  from  across  the 
harbour  and,  for  choice,  especially 
from  the  open  place  in  front  of  the 
old  church,  formerly  an  Abbey,  of 
St.  Victor  ;  the  crypt  of  which  is 
said  to  have  been  a  secret  meeting- place, 
while  it  was  still  but  a  grotto,  of  the  early 
Christians.  The  church  has  gone  through 
many  vicissitudes — as  a  monastery,  founded 
by  Cassien  in  the  fifth  century ;  destroyed 
by  the  Saracens,  rebuilt  and  enlarged 
between  the  eleventh  and  thirteenth 
centuries,  and  endowed  by  Pope  Urban  V., 
who  had  been  its  abb£.  After  this  it 
became  a  "  select "  monaster)-  for  priest- 
nobles,  and  its  power,  great  at  one  time, 
gradually  dwindled  up  to  the  bursting  of 
the  Revolution  storms,  when  it  fell  into 
obscurity  and  was  for  a  time  a  convict 
prison.  What  now  remains  outside  of  the 
more  ancient  buildings  is  full  of  impressive 
beauty,  but  of  the  inside  there  is  not  so 
much  to  be  said ;  not  even  of  the  crypt. 
No.  141.    July  1891; 


containing  the  Vierge  Noire,  a  veiy 
Eastern -looking  Madonna  in  cedar  wooci, 
attributed  to  the  third  century.  There 
are  still  things  of  beauty  contained 
in  the  crypt,  the  recesses  of  which 
arc  in  themselves  beautiful  ;  but,  as 
almost  ail  over  Marseilles  where  historical 
interest  is  concerned,  these  things  have 


been  allowed  to  go  to  rack  and  ruin,  to  the 
deep  regret  of  the  cur6,  of  the  sacristan, 
who  shows  one  over  the  place,  and  of  all 
other  good  folk.  Many  of  the  monumental 
slabs  have  been  removed  to  the  Mus^e 
Hor^ly,  and  he  who  can  find  out  anything 
about  them  in  that  chaos  must  assuredly 
have  a  fairy  godmother  at  his  elbow.  The 
Chateau  Bor^ly  is,  indeed,  as  exasperating 
a  museum  as  can  well  be  conceived.  The 
Chateau  and  its  grounds  —  which  have 
something  the  look  of  a  miniature  Ver- 
sailles— were  a  magnificent  gift  to  Mar- 
seilles from  the  Bor^ly  family  ;  and 
it  is  but  fair  to  say  that  the  grounds, 
including  a  racecourse,  are  as  well  kept  up 
as  maybe.  But  the  inside  of  the  building! 
To  begin  with  what  is  the  finest  collection 
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in  the  Museum — that  found  in  the  Egjpt- 
ological  galleries.  Tliis  first-rate  collection 
was  neglected  until  M.  Maspero  set  to  work, 

in  his  masterly  way,  to  proiiuce  a  catalogue 
worthy  of  the  objects,  on  which  he  brought 
to  bear  all   his  espericnce,  and   "      ' 


heg(ittrin>fex|nriri 
he  drwril.r,l   tli.n 


iloiir  iluTe  ha.l  a 
the  Museum,  wU. 
lal)oih-il  nn.l  uncai 
tip  all  the  old  (MRS 
is  caught.  l,.i  us 
woodwork,  Ihi-  ■  ■ 
most  desirous 
this  desire,  vou 
f.)r  a  wonder. 
pencil.     You  ]< 


in.i  ntVer.'d 
thr    liuir  ll 

a  }u-\v  Din 


of  «hi 


!rd    1 


mber  : 


the 


iiilur  wliich. 
s  atiadird  lu  ii  in  rough 
n)k  ai  the  icirri'siioniling 
cataloguf 


Tiption.  pn.hal 


■    (iai. 


etc."  It  is  just  the  same  with  the  Roman 
remains,  most  of  which  an'  labelled 
"  Found  at  Marseilles,"  and  nothing 
more :  and  just  the  same  with  the  so- 
called    Chinese    collection    placed    in    a 


beautiful  gallery  upstairs,  which  contains, 
besides  some  large  Chinese  idols,  quantities 
of  Indian  figures,  religious  and  secular. 
Canadian  snow  -  shoes,  N'orth  American 
Indian  weapons,  Japanese  armour  and 
monsters,  Zulu  assegais,  and  .Maori  clubs. 
The  whole  of  this  collection  was  a 
gift  from  a  private  individual,  and  it 
is  evident  it  was  called  "Chinese" 
to  save  momentary  trouble  on  its 
first  arrival,  since  when  not  a  single 
soul  has  thought  fit  to  attempt  to 
sort  it  out  and  arrange  it.  There 
has,  indeed,  been  trouble  about  the 
liirei-lion,  as  when  some  things  of 
highest  value  were  abstracted  under 
the  verj-  nose  of  the  then  Director, 
and  might  have  been  recovered  in 
London,  save  for  the  supineness.  as 
i'xlraordinary  as  the  licautv  and 
jirice  of  the  things  stolen,  of  the 
French  jiolicc.  J'he  story  is  typical 
of  how  business  matters  are  managed 
in  .Marseilles :  and  it  is  typical  also 
that  its  warning  has  not  been  at- 
tended to  or  turned  to  profit  in  the 
very  slighti'st  degree.  The  same 
irritating  slovenliness  and  laziness. 
mi.\ed  wiiii  a  show  of  red-tapeism. 
that  governs  the  Chateau  Horely 
prevails  also  at  the  Zoological 
(larden  attached  to  the  Palais  des 
Arts  de  l.oiigcliamps  at  the  other 
end  of  the  town.  Wlih  the  natural 
advantages  of  ciimate,  site,  and  easv 
conimunication  with  foreign  ports, 
llicse  gardi-ns  ought  lo  be  the  vcn- 
nuidel  of  wiiat  Zoological  (iardens 
should  be.  Cn  the  contrary,  the 
grounds  have  but  few  facilities — 
barring.  ]HThajis,  two  ponds  for  seals 
and  liamiuiiocs,  and  some  spaces  under 
arelies  lor  i'n,!,des — in  any  way  adapted  to 
use .  the  walks  and  trees  are  hombty 
slrat:gling  and  unkenipi :  the  beasts,  too, 
many  i>f  ilieui.  look  half-fed,  and  many  of 
them  are  for  side  lo  anv.uu'  who  makes  a 
,1  wbich  is  lonsidered  high  enough  by 


l!ie  I>i: 


In  fiui 


:i  huge  dealer 
ving  ! 


there 


-hav. 


Itorely,  the  lalK-ls. 
-a  very  iidre([uent    i 


whatever  t 


the 


labelled.  Thus,  to  take  but  o 
Iwo  examples,  a  most  magnificent  raven  is 
not  granted  the  dignity  of  a  card  at  all ;  a 
laughing  jackass  close  bv  him  is  pro- 
claimeii  as  a  kingfisher :  further  on  a  leopard 
is  described  as  a  cheetah ;  and,  worst  of 
indignities,  a  fine  pointer  is  huddled  up 
all  alone  and  wretched  in  a  dark  comer 
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with   the   inscription,    "  English    Dog    of 
Chase." 

But  these  unpleasing  reminiscences  were 
started  by  the  unfortunate  connection 
between  St.  Victor  and  the  Chateau 
Bor^ly,  and  it  is  pleasant  to  leave  them 
and  to  return  to  their  starting- place. 

Among  other  curious  matters  at  Si. 
Victor  is  that  there  was  once  a  subter- 
ranean passage  between  St.  Victor  and  the 
church  of  La  Vieille  Major,  across  the 
harbour.  The  sacristan  of  St.  Victor— a 
man  who  evidently  loves  the  church  to 
which  he  is  attached — seems  to  put  but 
little  faith  in  the  story,  and  points  to 
the  alleged  remains  of  the  tunnel  entrance 
with  a  brief  comment  that  shows  plainly 
enough  his  unbelief  as  to  this.  Other 
things  he  as  clearly  believes,  mys- 
teries of  religion  to  which  scarcely  any 
modem  Marscillais  lends  an  ear.  Vet 
when  the  sacristan's  account  is  repeated 
to  one  of  ihe  most  learned,  most  accom- 
plished, and  most  sceptical  natives  and 
inhabitants  of  Marseilles,  straightway  this 
doclus  is  moved  to  wrath,  anti  wishes  to 
know  who  is  the  sacristan  that  he  should 
say  such  things  ?  The  passage  undoubtedly 
did  exist,  the  remains  are  authentic,  and 
'Jie  passage  needs  only  clearing  out  to 
issert  itself.  No  doubt  these  priests  (most 
present- day 
Marseillais 
hatepriests)are 
childishly  fond 
of  having  no 
religion,  and 
in  a  fetish - 
worshipping 
way  avail  them- 
selves   of   the 


to  in  a  former  article,  and  trusting  our- 
selves to  his  most  artistic  guidance. 
Raphael  has  driven  us  before  now — to, 
among  other  places,  the  ChSteau  du 
Pharaon,  now  the  new  Faculty  of  Medicine, 
in  the  possession  of  the  City  of  Marseilles, 
thanks  to  the  Empress  Eugenie.  It  was 
built  as  a  palace  for  bcr ;  the  right  of  it 
was  disputed  at  law  between  Marseilles 
and  the  Empress ;  the  case  was  <lectded  in 
her  favour  \  and  she  made  the  building  a 
gift  to  the  town  on  condition  of  its  being 
devoted  to  medicine.  In  driving  there 
Raphael  displayed  much  readiness,  in  that, 
answering  an  objccti<)n  that  carriages  were 
not  generally  allowed  to  <!rive  up  to  the 
doors,  he  answered  :  "  Eirst,  if  there  is  any 
difficulty,  I  shall  say  Monsieur  is  a  doctor; 
secondly,  the  place  is*  jiaid  for  by  the 
ratepayers,  and  I  am  one  of  them,  and  that 
is  enough  in  law  and  conscience."  There 
was,  however,  no  objecii<)n  raised  to  our 
progress,  and  then  Raphael's  artistic  bent 
helped  us  much  in  linding  not  only  the 
best  |>oint  of  view  from  which  to  take  the 
building  itself,  but  also  the  best  points  of 
view  from  which  to  look  down  on  the 
harbour  and  old  port.  He  lakes  us  to  I^ 
Vieille  Major,  and  to  the  new  Cathedral 
close  beside  it,  stopping  on  our  way  to  get 
a  glimpse  of  the  new  port  from  the  ascent 


for 


3f 


religion  —  no 


casting     doubt 

upon  a  fact  so 

well  known   to 

antiquaries. 

And  from  other 

sources    one 

earns     that 

almost  beyond 

doubt  there  was  facadk, 

enough  of  the 

passage  to  be  shown  to  the  public  existing 

in  1816. 

We  go  for  the  present  from  St.  Victor  to 
the  Old  Town,  picking  up  on  the  way 
Raphael,  the  vailuie-dt-placi  driver  referred 


to  the  Cathedral  Place,  and  is  delighted  to 
agree  whh  us  as  to  ihe  Vandaliiim  which 
has  neglected  the  Vieille  Major  (as  1  writi- 
there  is  actuallv  a  "  rnundabiuii "  in  full 
swingunder  its  very  walls)  in  favour  of  the 
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twelfth-rate  twelfth-cake  which  is  called 
the  New  Cathedral,  and  to  which  have  been 
transferred  too  many  of  the  treasures — a 
Virgin  regtlt  for  the  purpose  among  them — 
of  LaVieille  Major.  Ihis,  however,  still 
contains  a  few  of  its  pristine  possessions, 
among  them  a  fine  bas-relief  of  the  fifteenth 
century  by  the  brothers  Delia  Robbia. 
Other  beautiful  things  have  gone  to  the 
Museum,  and  yet  others  to  foreign  parts  ; 
and  of  the  old  cathedral,  built  on  the  site, 
and  perhaps  partly  from  the  materials,  of  a 
Templeto DianaoftheKphesians,  little  buta 


;  and  when  that 


inspired  to 
L,  and  hang 


icluding 


dilapidated  outside  r 

little  begins  to  tumble  to  pift 

hkely  that  anyone  will  interfcr 

unless  some  brilliant  person  is 

take  down  the  bells,  gild  thcT 

them    up    in    the    Neiv    C'alb 

passing  by  La  'lourretle,  "hi 

another  view  across  the  harhoi 

Notre  Dame  de   la  (!arde.  Raphael 

us  into  the  slums  of  tiie  Old  Town,  which 

have,  as  he  is  careful  to  |)Qint  out.  some 

resemblance  to   those  of    Xaples,    while. 

however,  there  is  over  all  a  Moorish  air 

peculiar  to  the  place  itself.     One  stops  a 

little  above  this  tortuous  ma/.e  to  look  at  the 

old  gateway  of  the  Hopiial  de  la  Charit6. 

the  inside  of  which,  as  it  turns  out.  can  be 

seen  only  by  Mime  very  special  order,  the 

janitor  being  careful  to  exhibit  a  framed 

and  glazed  edict   setting  forth  that  only 

the    Mayor,    the    Prefect,   and   the    Chef 


des  Pompiers  or  some  other  important 
official  can  enter  at  their  own  will.  When 
we  descend  into  the  heart  of  the  Old 
Town  it  becomes  doubtful  whether  any 
other  driver  or  carriage  could  possibly  get 
through  the  narrow  winding  streets.  Raphael 
is  equal  to  the  occasion,  talking  volubly  to 
the  inhabitants  in  their  own  patois  (a 
patois  in  which  Greek,  Latin,  and  Romance 
play  each  their  part),  but  even  so  on  more 
than  one  occasion  we  have  to  back  right 
down  a  steep  lane  with  one  of  the  wheels 
on  the  kerb  because  of  a  cart  which  blocks 
the  way  in  front.  The 
dwellers  in  the  streets 
regard  us  with  a  curi- 
osity which  is  more 
agreeable  than  the  stares 
with  which  the  rank  and 
fashion  of  Marseilles 
regard  strangers  of  all 
nationalities  on  the 
Prado  and  at  other 
resorts  where  money- 
bagged  merchants  and 
gilded  youth  most  con- 
gregate. One  feature 
of  the  Old  Town  tene- 
ments is  that  to  every 
set  of  rooms  there  is 
a  parrot  or  two,  treated 
evidently  with  great 
respect  and  considera- 
tion, lieast  and  bird 
shops,  indeed,  abound 
in  Marseilles,  and  seem 
to  do  a  thriving  busi- 
ness. Through  the 
network  of  alleys,  passing  types  of 
various  nationalities,  but  always  meet- 
ing the  predominantly  Eastern  charac- 
teristics, we  arrive  at  the  house  of 
King  Rcni^',  who  was  wont  to  pass  the 
winter  at  Marseilles,  for  which  city  he 
did  many  good  things  besides  laying  down 
sanitary  regulations.  It  is  not  very  easy  to 
get  a  view  of  King  Rent's  house,  and  when 
at  last  ihis  is  accomplished,  there  remains 
the  difficulty  of  the  interested  populace, 
who  all  wish  to  be  photographed  ; 
but  with  Raphael's  help,  this  is  got 
over  with  laughing  promises  to  come 
back  and  take  all  their  portraits,  and, 
Uiat  done,  one  emerges  again  from 
ftic  brilliant  darkness  of  Old  into  the 
brilliant  sunshine  of  New  Marseilles. 
But  of  King  Rent^-  there  may  be  more 
to  say  at  his  own  special  place,  Aix-en- 
Provence 


o"*5;  ^^ef 


CHASACTERS. 

Miss  Gibton  Newnham  (a  Modern- 
Minded  Maid). 

Mrs.  Madge  Newnham  {her  Sapient 
SitUr-in-Laui). 

Miss  Rosa  Deighton  {a  Fashi,mablt 
Flirly  Friend). 

Maid. 

Mr.  Gerald  Blaine  {in  love  with  Miss 
Newnham.  

ScBNE  :  Miss  Newnham's  Drawing- mom. 
Miss  N.  discovered  writing.  Maio 
waiting.         


My  c 


G.  {finishing  letter)  "Ever  yours  sin- 
cerely, Girty  Newnham."  'I'hort; !  (Makr: 
Mp  Utter,)  give  him  this,  Mary,  and  .say  tRat 
is  niy  answer.  {Exit  M.)  It's  a  very 
mean  thing  to  shufHe  out  of  it  like  that, 
bat  I  really  couldn't  have  put  it  so  clearly 
and  logically  to  him  face  to  face.  Verbal  ;»in  thr 
proposals  ought  not  to  be  allowed— they 
confuse  a  girl  so  and  make  her  reason 
quite  useless,  and  that 's  where  the  men 
take  the  advantage.  Now,  let  me  sec. 
Girty;  put  the  facts  before  yourself  in  a 
concise  and  impartial  form.  A — a  youth 
of  good  education,  bad  politics,  passable 
morals  (according  to  modem  standards), 
jnd  a  most  unimpeachable  moustache — has 


(Hfl'W^'    fl  .^t»uv\rv^. 


asked  you,  B,  to  marry  him.  You  have 
replied  that  you  do  not  love  him,  and  are 
not  quite  certain  whether,  if  you  did,  you 
ought  to  marry  him,  or  even  marry  at  all. 
But  you  have  proposed,  as  a  compromise, 
to  he  a  si.slcr  to  him,  and  beg  him  to  be 
.satisfied  with  that.  (  M'ilh  ehangtd  manner.) 
I  don't  think  he  will !  ( 'Informer  gravity!) 
Then  we  must  be  as  strangers.  For  my 
part,  I  should  like  a  new  brother!  Ned 
was  always  a  most  brutal  specimen  of 
mankind  :  left  his  licots  about  all  over  the 
house,  kept  pi|>es  on  the  mantelpiece  and 
dogs  in  the  yard,  thought  all  my  theorit'.«i 
"tommy -rot,"  and  believed  me  amply 
repaid  for  any  amount  of  needle  drudgery 
by  a  "Thanks,  old  girl,"  and  a  kiss.  But 
I  'm  sorry  Ned 's  married.  My  new  brother 
manageable.  He  will 
.cetion  than  a  chape- 
reward  hut  an  occa- 
ire  of  being  my 
lie  shoi  ■  ' 


be  mueh  better 
ron,  and    need 
sional  smile,  and  the  pli 
male  friend. 


-  Oh,  ■ 


,   he   1 


mustn't.     {Rises.  < 
Enter  y[k\H-,\ 


in't — be  daren't- 


New.vha^ 


■re  iimng.)    What 
i  pleasant  brings 


Madge!    f/^ 
me  of  all  tha 
you  here  so  earlv  r 

M.  {seated).  My  dear  (Jirty,  the  c 
courtesy  of  a  friend  brings  me,  of  course. 
What  have  you  siiid  .- 

G.  {confused,  at  hack  of  table).  To  whom  ? 
What  do  you  mean  i 

M.  Sit  down,  hypocrite!  Didn't  I  see 
you  and  Gerald  ISIaine  sitting  out  the  third 
extra  in  the  conservatory  last  night .'' 
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G.  Ye — yes,  we  did.  But  what  of 
that  ? 

M.  Oh,  nothing !  Only  you  stayed  out 
the  next  two  dances,  and  couldn't  dance 
the  sixth  decently,  while  ycnir  cheeks — 
come,  (jirty !  Concealment  from  your 
watchful  Mad^e  is  usi-lcss.  When  is  it 
to  be  ? 

O.  {looking  dmvn  at  tht  floor ^  and  shufflifif> 
her  toes  on  tin:  carpet ,.  It  isn't  to  be  at  all. 
I — I  said  I  'd  give  him  an  answer  to-day, 
anil  1  sent  it  just  now. 

M.  ( significantly ).  Oh  !  Slight  pause.) 
**  No,"  I  suppose. 

(i.  Ve — ves  ;  at  least,  I  said  I  could  never 
be  anything  more  than  a  sister  to  him. 

M.'Oh! 

O.  Vou  know,  Madge,  I  am  far  too 
modern-minded  to  treat  marriage  as  lightly 
as  our  fathers  and  forefathers  have  done. 

M.  (same  tone).  Oh  ! 

it.  Don't  keep  saying  "  oh  !  "  like  that, 
Madge  !  It  makes  me  want  to  pinch  you. 
Oh,  of  course,  I  know  you  won't  appre- 
ciate my  simtiments.  So  like  a  girl  friend, 
that ! 

M.  Perha|)s  your  male  friend  —  the 
newly  enrolled  brother — will  appreciate 
them  better. 

(j.  You're  a  spiteful,  old-fashioned 
thing!  I'm  surii  Air.  Blaine  will  see  the 
matter  in  a  sensible  light. 

M.  {significantly).     I  hope  he  will. 

(}.  I — I  can't  untlerstand  you,  Madge. 
We  two  have  been  frientis  ever  since  wc. 
were  at  school,  and  told  each  other  all  our 
little  secrt^ts 

M.  Yes,  our  little  ones 


O.  And — and — we'vt;  written  reams  and 
reams  to  each  other. 

M.  And  j)romised  to  be  each  other's 
bridesmaids 

(j.  Yes — but  that  was  when  we  were 
children. 

M.  Yes,  before  one  of  us  became 
enlightened. 

(j.  And  now,  when  I  look  for  sympathy 
in  a  most  trying  crisis,  you  do  nothing  but 
say  nasty  things.  I  can't  help  not  loving 
Mr.  Blaine ! 

M.  {aside).  No,  my  dear  (jirty,  and 
you  can't  help  loving  him  either,  though 
it  won't  do  to  tell  you  so  !  {Aloud.)  And 
may  I  ask  what  you  an;  going  to  do  with 
Mr.  Blaine  in  his  new  character  .-* — By  the 
way,  he'll  be  "Jerry"  now,  1  suppose  ? 

(j.  {flushing).  No,  certainly  not.  That 
will  be  one  of  the  differences  which  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  obser\'e  between  a  real 
brother  and   an  adopted   one. 

M.  How  thoughtful  of  you  !  You  have 
reasoned  the  matter  out  quite  logically,  I 


see.  I  am  anxious  to  hear  farther 
particulars. 

(j.  -deceived  by  M.'j  tone,  coming  nearer^ 
and  confidentially).  Well,  you  see,  Madge, 
I  thought  Mr.  Blaine  could  come  and  see 
me  when  he  liked,  and  take  me  to  dances 
and  theatres  and  be  a  kind  of  male 
chaperon,  you  know,  and  write  to  mc 
when  either  of  us  was  away,  and  I  woaKl 
work  him  slippers  or  handkerchiefs  for 
his  birthday,  and — ^and — so  on,  you  know. 
Of  course,  1  should  pay  for  myself  when- 
ever we  went  anywhere  together,  and 

M.  Happy  Mr.  Blaine  !  (G.  huffily  goes 
to  further  chair.)  What  a  delightful  time 
he  will  have  of  it !  And  of  course  if  you 
ever  look  more  than  ordinarily  pretty,  or 
you  should  happen  to  be  near  together 
when  no  one  is  looking,  or  should 
chance  to  meet  under — say,  the  holly  at 
Christmas (G.  stops  her  mouth ^ 

Vj.  Madge  !     Don't  I   He  wouldn't  dare. 

M.  No,  of  cour.se  not,  dear.  Besides, 
he  wouldn't  want  to,  would  he  ? 

(i.  I  shall  have  to  warn  him  not  to. 

M.  So  I  should,  Girty.  It's  decidedly 
the  best  plan.  I  told  Ned  he  mustn't 
think  of  such  a  thing.  Let  me  see — that 
was  the  night  we  became  engaged.  Oh  I 
most  decitledly  he  must  be  told  he 
mustn't. 

G.  I  '11  never  speak  to  you  again,  Madge! 
{Goes  to  windmv.  ^l ADGF.  sits  calmly.  Jhuse.) 
Oh!  Madge! — Madge!  Why  don't  you 
answer  ? 

M.  I  had  forgotten  for  a  moment — you 
had  said  I  mustn't,  you  know.  What 
is  it  ? 

(j.  {flurried).  There's  Mr.  Blaine  1  I 
saw  him  coming  in  at  the  gate.  What 
shall  I  do  ? — there 's  a  dear  girl !  If  I 
were  not  so  sure  of  myself,  I  should  say  I 
was.  Oh,  what  shall  1  do  .-^  I  can't  see 
him ! 

M.  Poor  brother!  The  new  arrange- 
ment begins  rather  unfavourably  for  him! 

(y.  No,  but — well,  I  mean  I  can't  see 
him  in  this  state  !  I  'II  go  and  make  mjrself 
presentable.  1  '11  leave  you  to  break  things 
to  him — you  will,  won't  you,  dear?  {Coaxing 
M.) 

M.  If  you  wish  it,  dear.  Did  you  always  go 
on  like  this  whenever  Ned  came  home  from 
bu.siness  }  {Exit  G.  huffily,)  Well !  herc'.s 
a  nice  state  of  things !  (Laughs  quielly,  but 
heartily.)  Yes,  I  will  speak  to  poor  Mr. 
Blaine  ;  but  not  exactly  as  you  would  like 
me  to  do,  my  dear  little  faddist  1  All  the 
matchmaking  in.stincts  of  a  married  woman 
arise  within  me  ;  and  if  I  don't  make  a 
manageable  little  sweetheart  of  you.  Miss, 
I'm  not  your  oldest  and  best  friend.  {Rises^ 
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and  looks  out  of  lh«  windmu.)  Here  comes 
the  newly  elected  brother  up  the  path. 
He  doesn't  look  overwhelmed  with  joy  at 
his  unexpected  promotion.  {Comes  down.) 
JEn/er  GzrJlld  Blaixe,  looking  miserabU. 
G.  B.  Oh!  good  morning,  Mrs.  \ewn- 
ham.  Is  Gir — is  Miss  Newnham  in  ? 
H.  She'll   be  back  in  a  minute,   Mr. 


Blaine.  Pray  sit  down.  {Silt  down.)  I'll 
let  him  begin.  {Asidt.)     {Pause.) 

G.  B.  I  say,  Mrs.  Newnham,  I'm  in  adeuce 
of  a  mess:     I  wish  you  would  help  me. 

M.  {formally).  I  should  be  very  glad, 
Mr.  Blaine,  I'm  sure.  What  can  I  do  for 
you  }    Tell  me  all  about  it. 

G.  B.  Well,  I'm  in  such  a  state  of 
muddle  I  hardly  know  where  to  begin. 
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M,  Suppose — suppose  you  begin  at  the 

beginning  ? 

G.  B.  (eageiiy).      Thanks  !      So  1    will. 
How  clever  you  are  !     Well,  to  tell  you  a 
secret,     I'm     awfully    in     love    with 
your  sister-in-law. 

M.  No! 

G.  B.  I  am  really.  You  wouldn't 
think  it,  but  1  am. 

M.  Is  that  so  .'  I  always  supposed 
your  attentions  to  Girty  for  the  last 
three  months  were  purely  platonic  in 
their  nature. 

G.  B.  Oh.  but  they  weren't !  Well, 
last  night,  at  the  dance ■ 

M.  In  the  consen'atory 

G.  B.  Eh  ? 

M.  Nothing! 

(;.  B.  I  asked  her.  She  said  sheM 
give  me  an  answer  to-day. 

M.  A  bad  sign. 

G.  B.  Yes,  s.)  I  thought.  And  so 
it  turned  out.  This  is  what  .she  sonds 
me.  {litatls.)  ''Dear  Mr.  IJlain.-,  1 
have  in  duty  hound  given  your  kind 
remarks  careful  and  weighty  consider- 
ation. I  regret,  however,  to  sa)'  that 
my  views  on  marriage  are  .such  that 
I  cannot  become  your  wife,  although 
fully  sensible  of  the  great  honour  you 
have  done  mc.  Hut  if  a  sisterly 
friendship — that  nolilest  of  all  senti- 
ments—will satisfy  you,  I  shall  be 
proud  to  accept  you  as  a  brother,  and 
trust  you  will  in  time  appreciate  this 
higher  and  nobler  relationship.  Kver 
yours  sincerely."  There !  that 's  a 
settler,  i.sn't  it  ? 

M.  Not  quite. 

G.  B.  Of  cour.se,  I  know  it  would 
be  awfully  jolly  to  be  able  to  call  her 
by  her  Christian  name,  and  you  may 
bet  I  should  be  a  most  endearing  and 
affectionate  brother ;  but 

M.  {rising  solemnly).  Oh,  dear  no, 
you  wouldn't !  In  fact  I  have  been 
instructed  to  teach  you  what  you  mar 
and  what  you  mayn't  do  :  an<l  both 
those — ahem  ! — privileges  are  among 
the  mavn'ts. 

G.  \\.  {blankly).  Oh!  thev  are,  arc 
they  f 

M.  Certainly !  You  don't  seem 
to  understand  what  it  is  to  fall 
in    love  with  an   up-to-date   young   lady. 

G.  B.  Oh,  da 

M.  — sssssh  ! 

G.  B.  Well,  I  was  going  to  say  "  Dash  !  " 
I  don't  know  what  to  do.  I  think  I  shall 
cut  it  and  'list,  or  turn  Socialist  or  some- 
thing !  {Buries  hii  head  in  his  hands 
recklessly.} 


M.  Don't  be  silly.  {Bends  mer  hint.) 
If  you  '11  be  guided  by  me  you  shall  be 
engaged  to  Girty  in  a  week.   {DeliberaUly.') 

5.  B.   [Jumping  up  and  seizing  M.'f  hand 
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ardi-nlly).  Oh!  thank  vou  most  awfully, 
Mrs.  Newnham  !  I  shall  be  eternally 
grateful  to  jou.  You  're  a  regular  brick 
to  take  pity  on  me  like  this. 

M.  {renuwing  hand  quietly).  Yes,  but 
I  'm  not  your — er — sister ;  and  I  'm  plotting 
this  deed  as  much  for  my  own  amusement 
as  for  your  good.     Now,  come  here  aod 
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take  your  instructions.  (G.  B.  st/s  on  stool 
at  Vi^s  feet  obediently,)     Are  you  ready  ? 

G.  B.  Yes,  'm.     {Folding  hands,) 

M.  Instruction  number  one  :  She 
mustn't  know  or  even  suspect  that  you 
are  being  put  up  to  this  or  that  there  's 
any  acting  or  plotting  going  on. 

G.  B.  Of  course  not ;  I  '11  be  as  inno- 
cent as  a  curate.  Fire  ahead  !  I  like  this 
Gunpowder  Plot  business  immensely. 

M.  Little  boys  should  be  seen — now 
and  then,  but  heard  very  seldom.  You 
must  be  quite  enthusiastic  over  your  new 
position  as  adopted  brother. 

G.  B.  Oh  !— I  say !     Why  ? 

M.  Leave  that  to  your  schoolmistress  in 
diplomacy.     And — (  Whispers.) 

G.^.  {listening excitedly).  Rather!  {Bus,) 
You  bet!  {Bus,)  By  Jove  !  What  *ll  she 
say  ?  {Bus,)  D'you  mean  it  ? 

M.  Certainly !  And  after  that  has  had 
its  effect — ( Whispers.) 

G.  B.  Let  *s  rehearse  now !  {Ibises  and 
attempts  to  put  his  arm  round  her  waist,) 

M.  {laughing).  No,  no  ;  I  *m  sure  you're 
well  enough  up  in  such  parts  already ! 
Besides,  someone  else  must  play  the  lady*s 
part,  you  know. 

G.  B.  But 

M.  S-s-s-s-h  !  Here  she  comes.  Now, 
remember  1     I  shall  be  back  soon. 

Enter  GiRTON  Newnham. 

M.  {going  to  her).  Well,  good  morning 
for  the  present,  dear. 

G.  Don't  go,  Madge !  I  want  to  tell 
you — I  mean,  to  ask  you 

M.  Oh,  I  *11  call  in  again,  but  I  *ve  too 
much  discretion  to  stay  any  longer  at 
present!  {Hurries  out,  ivith  a  backward 
laughing  look  tf/  G.  B.     Painful  pause,) 

G.  {aside)  This  is  agonising.  Why  can't 
he  say  something  ?  I  '11  never  forgive 
Madge  for  leaving  us  like  this.  {Fidgets 
about,) 

G.  B.  {also  aside).  She  looks  awfully  pretty. 
Courage,  Jerry,  my  boy,  and  make  a  shot. 
{Aloud,  with  an  assumption  of  easy  airiness,) 
It 's  awfully  good  of  you  .to  make  a  brother 
of  me  ;  I  *m  no  end  pleased,  Girty. 

G.  {starts).  Oh,  how  dare  he  1  But  she 
can't  have  broken  it  to  him.  {Aloud,) 
Really,  Mr.  Blaine 

G.  B.  Yes,  Girty?  {Aside.)  Here  goes  the 
entire  porker!  {Crosses  to  her,  sits  beside  her 
on  settee,  and  speaks  volubly,)  You  don't 
know  how  I  like  your  idea.  I  was  wanting 
to  take  you  to  the  Lyceum  to-night,  only  I 
didn't  dare  ask  you.  And  I  've  a  pair  of 
gloves  want  darning  awfully.  And  I  can 
call  you  "Girty,"  and  you  can  call  me 
*•  Jerry,"  just  as  if  we  were  silly  enough  to 


be  engaged.  And  I  '11  come  and  see  you 
every  day.  And  what  do  we  care  what  the 
world  says,  eh,  sister  mine  ? 

G.  {almost  gasping).  But  you  don't 
understand.  Hasn't  Madge  —  I  mean 
Mrs.  Newnham — told  you 

G.  B.  Oh,  yes  I  She  's  told  me  every- 
thing, and  you  don't  know  how  useful  the 
arrangement  will  be  to  me  I  All  the  best 
and  highest  pleasures  of  matrimony,  with- 
out its  responsibilities  and  worries.  What  *s 
that  the  poet  says  ? — 

Oh,  I  own  I  longed  to  spoon  and  flirt, 
And  thought  it  bliss  wnene'er  I  kissed  her. 

She  now  sews  buttons  on  my — gloves, 
For  she 's  my  dear  adopted  sister ! 

G.  (aside).  How  can  I  explain  it  all  to 
him  ?     Listen  to  me,  Mr.  Blaine. 

(j.  B.  "  Jerr}',"  please.  One  doesn't  call 
one's  brothers  *'  Mr."  (When  is  that  girl 
coming,  I  wonder  ?) 

G.  {aside).  1  mustn't  let  him  go  on  like 
this.  This  is  the  worst  of  letting  men  talk 
to  you  instead  of  write.  {Aloud,)  Not  quite 
so  near,  please.  That  is  more  than 
brotherly.  (.'lj/(flV.)  Poor  fellow!  How  he 
will  suffer  when  I  tell  him  ! 

(}.  B.  (aside).  Sha'n't  let  her  get  an  ex- 
planation out  if  I  can  help  it ! 

G.  I  think  it  only  right  to  tell  you  that 
I  cannot 

(j.  B.  Wait  a  minute !  (Staring at  her,  and 
taking  out  handkerchief.)  Wait  a  minute. 

G.  What  is  it?  Insect?  (Tone  rises  to 
shriek.) 

(j.  B.  No.  Smut.  Shut  your  eyes.  (Ashe 
is  bending  over  her  tenderly,  faces  close  together. 
Enter  Rosa  DKHiHiox.) 

R.  D.  Ha,  ha  !  Don't  let  me  interrupt, 
dear!  I  came  across  the  garden,  for 
Madge  said  I  ought  to  call.  She  didn't 
tell  me  there  was  another  visitor,  nor  who 
he  was,  or  believe  me,  dear,  I  would  have 
knocked  and  coughed  most  discreetly. 

G.  (in  despair,  aside).  It'll  be  all  over 
the  town  now!  I'll  scratch  Madge  when 
I  catch  her  alone.  (Aloud.)  Oh !  Mr. 
Blaine  only  dropped  in  quite  casually 

G.  B.  Yes,  I  called  in  to  see  Girty  quite 
casually,  and — and  was  engaged  in — in 
blowing  a  smut  off  her  nose,  when  you 
came  in. 

R.  D.  [in  chair  c,  laughing).  Ha,  ha! 
that's  rich !  My  dear  .Mr.  Blaine,  your 
ingenuity  is  sublime  !  That's  an  entirely 
new  name  for  it.  Well,  and  when  is  it  to 
be,  Girty  dear  ? 

G.  (hotly).  It  isn't  to  be  at  all,  and 
never  will  he,  and  I  beg  you  won't  go  tell- 
ing people  any  absurd  tales  about — about 
myself  and  Mr.  Blaine.  The  relationship 
between  us  is 
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G.  B.  Brother  and  sister  only.  {Looks  at 
R.  D.  significantly.) 

R.  D.  Of  course,  dear  !  I  quite  under- 
stand. Rely  on  me  for  the  truth  only. 
Mr.  Blaine,  you  are  a  lucky  fellow — to  have 
the  privilege  of — removing  smuts !  {Laughs. ) 
Weil,  1*11  leave  you  two  to  your  agreeable 
occupation,  and  I  think  you  can  trust  me 
not  to  let  the  interesting  fact  get  abroad 

(j.  icoldh).  Good  day,  Miss  Deighton. 
{Aside.)  What  shall  I  do  ?  1  wish  Aladgc 
would  come  back. 

G.  B.  (aside).  Wish  Mrs.  Xewnham  were 
here.  Better  go  on  to  Act  two,  though. 
{Aloud.)  Let  me  see  you  to  the  gate,  Miss 
Deighton. 

R.  D.  C)h  !  I  c(;uldn't  think  of  depriving 
Girty  for  a  m(jmfiit — No,  really,  it's  most 
ungallant — {Kxeiint,  R.  I),  laughing.) 

G.  (sinks  on  selttf  i)\\  \  If  onlv  the 
floor  would  open  and  swallow  me  !  But 
then  I  should  only  Ix;  in  the  cellar,  among 
the  beetles.  Oil !  why  did  I  ever  have 
anything  to  do  with  men  at  all  ?  They're 
the  one  disturbing  element  in  creation.  I 
know  it  now.  I'll  never  be  friends  with 
Madge  again.  I'll  never  have  any  more 
brothers.  Brother!  He  sha'n't  be  anv- 
thing !  I  don't  believe  he  ever  loved  me, 
.so  there  !  But  i Softens  a  little.)  he'd  make 
an  awfully  nice — n(j !  I  '11  just  punish  him 
by  being  as  stiff  as  a  poker  when  he  comes 
back  from  seeing  that  horrid  wretch  to 
the  gate.  Oh !  I  shall  be  so  teased  and 
pestered  now  about  him.  I  might  just  as 
well  have  been  engaged  right  out. 

Enter  Madgk  Nkvvnham. 

Ok,  you  nasty  abominable  thing,  I  'm  so 
glad  you  *ve  come  back  !     {Embraces  her.) 

M.  Well,  and  how  does  the  brother 
progress  ? 

G.  He*s  behaved  most  horribly.  He — 
.he  began  by  calling  me  **(}irty"!  {Looks 
down  J) 

M.  Horrible  indeed  !  I  trust  you 
crushed  his  wicked   audacity  in  the  bud. 

G.  Well,  I  tried  to,  but  he  wouldn't 
listen  to  me,  and  went  on  asking  me  to 
call  him  **  Jerry,"  and — and — mend 
his  clothes  for  him.  Oh,  he  was  so 
impudent ! 

M.  {aside).  Bravo,  our  side!  {Aloud.) 
That 's  the  worst  of  men — they  can't 
understand  subtle  distinctions.  Did  he 
kiss  you? 

G.  {indignantly).  No  !     Certainly  not ! 

M.  Well,  he  will  unless  you  tell  him  not 
to. 

G.  Do  you  think  he  'd  dare  ? 

M.  I  do.  He  's  in  love,  you  see.  At 
least,    I    suppose    so;    though    it    looks 


strange,  I  confess,  his  accepting  his 
brothership  so  willingly.  But,  of  course, 
you  prefer  him  to  feel  only  as  a  friend. 

G.  Of — of  course. 

M.  Yes  ;  because,  you  see,  he  's  just  at 
this  moment  promenading  up  and  down 
with  Rosa  Deighton,  and  there's  just  a 
possibility  that  she  might  take  him  for 
something  dearer  than  a  brother  if  he 
should  ask  her. 

G.  \going  to  windcnv  hurriedly  —  then 
checking  herself).  No !  If  he  chooses  to 
allow  himself  to  be  drawn  on  by  that 
plain,  scheming,  prj'ing  flirt,  it  *s  no  busi- 
ness of  mine. 

M.  But  as  a  sister,  you  know 

G.  I  say,  it's  none  of  my  business. 
Mr.  Blaine  with  offended  dignity)  may  do 
exactlv  as  he  likes — I  shall  not  interfere. 
(July  he  will  no  longer  be  a  friend  of 
mine. 

M.  Well,  you  see,  my  dear  Girty,  Mr. 
Blaine  will  want  to  marr)'  some  day.  I 
don't  see  why,  but  men  have  such  a 
preference  for  girls  they  can  put  their 
arms  round  and  kiss  and  call  pet  names 
that  others  are  quite  drugs  in  the  matri- 
monial market. 

G.  You  mean  to  say  I  shall  never  get 
marrietl  } 

M.  Oh,  dear  no !  You  will,  some  day, 
be  a  little  more  resigned  to  men  and  their 
foolish  fancies. 

G.  Oh!  they're  coming  in  again.  I 
can't  bear  to  see  that  thing  again !  And 
he  's  talking  to  her  so  confidentially  and 
so  closely  as  if  he  were 

M.  {interrupting).  Her  brother.  Dear 
me,  I  think  we  had  better  retire.  In  these 
cases  four  is  just  as  objectionable  a  number 
as  three. 

G.  I  won't  go  ;  but  I  should  like  to  hear 
what  they  are  saying. 

M.  Talking  Theosophy,  no  doubt — or 
influenza.     Possibly  golf. 

G.  Nonsense,  Aladge.  Do  be  serious 
and  tell  me  whether  it  would  be  wrong  to 
listen. 

M.  I  think  as  members  of  his  family — 
adopted  family — we  have  what  Ned  would 
call  a  locus  standi.  I  think  we'll  come 
here.  (M.  and  (}.  get  behind  curtains  t$ 
inner  room  c,  ivhich  hide  them  from  the 
audience  and  from  G.  B.  and  R.  D.) 

Enter  R.  D.  and  G.  B.  from  garden, 

R.  D.  Girty!  Girty!  Oh,  see  what 
I've  done,  Mr.  Blaine.  Kept  you  with 
my  chattering  till  Girty  has  gone  away — 
perhaps  in  tears  and  certainly  in  vexation. 
What  will  you  do,  poor'  boy!  Perhaps 
even  now  someone  else  is  consoling  her ; 
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wiping  away  her  tears — and  the  smut  on 
her  nose!     Ha,  ha! 

G.  B.  {wiih  forced  gaiety) .  Ha,  ha ! 
{Aside,)  I  feel  awfully  mean.  Wish  Girty 
were  here.  I  'd  make  a  clean  breast  of  it. 
I  say,  Miss  Deighton 

R.  D.  Well,  Don  Juan  ?     {Gaily,) 

G.  B.  {desperately).  Well,  look  here  I 
There  *s  really  nothing  between  Gir — Miss 
Newnham  and  myself. 

R.  D.  Not  even  a  smut  } 

G.  B. — Not  a  shadow  of  a  speck.  I 
took  advantage  of  something  she  promised 
to  do,  to  make  you  believe  something  very 
different,  and — and — oh  !  hang  it  1  Can*t 
you  understand  } 

R.  D.  I  fancy  I  can  guess  that  you're 
far  too  good  and  conscientious  to  ever  get 
a  girl  to  marry  you.  I  can't  bear  a  man  to 
be  so  very  proper,  myself.  {Coquet tishly.) 

G.  B.  {aside).  Hullo  1  that 's  a  straight 
tip!  Here  goes!  {Aloud,)  I  say,  IVIiss 
Deighton  {Sits  on  a  chair  nearer)^\i  a  fallow 
were  to  ask  you  to  marry  him,  would  you 
tell  him  you  could  be  only  a  brother  to — 
no,  I  mean — you  could  be  only  a  sister  to 
his  brother — er 

R.  D.  {softly,)  I  fancy  I  understand  you. 

G.  B.  Thanks.     What  would  you  say  ? 

R.  D.  Oh  1  I  'm  sure  I  don't  know. 
{Moves  her  skirts  from  the  vacant  half  of  the 
settee,  G.  B.  looks — R.  looks  down — he  moves 
in,)  You  really  shouldn't  come  so  near — 
suppose  Girty  were  to  see  us  ? 

G.  B.  {hotly),     I  tell  you 

R.  D.  There,  there  !  I  'm  not  jealous  of 
Girty ! 

G.  B.  {taken  aback,)  Th — anks. 

R.  D.  She  reads  Mona  Caird  and 
Tolstoi,  and  gets  cranky  about  marriage 
accordingly.  Now,  I  read  Ouida  and 
Hawley  Smart,  and  I  've  no  objection  to 
marriage  whatever — provided — ahem  I  I 
approve  of  the  husband. 

G.  B.  I  say.  {Edges  nearer,) 

R.  D.  Really,  Mr.  Blaine,  do  you  know, 
this  looks  very  suspicious. 

G.  B.  {blankly).  Does  it  ? 

R.  D.  Of  course  it  does. 

G.  B.  How  } 

R.  D.  Well,  it  looks  as  if  you  were  going 
to  put  your  zxm--{He  puts  it  ivund  her,) — 
now  I  didn't  say  you  might. 

G.  B.  Of  course  not — Rosie — ^>'ou  don't 
mind  my  calling  you  that,  do  you  } 

R.  D.  {slyly).  Oh,  no — in  a  brotherly 
way. 

G.  B.  Of  course — in  a  brotherly  way.     I 

R.  D.  Well  ? 

G.  B.  You  have  a  brother,  haven't  you  ? 

R.  D.  Oh,  yes ! 


G.  B.  Suppose  he  was  going  away  for  a 
week  or  two — or  you  were  going  away 
for  a  week  or  two — what  would  you  both 
do? 

R.  D.  {very  innocentlv).  Say  **  Goodbve, 
dear  " ' 

G.  B.  And  ? 


R.  D.  {turning  her  head  in  assumed 
bashfulness).    And — and — kiss.    That's  all. 

G.  B.  And  suppose  he  was  sitting  near 
you  and  thought  you  looked  more  than 
ordinarily  fetching  in  that  neat  little 
hat,  mightn't  he — I  say,  isn't  it  just 
possible  that  he  might 

R.  D.  {turning  her  head  innocently).  Kiss 
me  ? 

G.  B.  I  will !     {Does  so.) 

{A  slight  "  Oh  !  "  heard  behind  the 
curtains.  G.  B.  springs  up,  and  rushing 
up  draws  them  back  and  discovers  G.  and  M. 
stonily  staring.     He  starts  back,) 

G.  {icily).  Pray  pardon  us,  Mr.  Blaine. 
Do  not  let  us  interrupt  you.  You  are 
welcome  to  the  use  of  my  rooms,  only 
when  you  have  finished 

G.  B.  {confused).  Oh  !  pray  excuse 
us 

G.  Don't  mention  it. 

G.  B.  {catching  y[,\^  eye y  she  smiles).  We 
weren't — that  is — we  had  finished  before — 
I  mean — you  don't  mind,  do  you  }  (M. 
makes  violent  signs  for  him  to  stop.) 

G.  Mind  !  (  With  a  short  half  hysterical 
laugh.)     Oh,  no  !   Pray  go  on  ! 

R.  D.  {holding  out  hand  to  G.  smilingly). 
And  so  you  caught  us.  I  must  compliment 
you  on  your  eavesdropping  skill,  dear. 
Well,  good-bye  ! 

Ci.  {pretending  to  be  looking  away,  and 
therefore  not  taking  R.'s  hand).  Good-bye  ! 

R.  D.  {going  up).  My  dear  Girty,  a  girl  of 
your  education  and  logical  mind  ought  to 
be  above  such  a  thing  as  jealousy.  Gdbd- 
bye,  Mrs.  Newnham.  Good-bye,  brother ! 
I  leave  you  to  a  sister's  righteous  wrath — 
Ha,  ha  !     {Exit  laughing.) 

M.  That  girl  will  come  to  a  bad  end, 
some  day — die  an  old  maid,  or  join  the 
Salvation  Army.  ( To  G.  B.)  As  for  you, 
I  think  you  had  better  leave  us. 

G.  B.  But  at  least  let  me  explain. 

M.  No.  I  can  do  it  much  better  my- 
self. Go  away.  Pardon  my  rudeness — 
but  go  !  You  *ve  spoilt  things  awfully, 
so  far. 

(G.  B.  reluctantly  takes  hat,  and  after 
look  at  G.,  who  is  sitting  l.,  preoccupied  and 
silent,  goes  out.) 

M.  {to  G.)  Well,  dear,  what  does  Ruskin 
say  about  occasions  like  these  }  It  seems 
to  me  that  platonic  affection  is  hardly  a 
success.     At  any  rate,  so  far  as  you  are 
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concerned.     Rosa  seems  to  have  managed 
it  better.  {All  this  lightly,  bul watching  G,) 

G.  {rising y  with  an  outburst),  I  hate  her ! 
Oh,  Madge  !  {Coming  to  where  M.  is  seated, 
R.C,  and  kneeling  by  her  side.)  I  am  so 
miserable.  {Buries  her  head  in  M.'s  lap.)  I 
thought  he  did  love  me,  Madge — and  he 
didn't — or  why  did  he  flirt  so  with  that 
Deighton  thing  ?  And — and  he  might 
have  tried  to  make  me  change  my  mind, 
even  if  I  did  say  I  could  be  no  more  than 
his  sister  !  But  he  doesn't  love  me — does 
he,  Madge  ?  {Raises  her  face  and  looks  up 
at  M.) 

M.  Of  course  not,  dear.  All  his  endeav- 
ours to  show  you  how  absurd  the 
**  adopted  brother  "  fad  is,  and  his  hopes 
of  making  you  know  your  own  heart  by 
making  you  jealous  of  Rosa  were 

G.  Do  vou  reallv  think  ? — but  no  !  He 
couldn't  have  done  it  by  himself.  Besides, 
how  could  he  know  Rosa  would  call  ? 

M.  I'm  sadlv  afraid  Master  Gerald  had 
a  confederate,  Girtv  ! 

G.  Oh,  Madge  ! '   Vou  ? 

M.  Yes,  dear.  {All  this  foUcrwing speech, 
G.  is  resting  her  head  sidnvays  on  M.'s  knee, 
gazing  ivonderingly  and  thinking. )  You  see, 
Girty,  but  for  our  little  plot  you  might 
have  done  yourself,  and  a  good  man  who 
loves  you  truly,  a  great  wrong.  You  can- 
not make  a  lover  a  brother,  dear,  any  more 
than  you  can  make  a  brother  a  lover.  We 
should  not  play  foolish  tricks  with  love, 
darling,  it  is  too  precious  and  too  sacred. 
No  maid  is  so  modest  and  pure  but  that 
she  .should  answer  frankly  when  true  love 
knocks.  Come,  dear,  you  love  him,  don't 
you  ?  (G.  buries  her  face.)  I  was  sure  of 
it,  dear.  And  he  loves  you — ah,  yes,  and 
you  know  it,  you  little  rogue,  in  spite  of 
your  talk.  Tell  me,  what  shall  you  say 
when  he  asks  you  again  } 


G.  {muffled  voice).  He  won't  ask  me. 
M.  Yes,  he  will.     What  shall  you  say  ? 
G.  {muffled  voice).  Don't  know. 
M.  I  do. 

Enter  Gerald,  at  window. 

G.  B.  May  I  come  in  ? 

M.  {rising,  G.  does  so  also).  Yes,  you  may 
now.  I  *m  just  going  home.  I  've  done 
enough  business  of  other  people's  to  last 
me  for  a  week. 

G.  {nen^ously).  Oh,  don't  go,  Madge.  I 
want  to  ask  you 

(}.  B.  {also  nervously').  So  do  I. 

M.  Oh,  you  helpless  babes  !  I  must  be 
cruel  only  to  be  kind.  Good-bye  !  you  *11 
thank  me  for  going  to-morrow  I     {Exit.) 

{Pause.) 

G.  B.  Ha  !  has  she  told  you  all  about  it.? 

G.  Ye — ves. 

G.  B.  Ciirty !  {Advancing  towards  where 
G.  sits.) 

G.  Well  ?  {Low  voice.) 

G.  B.  [aside).  She  doesn't  seem  to  mind ! 
Bless  you,  Madge  !  {To  G.)  I  don't  feel  a 
bit  brotherly  now.  I  want  to — to — in 
fact — {Puts  his  ami  round  her.) 

(}.  You — vou  mustn't. 

G.  B.  I  won't,  Girty,  my  darling.  {Puts 
his  face  close  to  hers.) 

(j.  Mr.  Blaine  —  Jerry — you  mustn't! 
{He  kisses  her.)  And  directly  I  said  you 
mustn't — you  did  ! 

G.  B.  That 's  just  like  the  men,  isn't  it  7 
Illogical  beasts  !  And  now,  Girty,  you've 
accomplished  the  best  bit  of  work  of  all 
your  sweet  little  life — ^}^ou  've  made  a  fellow 
supremely  happy.  For  a  man  gives  his 
best  and  purest  to  his  wife,  sweetheart, 
and  not  to 

G.  {softly,  head  on  his  shoulder).  I  know, 
dear — his  "  sister"  ! 

{Curtain.) 
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THE  keepers  in 
Gardens  ought  ta 
deal  about  the  animals  it  is  their  w 
life  to  look  after,  and  it  occurred  to  me  as 
I  was  leaving  the  Prosector's  laboratory 
that  if  he  knew  a 
great  deal  about  the 
anatomy  of  the  resi- 
dents, the  keepers 
ought  to  know  some- 
thing about  their 
mental  peculiarities, 
their  gastronomical 
predilections,  and 
their  social  economy. 
Darwin  and  Romanes 
made  great  use  of  the 
keepers  when  engaged 
upon  their  scientific 
searchings.  Why 
should  they  not  be 
interviewed  from  a 
less  scientific  stand- 
point for  the  readers 
of  Thi  English 
Illuilrattd  ?  At  all 
events  there  could  be 
no  harm  in  trying 
what  might  be  done 
in  this  direction,  so  I 
walked  towards  the 
monkey-house  de- 
termining to  make  a 
start  in  that  popular 
resort— the  house 
which  as  a  boy  I  had 
always  made  straight 
for  when  I  spent  a 
day  in  the  Zoo. 

As  I  turned  the 
handle  of  the  door 
leading  to  thekeeper's 
private  rooms  I  won't 
say  that  1  felt  as  one 
does  outside  a  dent- 
ist's, but  the  awe  that 

keepers  inspired  in  one  in  youth  came 
over  me  at  that  moment,  and  my  enter- 
prise was  "  sicklied  o'er  with  the  pale 
cast  of  thought."  The  taciturnity,  almost 
moroseness,  with  which  the  keepers  invest 
themselves  soon  passes  away  when  they 
find  that  you  are  nut  one  of  the  gaping. 


rude,  irritating,  idle  crowd  ;  and  mention- 
ing Mr.  Beddard's  name  as  a  sort  of 
introduction,  I  tried  to  make  myself  feel 
(and  look)  at  ease. 

As  it  was  early,  1  found  Richardson  and 


Jungbluth,  the  two  keepers  in  this  house, 
in  their  rough  dothcs,  preparing  the 
animals'  food  in  one  of  the  two  rooms 
leading  out  of  the  main  building,  so  1  just 
said  "(iood  morning,"  and  waited  for  a 
favourable  opportunity  to  begin  my 
questions.     They  curtly  responded  to  my 
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saEute  and  went  on  with  their  work,  lea\'- 
ing  it  to  me  to  take  the  initiative. 

Jungbluth  was  attending  to  a  pot  of 
potatoes  which  was  on  the  fire,  and 
Richardson,  whose  face  I  had  known 
since  my  schootdajs  (he  told  me  he  had 


been  a  keeper  over  ihirty  years),  was  cutting 
up  loaves  of  plale  bread.  I  wondered  how 
he  came  to  follow  such  a  strange  caMing, 
for  one  can  no  more  imagine  a  hoy  saying 
he  will  be  a  keeper  in  tlie  Zoo  than  say- 
mg  he  would  be  a  keeper  of  a  box-office 
in  the  thcalre,  or  a  minor  poet ;  for  there 
are  a  certain  number  of  callings  which  men 
can  only  drift  into,  there  being  no  recog- 
nised apprenticeshiji  to  them,  and  a 
keeper's  is  one  of  iliese. 

In  a  spirit  of  .sympathy  1  said,  '■  I  suji- 
pose  you  find  the  crowd  very  troublesome, 
eapeciallvat  holiday  times?"  Dnt-  instinc- 
tively felt  that  a  keeper's  life,  like  (Jilberl's 
f)oliceman's,  was  nol  altogether  a  happy 
one.  "It  takes  us  all  our  lime,  Sir,  lo  look 
after  the  place,  I  can  tell  you.  'I'hey  tease 
and  worry  the  monkeys  to  that  extent  that 
they  get  almost  distracted.  They  quarrel 
among  themselves,  and  we  have  more 
trouble  with  'em  then  than  enough.  When 
the  house  is  empty  the  monkeys  are  quiet 
enough.  You  see  people  give  'em  all 
kinds  of  things  to  eat,  and  even  stick  pins 
and  needles  into  sticks  to  prick  them  with, 
I  noticed  a  lump  under  the  arm  of  that 
Tchili  monkey  outside,  and  when  we  came 


to  open  it — for  it  turned  out  to  be  an 
abscess,  Sir — we  found  a  broken  needle 
that  was  working  its  way  out.  That 
monkey  was  at  one  time  as  quiet  and 
good-tempered  as  you  could  wish,  but 
it 's  had  its  temper  spoilt  by  the  visitors 
teasing  it." 

A  Barbary  ape  in  a  cage  in  this  outer 
room  kept  walking  up  and  down, 
and  when  I  called  attention  to  it  Jung- 
bluth said  that  it  had  been  brought  into 
hospital,  as  he  termed  it,  to  be  nursed 
into  health,  for  it  had  got  very  bad  out- 
side, though  it  looked  well  enough  now; 
and  addressing  it  by  name,  he  gave  it  a 
hot  potato,  which  it  proceeded  to  peel 
with  its  fingers,  and  eat  the  portion  on  the 
outside  which  was  cool  enough.  This  ape 
always  looked  for  a  potato,  said  the 
keeper,  when  they  were  being  boiled, 
and  though  apparently  lame,  is  ready  to 
grab  hold  of  anyone  venturing  within 
reach,  and  could  not  even  be  trusted  by 
the  keepers.  Jungbluth  said  this  just  in 
time  to  prevent  my  being  grabbed,  for  it 
has  a  way  of  lying  quiet  until  you  arc 
within  reach,  an<l  then  darting  its  arm 
through  the  bars  and  seizing  whatever  it 
can  meet  with.  This  Barbar)-  ape,  the 
only  monkey  found  in  Kurope — namelv,  at 
Gibraltar— got  bad  through  the  high 
temperature  which  has  to  be  maintained 
to  suit  the  tropical  ones.  The  monkeys 
from  the  hills  in  China  and  Japan  are  kept 
outside,  being  quite  hardy. 

Monkeys  invariably  get  bad-tempered  as 
they  get  older,  the  keepers  told  me,  and 
some  of  them  can  never  be  trusted  ;  but, 
taking  them  all  round,  they  are  affectionate 
animals;  and  when  1  stood  outside  with 
Jungbluth  I  watched  the  monkeys  in  the 
cage  nearest  him  come  and  cling  on  to  the 
bars  and  put  out  their  hands  for  food,  and 
make  a  cooing  noise  at  him.  The  keepers 
often  carry  apples  or  grapes  in  their 
pockets,  and  the  delight  of  the  monkeys 
when  tbey  get  an  extra  morsel  shows  that 
they  fully  appreciate  such  little  attentions. 
They  arc  all  known  by  name,  and  by 
calling  to  them  they  come  to  the  bars,  and 
delight  to  nibble  al  the  keepers'  hands 
when  they  put  them  into  the  cages.  I 
noticed,  too,  that  they  utter  a  kind  of 
cooing  noise  when  spoken  to. 

The  hospital  generally  contains  several 
patients,  as  monkeys  are  lentler  creatures, 
and  are  very  subject  to  chest  affections, 
owing  to  the  dampness  and  changeability 
of  our  climate.  A  monkey's  views  on  this 
matter  would  coincide  with  those  of  the 
Yankee  who  remarked  that  we  had  no 
climate  but  a  good  deal  of  weather.     In 
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the  second  room  was  a  vei^  miserable- 
looking  spider  monkey,  which  certainly 
called  forth  pity ;  for,  in  addition  to 
chronic  influenza,  which  it  appeared  to  be 
suffering  from,  it  was  paralysed  in  the 
lower  limbs,  and  half  lay,  half  squatted  all 
of  a  heap,  just  holding  up  its  head  and 
looking  at  one  with  rheumy  eyes,  and 
then,  in  a  tired  sort  of  way,  burying  its 


hid  herself  in  the  hay  when  1  looked  at 
them,  though  her  mate  fixed  his  bright 
eyes  on  me,  chattering  and  showing  me  his 
small  white  teeth. 

I  asked  the  keepers  if  monkeys  often 
bred  in  the  gardens,  and  they  said  that 
some  five  had  had  babies  last  year,  but 
none  of  their  offspring  had  lived  more 
than  a  few  weeks.     One  curious  fact  was 


head   between    its    arms    as    though    in- 
different to  everything. 

Rheumatism  not  infrequently  causes 
loss  of  power  in  the  legs  of  monkeys,  and 
1  watched  a  Rhesus  dragging  himself 
along  by  his  hands  without  moving  the 
lower  part  of  his  body,  while  preserving 
the  utmost  gravity,  which  was  somewhat 
humorous  to  witness.  New  arrivals  are 
also  placed  in  the  hospital,  and  I  was 
pointed  out  a  pair  of  marmosets  which 
had  only  that  day  arrived.  They  appeared 
to  be  very  nervous,  and  the  female  at  once 


noticed  in  one  case,  and  that  was  that  the 
baby  sucked  both  teats  at  the  same  time. 
Some  mothers  exhibit  a  curious  barbarity, 
pulling  off  the  fur  until  the  youngster  is 
quite  bare,  or  gnawing  a  hand  or  foot  off. 
This  is  probably  induced  by  nervous  irrit- 
ability due  to  the  want  of  seclusion.  Of 
course,  a  monkey  when  it  is  with  young 
is  removed  into  hospital  as  soon  as  the 
fact  is  noticed.  Lemurs  have  been  suc- 
cessfully reared,  and  there  are  one  or  two 
still  living  which   were  bred    some  years 
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I  remember  hearing  about  a  pair  of 
marmosets  belonging  to  a  lady,  some 
years  ago,  which  had  a  young  one,  and 
the  parents  took  as  much  trouble  with  its 
education  as  we  do  with  children,  teach- 
ing it  to  walk,  and  even  cuffing  it  when  it 
didn't  please  them,  while  at  the  same  time 
exhibiting  the  greatest  solicitude  when  any 
danger  appeared  to  threaten  it.  But  one 
never  knows  how  much  to  believe,  for 
stories  about  animals  are  such  a  blend  of 
truth  and  fiction.  Imagination  is  the 
father  of  many  yams,  and  yet  now 
that  naturalists  are  studying  the  over- 
lapping of  reason  and  instinct  we 
have  more  reliable  data  to  guide  us.  A 
naturalist  from   Singapore   told  a  friend 


of  mine  in  Oxford  that  monkeys  used 
to  be  constant  visitors  to  the  Botanic 
Gardens  there,  and  his  dogs  made  for 
them  whenever  they  saw  a  chance,  but  the 
monkeys,  always  on  the  alert,  usually 
escaped.  On  one  occasion  a  monkey  was 
wounded  and  its  companions  had  to  leave 
it  to  its  fate  to  escape  the  dogs  them- 
selves. The  owner  of  the  dogs  took  up 
the  wounded  monkey,  and,  taking  it 
indoors,  bound  up  its  wounds  and  thus 
saved  its  life.  Some  time  after  this,  while 
walking  in  the  Botanic  Gardens,  he  saw- 
two  monkeys  holding  up  a  third  between 
them,  which  turned  out  to  be  wounded, 
and  it  seemed  as  though,  remembering 
what  he  had  done  on  a  former  occasion, 
these  two  monkeys  were  bringing  him  a 
patient.  This  was  told  me  by  a  scientific 
friend,  who  heard  it  from  the  naturalist 
himself,  but  1  can  quite  understand  many 
readers  classing  it  with  the  stor}'  of  the 
dog  who,  having  been  a  patient  at  Charing 
CroES  Hospital,   took  another  dog  there 


whose  leg  was  broken  to  be  treated  as  a 
patient  as  he  had  been.  Professor  Thom- 
son showed  me  two  photographs  sent  to 
the  museum  at  Oxford  from  South  Africa, 
showing  a  baboon  trained  by  a  signalman 
to  help  him  at  his  work ;  and  as  it  is  a 
perfectly  authentic  case  I  have  given  draw- 
ings of  the  monkey  and  his  master :  a  good 
object  lesson,  showing  what  an  amount  of 
intelligence  these  animals  possess  if  it  be 
developed. 

The  curious  habit  that  monkeys  have  of 
searching  in  each  other's  fur,  apparently 
for  live  stock,  induced  me  to  ask  the 
keepers  whether  they  were  troubled  with 
vermin,  but  they  replied  that  it  is  a  sign 
of  friendship,  and  that  there  was  nothing 
in  their  coats,  for  even  the  slightest  speck 
of  dust  is  carefully  picked  out.  Jungbluth 
put  his  hand  into  one  of  the  cages  and  told 
a  monkey  to  search  for  fleas,  and  the  little 
beggar  at  once  began  turning  over  the 
hairs  on  his  hand.  A  great  deal  of  a 
monkey's  time  is  spent  in  this  minute 
searching  in  a  friend's  coat,  and  some  very 
curious  bits  of  comedy  may  be  seen,  one 
monkey  with  a  look  of  resigned  pleasure 
giving  itself  up  to  being  searched  while  its 
chum  carefully  goes  through  every  bit  of 
fur  on  its  chest.  The  look  of  serious 
earnestness  on  the  face  of  the  searcher 
always  attracts  me,  and  you  will  sometimes 
see  one  monkey  looking  through  his 
friend's  head  while  he  is  having  his  breast 
and  arms  picked  over.  Monkeys  exhibit 
strong  likes  and  dislikes,  not  only  for 
people,  but  for  each  other.  They  strike 
up  friendships,  and  that  not  necessarily 
for  those  of  their  own  species.  Some 
of  the  larger  monkeys  are  chained  up  in 
the  cages,  in  order  to  confine  them  within 
certain  limits,  and  while  many  of  their 
fellow- sojourners  take  good  care  to  keep 
well  out  of  reach,  others  are  quite  chummy, 
and  will  nestle  in  the  arms  of  their  bigger 
friend.  Many  of  the  monkeys  which  are 
free  appear  to  take  pleasure  in  annoying 
the  one  chained  up  by  chattering  and 
rushing  forward  just  within  reach,  and 
then  darting  away  when  the  one  they  are 
baiting  comes  at  them.  Monkeys  are  very 
sensitive  to  ridicule,  and  if  you  waDt  to 
make  them  frenzied,  you  have  only  to  look 
at  them  and  make  grimaces,  when  they 
will  get  quite  excited  with  rage. 

The  Zoo  is  looked  upon  by  many  people 
as  a  good  place  to  take  children  at  holiday 
times,  and  they  in  turn  look  upon  it  as  a 
place  to  feed  animals  on  stale  buns ;  but 
naturalists  and  artists  find  the  Zoo  in- 
valuable, and  I  naturally  asked  the  keepers 
if  they  remembered  any  of  the  men  whose 
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mes  occur  to  everyone  in  this  connection, 
chardsoa  said  he  remembered  Sir  Edwin 
ndseer;  but  the  painter  of  "  The  Sick 
>nkey "  was  only  known  to  him  as  a 
itor,  and  not  as  a  worker  there.   Darwin, 


one  of  the  cleverest  apes  he  had  ever  seen. 
Joe  would  accompany  him  on  his  rounds 
when  he  went  to  feed  his  flock,  would 
fetch  a  broom,  unlatch  a  door,  and  per- 
fonn  on  the  horizontal  bars  like  a  gymnast. 


wever,  he  knew  well,  and  when  I  told 
chardson  some  of  the  anecdotes  from 
The  Descent  of  Man  "  he  remembered 
:  author  coming  to  perform  some  of  the 
jcriments  he  mentions  in  his  book. 
chardson  had  Joe  the  Chimpanzee, 
ich  Daiwin  studied  so  attentively,  in  his 
vate  room,  and  the  keeper  said  it  was 
Ko.  141.     July  1S95. 


and  was  as  docile  as  he  was  clever. 
Romanes  both  he  and  Jungbluth  know 
well,  as  his  pet  subject,  the  instinct  ol 
animals,  made  him  a  constant  visitor  at 
the  Zoo,  especially  to  the  monkey  house  ; 
and  by  the  way  they  both  spoke  of  him 
the  keepi-rs  had  evidently  lost  a  good 
friend  in  Romanes. 


ii^ 
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The  following  are  among  some  of 
the  most  striking  anecdotes  related  by 
Darwin : 

"  In  the  Zoo  (jardens  I  saw  a  baboon 
who  always  got  into  a  furious  rage  when 
his  keepers  took  out  a  letter  or  book  and 
read  it  aloud  to  him 

Breton  g:%es  a  tunou<!  act  unt  of  the 
instmUue  dread  which  his  monktvs  tx 
hibittd  for  snakes  but  thtir  tunosit) 
was  so  great  that  the^  coul  I  not  desist 
from  occasionalU  satiating  their  horror  m 
a  most  human  fashion  b\  hfting  u(  the  hd 
of  the  lo\  in  which  the  snakes  were  kept 
I  wassomuchsurpnstdat  this  necount 
that  1  took  a  stuff  !  and  (ml  I  uj  snake 
into  tie   mcnk      hous         IU\   evhiited 


f,redl  (right  iveept  three 
not  ee  of  it  I  laemg  it  on 
a  large  esmpartmcnt  the  r 


lolleeled  E 


nd   1 


)nke\-,  ■ 


and  *ilinng 
ludicrous  dpjearanee  I  then  jlaiel  i 
hve  snake  in  a  paper  bag  with  the  ni  ulh 
looscl)  elosed  One  of  the  monkei'. 
timidh  approaehed  eautiouslj  opened  the 
bag  a  little  and  peeped  in  and  mstantlj 
dashed  auat 

Monkej  after  monkn  with  head 
raised  high  and  turntd  on  one  side  could 
not  resist  taking  a  in  meniar;  peep  into 
the  upnght  bag 

"  Several  years  ago  a  keeper  at  the 
Zoo  Gardens  showed  me  some  deep  and 
scarcely  healed  wounds  on  the  nape  of  his 
neck,  inflicted  on  him  whilst  kneeling  on 
the  floor  by  a  fierce  baboon.  The  little 
American  monkey,  who  was  a  warm  friend 
of  this  keeper,  lived  in  the  same  large  com- 
partment, and  was  dreadfully  afraid  of  the 
great  baboon.     Nevertheless,  as  soon  as 


he  saw  his  friend  in  peril  he  rushed  to  the 

tractecl  the  baboon  that  the  man  was  able 
to  escape,  after,  as  the  surgeon  thought, 
running  great  risk  of  his  life. 

"In  the  Zoological  Gardens  I  heard 
from  the  keeper  that  an  old  baboon 
(C  Ciacma)  had  adopted  a  rhesus 
monke)  but  when  a  joung  drill  and 
mandrill  were  placed  in  the  cage  she 
seemed  to  perceive  that  these  monkejs 
though  distinct  species  were  her  nearer 
relatives  for  she  at  once  rejected  the 
rhesus  and  adopted  both  of  them  The 
(oung  rhesus  as  I  saw  was  greatly 
disconcerted  at  being  thus  rejected 
and  It  would  like  a  naught}  chdd 
inno}  and  attack  the  joung  drill  and 
mandrill  Hhene\er  it  could  do  so  with 
safet;  this  conduet  exciting  great  indig 
nati  n  in  the  o'd  baboon    — Sf-r  Brehmt 

Ih  rldfn 
In  the  /oo  Gardens  a  monke\  which 
had  weak  teeth  used  to  break  open  nuts 
with  a  stone  and  I  uas  assured  1 1  the 
keepers  that  after  using  the  stone  he  hid 
t  in  the  straw  and  would  not  let  an\  other 
monkcj  touch  it. 

"  At  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope  an  officer 
had  often  plagued  a  certain  baboon,  and 
the  animal,  seeing  him  approaching  one 
Sunday  for  parade,  poured  water  into  a 
hole  and  hastily  made  some  thick  mud, 
which  he  skilfully  dashed  over  the  officer 
as  he  passed  by,  to  the  amusement  of 
many  of  the  bystanders.  For  long  after- 
wards the  baboon  rejoiced  and  triumphed 
whenever  he  saw  his  victim." — Quoted  by 
Dr.  Lauder  Lindsay. 

This  anecdote,  quoted  by  Darwin,  is 
not  more  difficult  of  belief  than  the-  one 
from  Singapore. 

The  anthropoid  apes  arc  kept  in  that 
part  of  the  Gardens  through  the  tunnel, 
as  it  was  found  that  much  greater  attention 
had  to  be  [>aid  them  than  was  possible  in 
the  Monkey  House.  "Sally,"  the  bald- 
headed  chimpanzee,  who  lived  in  the 
(iardens  for  eight  years  and  a  half,  that  is 
from  October  1883  until  August  1891,  was 
the  most  historic  monkey  ever  seen  in  the 
Gardens,  possibly  in  Europe,  and  for  this 
reason,  that  no  chimpanzee  was  kept  so 
long  a  time  or  so  carefully  educated  as 
"  Sally."  G.  Mansbridge  was  her  keeper, 
and  by  the  direction  of  the  late  G.  J. 
Romanes,  whose  researches  into  the  mental 
evolution  in  animals  have  secured  him  a 
permanent  place  among  naturalists,  she 
was  taught  to  count,  but  I  cannot  do 
better  than  give  the  gist  of  the  paper  read 
by  him  before  the  Zoological  Society  on 
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"  The  Mental  Faculties  of  the  Bald  Chim- 
panzee "  {Anihropopithccus  calvus)  : 

"The  intelligence  of  *  Sally'  is  con- 
spicuously displayed  by  the  remarkable 
degree  in  which  she  is  able  to  understand 
the  meaning  of  spoken  language,  a  degree 
which  is  fully  equal  to  that  presented  by 
an  infant  a  few  months  before  emerging 
from  infancy,  and,  therefore,  higher  than 
that  which  is  presented  by  any  brute,  so 
far,  at  least,  as  I  have  met  with  any 
evidence  to  show.  The  only  attempts  she 
makes  by  way  of  vocal  response  are  three 
peculiar  grunting  noises,  one  indicative  of 
assent,  another  of  dissent,  and  a  third 
(quite  different  from  the  other  two)  of 
thanks  or  recognition  of  favours.  By 
vocalising  with  a  peculiar  monotone 
(imitative  of  the  beginning  of  her  own 
song)  the  keepers  are  usually  able  to 
excite  her  into  a  remarkable  series  of 
actions.  First  she  shoots  out  her  lips  into 
the  well-known  tubular  forms  (depicted  in 
Darwin's  'Expressions  of  the  Emotions*), 
while  at  the  same  time  she  sings  a  strange 
howling  note,  interrupted  at  regular 
intervals.  These,  however,  rapidly  become 
shorter  and  shorter,  while  the  vocalisation 
becomes  louder  and  louder,  winding  up  to 
a  climax  of  shrieks  and  yells  sometimes 
accompanied  by  the  drumming  of  the  hind 
feet  and  a  vigorous  shaking  of  the  cage 
bars,  the  whole  performance  ending  with  a 
few  grunts." 

In  teaching  how  to  count,  she  was  first 
asked  for  one  straw,  two  straws,  or  three 
straws,  and,  when  right,  rewarded  by  a 
gift  of  fruit.  If  two  or  three  straws  were 
demanded,  she  was  taught  to  hold  one 
straw  or  two  straws  in  her  mouth  until  she 
had  picked  up  the  remaining  straw,  and 
then  to  hand  all  together.  She  exhibited 
some  idea  of  multiplication,  for  she  very 
frequently  (especially  when  dealing  with 
numbers  above  fiw6)  doubles  over  a  long 
straw  so  as  to  make  it  present  two  ends 
and  thus  appear  as  two  straws.  She  was 
able  to  count  up  to  five  or  even  six,  but 
Mansbridge,  on  his  own  account,  tried  to 
teach  her  to  count  up  to  ten,  but  her  com- 
putation of  numbers  above  five  or  six 
becomes  vague,  and  verges  in  a  merely 
general  idea  of  many.  Attempts  were 
made  to  teach  her  the  names  of  colours, 
but  though  she  would  pick  out  the  white 
ones  from  among  the  coloured,  she  could 
not  be  tauffht  the  difference  between  one 
colour  ana  another,  possibly  owing  to 
colour-blindness.  "Sally"  was  fond  of 
animal  food,  and  would  kill  rats  which 
came  into  her  cage,  and  would  also  kill 
and  eat  small  birds,  throwing  up  pellets  or 


**  quids  ''  of  undigested  matter  resembling 
the  castings  thrown  up  by  raptorial  birds. 
She  would  drink  beef-tea  with  a  spoon, 
holding  the  mug  in  one  hand  and  the 
spoon  in  the  other.  For  a  scientific 
account  of  "Sally"  see  Beddard's  paper 
in  the  Zoological  Society's  Transactions. 

The  chimpanzee  now  in  the  (jardens  is 
quite  young,  and  not  having  been  there 
many  months,  has  not  been  subjected  to 
any  great  amount  of  teaching.  She  delights 
in  being  taken  out  of  her  cage  by  her  keeper, 
and  the  way  she  puts  her  arms  around  his 
neck  shows  her  to  be  a  most  affectionate 
creature.  She  is  very  friendly  with  the 
Wanderoo  monkeys,  allowing  them  to  feed 
with  her,  but  the  black  apes,  also  living  in 
the  Sfime  house,  have  constantlv  to  be  on 
the  alert  lest  the  chimpanzee  pays  them  out, 
for  she  seems  to  have  a  rooted  prejudice 
to  these  black  neighbours.  The  expression 
on  the  chimpanzee's  face  when  her  keeper 
comes  in  shows  how  delighted  she  is  at 
his  reappearance.  She  likes  being  tickled, 
and  gives  one  the  impression  of  being 
thoroughly  happy  and  contented  in  her 
captivity. 

Buffon  had  a  chimpanzee  in  1740  which 
always  walked  ui)right,  offered  people  his 
arm,  walked  with  them  in  an  orderlv 
manner,  sat  down  to  table  like  a  man, 
opened  his  napkin  and  wiped  his  lips  with 
it,  made  use  of  si)Oon  and  fork,  poured 
out  wine  and  clinked  glasses,  fetched  a 
cup  and  saucer,  put  in  sugar,  poured  out 
tea,  and  let  it  get  cool  before  drinking  it. 

One  in  Berlin  in  1876  became  on 
friendly  terms  with  Dr.  Ilerme's  two- 
year-old  son.  It  would  run  to  meet  him 
and  embrace  and  kiss  him,  seize  his  hand 
and"  draw  him  towards  a  sofa  that  they 
might  play  together.  He  behaved  more 
roughly  to  older  boys,  and  would  cuff 
them.  He  was  gentle  and  considerate  to 
young  animals,  but  rough  with  older  ones. 
He  displayed  a  special  talent  for  cleaning 
window-panes. 

Several  attempts  have  been  made  to 
bring  a  gorilla  to  the  Gardens,  but  without 
success.  One  was  kept  for  a  year  in  Berlin 
in  1876,  and  though  the  gorilla  has  the  repu- 
tation of  being  untamable  and  ferocious, 
this  one  behaved  with  propriety,  playful- 
ness, and  good  temper.  He  generally 
slept  in  the  bed  of  his  keeper,  covered 
himself  up  in  an  orderly  manner,  and  ate 
at  the  man's  table  of  plain  but  nourishing 
food.  He  seemed  quite  conscious  when 
he  stole  sugar  or  fruit  out  of  a  cupboard 
that  he  had  done  wrong,  and  when  about 
to  be  chastised  would  cling  to  his  master's 
feet.     When  he  was  punished,  as  it  was 
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neceamy  to  do  at  first,  he  nerer  resented 
it,  but  came  up  with  a  beseeching  air, 
looking  in  an  expressive  war  that  dis- 
anned  all  displeasure.  He  likea  thrumming 
on  casks,  dishes,  or  tin  tran.  and  he 
took  up  every  cup  or  glass  with  instinctive 
care,  clasping  the  vessel  with  both  hands 
and  setting  it  down  again  quite  softly 
and  carefully,  so  that  none  were  ever 
broken. 

It  may  not  be  malapropos  to  end  this 
article  with  one  mtirc  quotation  from 
Darwin,  for  in  these  few  lines  the  pioneer- 
naturalist  summarises  one  of  his  most 
celebrated  books — if  not  his  position  in 
the  sphere  of  speculative  thought  itself. 
"  The  main  conclusions  arrived  at  in  this 
work  "  f  ■'  The  Descent  of  .Man  "  ,  "  namely, 
that  man  is  descended  from  some  lowly 
organised  form,  will,  I  rt-grct  to  think, 
be     highly     disia.steful     lo     many.      But 


diere  can  hardly  be  a  donbt  that  we 
are  descended  from  baibaiians.  .  .  . 
He  who  has  seen  a  savage  in  his  native 
land"  (referring  to  the  nati^-es  of  Tena 
del  Fuego,  see  his  "  Voy^  in  the 
Bta^"\  "will  not  feel  muc£  shame  if 
forced  to  acknowledge  that  the  blood  of 
some  more  humble  creature  flows  in  his 
veins.  For  my  own  part,  I  would  as  so<mi 
be  descended  from  that  heroic  little  mon- 
key who  braved  his  dreaded  enemy  to  sa\'e 
the  life  of  his  keeper,  or  frcon  that  old 
baboon  who,  descending  from  the  moan- 
tains,  carried  away  in  triumph  bis  yomg 
comrade  from  a  crowd  of  astonishM 
dogs — as  from  a  sa^-age  who  delights  to 
torture  his  enemies,  ofiins  up  bloody 
sacrifices,  practises  infanticide  without 
remorse,  treats  his  wives  like  slaves,  knows 
no  decency,  and  is  haimted  by  the  grossest 
superstitions."  Fred  Huxu. 


"TT  VERYBODY      knows     St.     Ililarv. 

r^  EveT>;botly,  at  Inisi  fuui-  in  h'is 
life,  paj-3  a  nsit  to  its  ancu'iit  sircfts  ami 
venerable  cathedral.  Thr  AnuTiinii  \\h» 
comes  to  England  and  fails  tii-'il<i"  St, 
Hilary-  might  as  well  havo  stayed  at  bonn'. 
It  is  the  joy  of  the  artist,  thr  hajipy  htim- 
ing-ground  of  the  antiquary,  tin- (In-amlanil 
of  the  poet.  And  yet  yoti  might  visit  it, 
pcrambalate  its  narrow  <)kl  sinnls,  imii 
live  in  it  for  a  considorahli>  limt',  ami  lir 
ignorant  of  the  fact  that  it  conlaimd  a 
short  row  of  small  houses  with  the  unas- 
suming name  of  Tapioca  Terrace,  l-^ach 
house  in  the  terrace  was  ixactl)  like  iis 
neighbour;  each  had  a  small  square  «{ 
garden  in  the  front  and  a  small  |)arallel- 
ogram  of  garden  in  the  rear.  The  same 
latchkey  opened  every  door;  and  if  ynu 
had  not  a  certain  facility  for  mathemaiies — 
sufficient,  at  least,  to  enable  3'uu  tfi  ri'iaiii 
in  mind  the  particular  number  of  your 
own  house — ^your  incapacity  in  this  resiicct 
might  be  attended  with  unex))ucted  and 
unpleasant  consequences.    A  tradition  is 
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still  afloat  that  there  was  once  ati  alarm 
of  fire  at  iiij^rht  in  the  terrace,  and  the 
siti>rle  KfMth-man  beliinKing  U>  Nn.  =  was 
seen  with  his  head  out  of  the  wind.r,.  at 
Nil.  b  ;  but  that  is  another  sior\  1 

.\t  No.  10  lived  Richard  W-rnoii.  I  lis 
liuiidile  dweilinff  wasfjuile  in  kcejiinK  with 
his  humhh'  iiu-om.'.  He  wa,,  one  of  the 
eatheilral  choir— -  lav  clerk"  was  the 
ortieial  title— and  in  vi'rtue  i.f  his  (.ffice  he 
receivi'd  eifjiity  jioumis  a  year.  liy  leach- 
infi  music  aiul  bv  oceasiiinal  concert 
enffat,'eineiits  he  cmitrived  to  bring  his 
income  U]>  l.i  a  bare  hundred  and  fifty. 
<,)uiie  cnotijili  to  live  <in,  he  thought,  when 
be  marrieil  ;  but  when  the  baby  came  it 
Has  astoni>hing  Imw  exjicnses  increased. 

Wrnon  came  to  St.  I'lilary:  he  was  theti 
sLx-and-twciUv  and  full  of  high  liojics  and 
great  cx|.eetations.  Hut  it  soon  became 
evident  to  him  that  he  had  miscahulated 
the  possihililies  of  the  place ;  for  St. 
Hilary,  though  a  city  of  world-wide  fame, 
was  in  itself  nothing  but  a  small  country 
town,  affording  but  little  sc<)iie  to  a  man 
of  Vernon's  talent.  The  result  was  that, 
so  far  from  "getting  <m,"  as  he  hail 
e.tpected  to  do,  he  wa.s  sadly  conscious  of 
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a  sense  c»f  failure.  He  was  not  a  favourite 
with  the  <i:ran(l  people  of  the  Close.  'I'hat 
the  Dean  should  take  no  notice  of  him  was 
notliinu:  strani^e  ;  for  between  the  lowlv 
lay-clerks  and  the  high  and  mighty  Dean 
there  was  a  great  gulf  fixed.  He  was 
resented  by  the  Archdeacon,  who  com- 
plained lliai  tlie  cathedral  was  being  turned 
into  a  c(»nc(Tt-hall  by  the  irowds  who 
streamed  in  when  Wrnon  was  going  to 
sing  and  streamed  out  again  when  his  own 
venerabiliiy  was  going  to  preach.  The 
Chapter,  with  one  consent,  agreed  that 
Vernon's  singing  was  too  si'usational,  too 
dramatic,  too  ilu*atrical.  riie  Pnuentor, 
who,  in  spite  of  his  liih'  and  oflice,  did 
know  a  little  about  music,  ahhough  abli' 
to  recognise  in  him  an  exceptionally  gooil 
tenor  singer,  could  not  venture  to  liisagree 
with  the  general  oj)inion  of  the  Chapter. 
N'ernon's  <»wn  lolleagues  were  growing 
more  and  more  jealous  of  him,  and  could 
not  refrain  from  showing  that  feeling  in 
manv  wavs.  With  the  pui)lic  he  was  a 
universal  favourite  ;  but  that  was  small 
ccmsolation  to  him;  for,  as  he  said,  that 
*'  buttered  no  parsnips." 

Altogi'lher,  he  seemed  to  have  fallen  (»n 
evil  days.  I'imi's  wtTc  bad  :  many  troubles 
were  come  upon  him — want  (jf  money,  the 
disfavour  of  tin-  cathedral  dignitaries,  the 
unfriendlini'ss,  the  envious  susj)icion  of  his 
fellow  choirmen,  a  sense  of  the  little  }>ro- 
gress  he  was  making  in  his  ])rofession, 
much  ili^apijointmenl  every  way.  Hut  for 
the  bright  and  ha])py  spirit  of  his  little 
wife,  he  would  long  ago  have  lost  heart. 

It  was  Saturday  nii^ht.  N'ernon  sat  in 
his  littlr  n»om,  dreamil\  gazing  into  the 
fire,  and  nervously  twirling  in  his  fingers 
a  sluM't  <»f  paper — a  letter  from  the  iVe- 
centor  ht-  ha«l  received  that  aflern(»on. 
He  had  natl  it  once  and  again  ;  at  first 
with  \uti  n-^entment,  ami  then  with  a 
crushed  trtling  at  his  In-iirt,  and  last  ot" 
all  with  a  (  rrtain  bitter  anuisement.  iUu 
as  he  (  ontinue<l  lookinir  into  the  red  irlow 
ofthelTfall  thes»'  fci-lings  jiassed  awa\. 
and  his  thoughts  wanden-d  tar  back  int(» 
the  past.  Hr  dwelt  in  memory  on  all  tin- 
tender  <an'  his  old  father  had  taken  with 
liim.  llr  n'called  to  mind  how  ids  father, 
a  po(»r  miisie-teacher,  had  taught  him  all 
he  knew,  and  trained  him  in  the  \ocal 
meth(»d  he  believeil  in  so  im])licitly.  He 
thoutrht  of  the  brilliant  future  his  father 
had  fonl<»ld  for  him:  **  If  you  will  onlv 
studv,  Dick  mv  i»ov.  studvand  practise  the 
method  y<»u  /////.v/  gel  to  thi-  toj)  of  tlu- 
tree  I  "  Wi-li.  he  had  studied  ;  he  had 
worked  (»n  i»atiently  and  carefully;  and 
disappointment  had  fallen  on  his  soul  like 


the  chill  autumn  mist.  He  felt  that  all 
his  father's  predictions  as  to  his  success 
were  but  the  baseless  visions  of  a  loving 
heart. 

As  he  sat  there  absorbed  in  reverie,  the 
door  opened  and  Mrs.  Vernon  entered. 

*'  Why,  there  you  are,  dear  !  "  she  cried. 
**  1  did  not  hear  you  come  in.  Have  you 
been  in  long  r  " 

"  I  reallv  don't  know,  .sweetheart.  I 
have  been  dreaming  over  the  fire.  Come 
and  tell  me  all  you  have  been  doing  to- 
day," ami  Dick  drew  her  to  himself. 
**  Why,  1  don't  think  I  have  had  one  kiss 
to-day,  have  1  ?  Vou  keej)  them  all  for 
that  young  rogue  upstairs.  I  suppose  he's 
asleej)  .'' " 

**  Ves,  thank  goodness !  He  has  been 
so  fretful  to-day.  I  suppose  he  is  getting 
a  tooth — if  thiw  (/o  have  teeth  so  young. 
Hut  he  's  safely  asleep  now.  I  am  sorry 
to  say  jane  tells  me  the  coal  is  nearly  all 
gone ;  and  we  must  have  some  by  Mon- 
day ;  and  this  strike  going  on,  isn't  it 
tlreadful  .^  A  letter,  Dick!  Who's  it 
rom  r 

**  Oh,  it 's  only  the  Precentor;  nothing 
imj)ortant — (hoir  business,  that's  all." 

I^ut  Mrs.  N'ernon  was  much  too  clever 
a  little  woman  not  to  notice  the  slight 
something  in  Dick's  voice  which  re- 
vealed the  truth  that  the  bu.siness  was 
imj>ortant. 

''Tell  me,  Dick!  I'm  sure  it 's  somc« 
thing  about  that  horriil  old  Dean  and 
Cha})ti'r,  isn't  it .' " 

"  It's  only  the  oUl  tale,"  answered  Dick, 
*'  'the  Precentor  calls  my  attention  to  the 
already  expressed  desire  of  the  Dean  and 
Cha])ter,  etc'  All  that  rot  about  my  sing- 
ing not  being  in  kee])ingw  ith  the  traditional 
cathedral  style.  What  do  they  want,  I 
wonder.'  I  do  my  best;  I  sing  as  the  poor 
old  dad  taught  me  to  sing,  and  I  am 
not  going  to  alter  anything — no,  not  to 
please  a  score  of  frowzy  <dd  Deans  and 
Canons !  " 

"'Shi"  iried  his  wife,  "what  a  noise 
\ou 're  making  I  \'ou '11  wake  baby — and 
then,   j»erhaj)s,  you  will   get  him  to  .sleep 


agani : 


I  " 


Dick  (ould  not  resist  a  smile ;  but  the 
vexation  at  his  heart  was  too  powerful  to 
be  subdued  in  a  moment.  He  returned  to 
the  subject — 

"What  do  reverend  Canons  and  Doctors 
of"  Divinity  know  of  such  things  ?  It 
would  serve  the  Dean  right  if  I  went  to 
him  and  asked  him  to  show  me  how  he 
wanted  the  thing  dont — only  I  don't 
suppose  he  would  know  me  from  Adam  if 
I    did   go!      Dramatic!    theatrical!"   ho 
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burst  out  again.  "  fiikilcslicks  !  Just 
because  I  put  a  decent  annmiit  of  fxjirt's- 
sion  into  what  I  sing.  To-mdrntw  I  'm 
doH-n  for  '  The  Sorrows  of  Death ' ;  I 
c:an't  drone  it  out  like  a  bagpipe  obhligato. 
Ah  I  how  the  dear  dad  made  me  uurk  at 


I    Hj   throw 
lat  }     Hi-avei 


it    ill  I 
only 
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**  There,  no\v%  you  naughty  boy !  I  told 
you  you  would  !     You  *ve  woke  baby  !  " 

And  awav  ran  Mrs.  Vernon. 

Dick  crushed  the  letter  and  threw  it 
into  the  fire. 

The  Sunday  afternoon  service  at  St. 
Hilar}'  Cathedral  was  always  well  attended. 
All  the  smart  people  made  a  point  of 
going.  Old  Lady  C'racklethorpe  often 
drove  in  from  Wrcxingham  Towers,  while 
Sir  Hugh  Shawe-Shawe,  who  commanded 
the  district,  never  by  any  chance  missed. 
Where  such  brilliant  examples  were  set 
common  folk  naturally  followed.  Hut 
since  Vernon  had  ht^come  a  member  of 
the  cathedral  choir  tin*  numbers  who 
flocked  to  the  service  were  greater  than 
ever;  and,  when  it  was  known  that  he 
was  to  sing  a  solo,  so  numerous  was  the 
crowd  that  not  only  was  every  available 
seat  occupied  but  tlie  aisles  were  ])acked 
with  those  who  were  content  to  stand. 

Vernon  was  to  sing  on  this  ed'ternoon. 
The  organ  had  just  begun  the  opening 
bars  of  the  symphony,  the  choristers  and 
lay-clerks  were  already  standing,  their 
white  surplices  shining  bright  in  the  gas- 
light which  streamed  down  from  above 
them.  Beyond  the  choir,  to  the  east,  lay 
the  side  and  Lady  chapels,  shrouded  in 
gloom.  It  was  impossible  for  one  seated 
in  the  choir  to  pierce  those  vast,  mys- 
terious recesses  beycmd.  Here  were  the 
fields  of  light ;  there  the  region  of 
unfathomable  darkness.  Here  rose  to 
the  vaulted  roof  in  full  chorus  the  chants 
of  angels ;  there  was  the  realm  of  outer 
silence  whence  resounded  only  the  faint 
echoes  of  the  Songs  of  the  I^lessed.  The 
romantic  beauty  of  the  sacred  place  stirred 
the  soul  of  Vernon  to  its  depths.  He  loved 
it.  In  his  troubles  it  seemed  to  speak 
to  him  a  solace  of  its  own.  It  was  so 
(hflferent  from  those  grand  people  in  the 
Close,  who  misjudged  him  so  ignorantly 
or  so  harshly,  who  cared  little  or  nothing 
for  him  in  his  trials,  in  his  sorrows,  in  his 
struggles. 

Never  did  he  feel  its  spell  stronger  than 
now.  He  sang  as  he  had  never  sung 
before.  **  Trouble  and  deep  heaviness  " 
lay  upon  him  :  the  music  was  the  expres- 
si(m  of  his  own  troubled  spirit.  Its  alterna- 
tions of  hope  and  anxious  expectation,  its 
restless  throbbings,  its  reiterated  cries  of 
one  **  calling  through  the  darkness" 
reached  their  climax  in  the  final — **  Watch- 
man !  will  the  night  soon  pass  }  will  the 
night  soon  pass  }  "  The  pure,  strong,  rich 
voice  died  away  in  a  perfect  diminuendo. 
There  was  a  moment's  pause.     Then  rose 


the  clear  soprano  tones  of  the  reply,  so 
admirable  in  its  contrast — it  seemed  less 
like  a  boy*s  voice  than  an  angeFs — **  The 
night  is  departing,  departing  I  " 

The  effect  was  thrilling.  Men  felt  an 
odd  grip  at  the  throat :  women  felt  the 
tears  gather  in  their  eyes.  The  Precentor 
himself  was  moved :  the  lay-clerks  for  a 
moment  forgot  their  jealousy.  Dick  alone 
was  unconscious  of  the  effect  he  had  pro- 
duced :  only  he  knew  that  he  had  tried  to 
sing  his  best. 

rhe  ser\'ice  over,  Dick  wended  his  way 
homeward  through  the  October  gloom. 
His  heart  was  heavy.  The  refrain  of  his 
own  solo  rang  in  his  ear  as  he  passed 
along  the  narrow  old  streets — "  Watchman  ! 
will  the  night  soon  pass  }  will  the  night 
soon  pass  't "  'I'he  night  of  disappoint- 
ment, of  hopes  deferred,  of  anxiet\\  of 
failure  was  thick  upon  him.  Should  he 
ever  hear  a  voice  calling  through  the 
darkness — *'  'I'he  day  is  at  hand  "  'i 

Dick  (lid  not  go  home  direct,  but  went 
refund  by  the  old  city  walls  :  so  that  by  the 
time  he  reached  lo.  Tapioca  Terrace  he 
had  walked  off  his  fit  of  despondency,  and 
was  no  longer  inclined  to  take  such  a 
gloomy  view  of  things  in  general.  Indeed, 
the  brisk  physical  exercise  of  the  walk  had 
restored  the  natural  cheerfulness  of  vouth 
and  health.  On  reaching  home  he  found 
tea  ready  in  the  little  j)arlour. 

"  Here  you  are  at  last,  Dick !  "  cried 
Mrs.  Vernon.  "  I  was  so  sorrv  this 
naughty  young  monkey  would  not  let 
me  go  with  you  this  afternoon.  How  did 
you  get  on  }  But  it  was  a  good  thing, 
after  all,  that  I  stayed  at  home.  I  've  had 
a  visitor." 

"  Who  }  " 

•'(iuess!" 

"  Lady  or  gentleman  .'' "  asked  Dick. 

"  Gentleman,  of  course  1  "  was  the 
answer ;  and  a  roguish  twinkle  shone 
from  the  little  woman's  eye. 

*•  Aha  !  the  plot  thickens.  Who  was 
the  young  and  handsome  stranger } " 

"He  wasn't  young  and  he  wasn't  hand- 
some ;  so  don't  be  ridiculous.  He  did  not 
stay  long,  and  he  has  not  been  gone  many 
minutes.  When  he  found  you  were  not  at 
home,  he  just  asked  a  few  questions  of  me, 
took  a  look  at  the  music  on  the  piano,  anti 
went.  But  he  told  me  he  was  at  the 
cathedral  this  afternoon  and  heard  you 
sing.  He  said  he  knew  your  father  many 
years  ago.  He  is  staying  at  the  Crown, 
and  returns  to  London  by  the  9. 1 5  express 
this  evening.  He  was  particularly  anxious 
that  you  should  go  and  see  him  as  soon  as 
you  came  in." 
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**  What  is  his  name  ?  " 

•'  There  now,  how  stupid  of  me !  I 
forgot  in  the  hurry,  to  ask  him.  He  was 
on  the  move  all  the  time." 

**  Well,"  said  Dick,  **  I  don't  suppose 
there 's  any  violent  huny  about  it." 

**I  think,  Dick,  you  had  better  go," 
answered  his  wife  ;  **  it  may  be  important, 
you  can't  tell.  You  have  time  for  a  cup 
of  tea  first." 

**  Knew  the  dad,  did  he.^" 

**  Yes ;  many  years  ago,  he  said." 

**  And  he  left  no  card  ?  Well,  never 
mind,  here  goes.  I  'm  off  to  the  Crown 
to  inquire  for  a  gentleman  unknown ;  when 
last  seen  was  wearing — et  cetera.  What 
does  he  look  like  ?  " 

**  He  was  a  stout  man  ;  not  so  tall  as 
you,  with  grey  beard  and  moustache  ;  he 
wore  eyeglasses.  I  noticed  he  had  on  a 
big  fur-lined  coat,  and  generally  looked 
quite  the  swell." 

"  All  right,  dear  girl !  I  Ml  go  and  see 
Pratt,  and  ask  him  if  he  has  a  visitor 
answering  to  your  description  ;  and  I  '11 
interview  the  mysterious  stranger.  Bv- 
by,  love !  " 

Vernon  was  not  long  in  finding  his  wjiy 
to  the  Crown,  whose  proprietor,  the  afore- 
said Pratt,  was  well  known  to  him,  and 
one  of  his  staunchest  admirers.  But  there 
was  evidently  some  mistake  ;  either  the 
stranger  had  given  the  wrong  name  of  his 
hotel,  or  he  had  given  the  right  name  and 
Mrs.  Vernon  had  forgotten  it ;  for  they 
had  no  visitor  at  the  Crown  at  all  answer- 
ing to  the  description  Dick  gave. 

Vernon  stayed  no  longer  than  was 
necessary  to  assure  himself  of  this,  and, 
declining  Mr.  Pratt's  warm  invitation  to 
refresh  himself  after  his  exertions,  he  left 
the  hotel.  As  he  stepped  into  the  street 
the  Archdeacon  happened  to  pass  with  cjne 
of  the  Canons.  He  was  explaining  with 
much  detail  and  evident  satisfaction  the 
exceptionally  favourable  circumstances 
under  which  he  had  recently  bought  a 
quantity  of  excellent  old  tawny  port,  and 
was  stating  his  firm  conviction,  arrived  at 
as  the  result  of  a  long  and  unbroken  expe- 
rience, that  port,  so  far  from  increasing 
gout,  was  actually  beneficial  to  those  having 
the  misfortune  to  suffer  from  that  painful 
malady.  He  interrupted  himself  as  he 
caught  sight  of  Vernon  at  the  door  of  the 
Crown. 

••  Was  that  Vernon  ?  " 
"Yes,  surely;  I  don't  think  wc  could 
have  been  mistaken." 

"  What  a  scandalous  thing  for  one  of  our 
lay  -  clerks  to  be  seen  coming  out  of  a 
public-house  on  Sunday  evening !   I  should 


not  be  surprised  to  hear  that  he  had  spent 
all  his  time  there  since  ser\'ice  was  over." 

'*  Does  he  drink  ?  " 

**  I  have  heard  vague  rumours  to  that 
effect ;  but  it  isn't  fair  to  judge  a  man  by 
mere  gossip.  Still,  there  may  be  some- 
thing in  it.  Altogether,  I  hardly  think 
he  is  a  suitable  man  for  us." 

**  He  sings  well — after  a  style." 

*'  Exactly,  after  a  style  ;  but  I  think 
we  are  agreed  the  style  is  too  sensa- 
tional, and  quite  of  the  nd  captandum 
kind,  eh.^" 

**  There  was  a  tremendous — congrega- 
tion 1  was  going  to  say — audience  I  ought 
to  have  said,  this  afternoon.  There  is 
no  doubt  he  has  introduced  quite  a  new 
element  into  our  services;  it  would  be  a 
great  relief  to  us  if  he  went.'* 

**  I  think  we  might  very  fairly  take  notice 
of  his  having  been  seen  by  us  coming  out 
of  the  Crown  this  evening.  I  'II  tell  the 
Precentor  to  write  to  him  about  it." 

The  two  dignitaries  pursued  their  way. 

Before  long  Vc*rnon  was  at  home  again. 
He  told  his  wife  that  thev  had  no  visitor 
at  the  Crown  answering  to  her  descrip- 
tion. The  poor  girl  was  vexed  beyond 
measure :  she  blamed  her  unknown  caller 
for  not  leaving  his  name,  she  blamed  her- 
self for  not  asking  him.  Still,  the  whole 
visit  was  so  hurried,  as  she  told  Dick,  that 
there  was  some  excuse  at  least  for  her  not 
having  done  at  the  time  exactly  what 
she  afterwards  saw  she  ought  to  have 
done.  At  Dick's  recjuest  she  describcHl  the 
interview  afresh.  She  remembered  now 
whv  he  was  in  such  a  hurrv.  He  had  to 
go  back  to  the  hotel  to  write  an  important 
hotter  to  go  by  that  evening's  post. 

Vi'rnon  and  his  wife  were  still  discuss- 
ing the  stranger's  visit  and  its  meaning 
and  j)ossible  results — which  Mrs.  Vernon 
naturally  saw  in  tht^  rosiest  of  lights — 
when  suddenly  Mrs.  Vernon  exclaimed — 

**  Oh,  Dick!  1  am  so  sorry:  I  believe 
hc^  saicl  the  King's  Head  and  not  the 
Crown  after  all !  " 

**  Vou  little  duffer!  "  said  Dick.  "(;()ing 
up  by  the  9.15,  did  he  say?  There's  loads 
of  time  yet ;  I  must  see  him  this  evening, 
of  course.  So  here  goes,  once  again.  I 
don't  suppose  1  shall  be  long,  but  if  1  am 
you  will  know  what  is  keeping  me." 

Vernon  set  out  again — this  time  to  the 
King's  Head,  which  was  at  the  other  end 
of  the  town.  He  met  the  good  folk  of  St. 
Hilary  on  their  way  to  Evensong  at  their 
parish  churches ;  for  the  King's  Head  was 
at  the  top  of  the  High  Street,  and  the 
throng  was  great  all  along  the  street.  At 
last  he  reached  the  King's  Head.     Yes  ; 
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such  a  xcmli-maii  as  ;\Ir.  V>-riu)]|  ilfM-riln-il 
haii  arriv,.il  ill  llu-  lu.t.-l  for  lun.h,  had 
inti-niifd  i"  jiu  ii[i  lo  I.<inilun  Iiy  the  ij.is, 
but  had  alliTi'd  his  [>Iniis  and  t'lad  li-ft  iti 
catch  the  6.17.     If  Mr.  Vt-rium   hu 


and  if   hv  chancf  ihc  train   ' 


,    laic,  he 


iiii};hi   just  caich    him.       lust    one   thing 

Dick  ran  to  ihc  station  as  hard  as  he 
couki  i>dt.  taking  tin-  back  stn-cts  to 
avoid  the  crowd.     Iliil  he  «as  too  late,  by 


THE   NEW  TEXOR. 


3+' 


punctual,  and  the  unknown  jMr.  Lewis  had 
no  doubt  been  conveyed  by  it  far. away 
from  the  scene  of  his  disturbing  and  un- 
satisfactory visit. 

The  excitement  of  the  afternoon's  sing- 
ing ;  the  tearing  about  from  one  i)Iace  to 
another;  the  final  hurrying  to  catch  the 
train — ^all  combined  to  make  Dick  feel 
unwell.  Now  that  the  stimulus  of  the 
chase  was  withdrawn,  the  accumulated 
.strain  of  hours  made  itself  felt,  and  Dick 
was  conscious  of  feeling  faint.  He  went 
to  the  station  refreshment  -  room  and 
called  for  a  little  brand v  and  water.  It 
quite  revived  him,  and  after  he  had  sat 
down  for  a  short  time  in  the  bar  he 
returned  home  with  his  wearv  tale  of  a 
wild-goose  chase.  Poor  little  Mrs.  Vernon ! 
She  was  inconsolable. 

**  And  only  to  think,  Dick,  if  it  had  not 
been  for  my  stupidity  you  would  not  have 
missed  him  !  Don't  be  very  angry  with 
me !  He  came  and  went  in  a  minute ; 
there  was  no  time  to  make  sure  of  any- 
thing— it  was  all  so  hurried  !  " 

**  All  right,  dear  girl !  "  answered  Dick, 
**  it  doesn't  matter  a  bit!  If  your  friend 
Mr.  Lewis  reallv  wants  to  see  me,  he 
knows  where  to  find  mc  ;  and  we  are  not 
so  far  out  of  the  world — even  at  St.  Hilarv — 
that  a  penny  postage-stamp  won't  send  a 
letter  from  any  part  of  the  United  King- 
dom." 

One  day,  two  days  passed,  but  \'ernon 
heard  nothing.  On  the  third  day  he  was 
thunderstruck  to  receive  a  note  which  the 
Precentor  handed  him  in  the  choir  vestrv. 
It  was  a  communication  from  the  Chapter. 
In  that  note  Mr.  Vernon  was  informed 
that  the  Chapter  had  heard  from  sources 
absolutely  unimpeachable  that  he  had  been 
seen  on  the  previous  Sunday  evening  to 
leave  the  Crown  Hotel,  to  enter  the 
King's  Head,  and  to  be  drinking  at  the 
refreshment  bar  of  the  railway  station.  It 
was  true  that  the  Chapter  had  heard  a 
report  of  Mr.  Vernon's  indiscreet,  if  not 
intemperate,  habits,  but  without  attaching 
much,  if  any,  importance  to  unsubstan- 
tiated rumour ;  but  they  could  not  ignore 
the  evidence  now  before  them,  which  went 
far  to  confirm  what,  apart  from  that 
evidence,  might  have  been  regarded  as 
mere  idle  gossip.  They  had  taken  the 
earliest  opportunity  of  conferring  on  the 
subject,  and,  considering  that  other 
circumstances  were  unsatisfactory,  of 
which  Mr.  Vernon  was  already  aware, 
they  had  to  inform  him  with  much  regret 
that  they  had  no  option  but  to  suspend 
him  from  service  in  the  catheilral  choir 


until  he  should  receive  further  notice  from 
the  Precentor. 

The  Precentor  was  standing  by  while 
Vernon  was  reading  the  note. 

"  The  whole  thing  is  simply  a  huge 
mistake  !  "  said  Vernon.  **  I  suppose.  Sir, 
you  know  what  is  in  this  letter  .-' " 

"  Of  course  I  do  ;  and  I  am  ven'  sorrv  for 
you. 

'*  But,"  said  Dick  angrily,  **  I  am 
utterly  suri)rised  at  people  with  any  pre- 
tension to  the  name  of  gentlemen  paying 
attention  to  the  mere  si)iteful  gossip  of  the 
I)lace ;  and  as  for  last  Sunday  evening,  1 
can  give  a  perfectly  satisfactory  account  of 
my  actions.  1  went  to  the  Crown  and  to 
the  King's  Head  to  find  a  gentleman  who 
had  called  on  me  when  I  was  out,  and  had 
left  a  message  for  me  to  go  and  see  him." 

"  What,  at  both  hotels,  Vernon  ?  " 

"  I  went  to  the  first  bv  mistake." 

*'  But  that  does  not  account  for  the 
incident  at  the  station." 

**  There  I  did  have  a  little  brandy  and 
water,  as  I  was  not  feeling  well." 

*'  A— h  !  " 

**  But  because  I  had  a  thimbleful  of 
brandv  am  I  to  be  condemned  and  sus- 
pended  off-hand  'f'* 

*'  Well,  Vernon,  you  had  better  tell  me 
what  you  have  to  say  in  writing  and  I  will 
lay  it  before  the  Chapter  on  Saturday  : 
meanwhile,  of  course,,  1  have  only  to  see 
that  their  instructions  are  carried  out." 

Dick  was  utterly  cast  tiown.  It  seemed 
bad  enough  last  Saturday  when  he  received 
the  first  letter ;  but  here  was  the  end 
of  all  things.  Suspended,  disgraced,  not 
allowed  to  offer  any  ex])lanation  of  con- 
duct perfectly  innocent  until  after  sentence 
l)ronounce(l — it  was  tyranny  of  the  worst 
kind. 

Of  course  he  told  his  wife  all.  He  had 
naturally  wished  U)  keep  from  her  the  fact 
of  his  having  felt  faint  at  the  station  ;  but 
now  it  must  all  come  out.  The  poor  little 
woman  ditl  all  she  couKl  to  console  her 
husband.  But  what  was  to  be  done  .-" 
Dick  said  he  would  never  consent  to  plead 
or  enter  into  any  explanation  before  an 
authority  that  had  prejudged  him  unheard. 
He  talked  about  going  to  a  lawyer  and 
fighting  the  whole  thing  in  a  court  of 
justice  ;  but  a  lawyer — even  the  obtaining 
of  justice — presupj)oses  money  ;  and  he 
had  none.  Among  all  his  many  admirers 
and  flatterers  in  the  town  he  had  not  one 
friend  to  whom  he  could  go  for  advice  and 
help,  and  be  sure  of  getting  both. 

"  Counige,  dear  boy  !  "  said  his  wife, 
through  her  tears,  "the  night  will  soon 
pass !  " 
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The  next  morning's  post  brought  a  letter 
from  ^Ir.  Lewis.  The  writer  began  by 
explaining  that  he  had  left  St.  Hilar\'  on 
Sunday  evening  by  an  earlier  train  than 
he  had  at  first  intended,  and  a[)ologising 
to  Dick  for  an  abruptness  which  he  was 
afraid  appeared  like  rudeness.  He  went 
on  to  say  what  pleasure  Dick*s  singing  had 
given  him,  that  he  was  an  old  acc|uaint- 
ance  of  his  father,  and  that  if  Dick  could 
make  it  convenient  to  come  up  to  town 
and  see  him  at  his  house  in  St.  John's 
Wood  as  soon  as  possible  he  should  be 
very  glad,  as  he  had  important  business  to 
communicate. 

Dick  had  now  no  engagements  to  inter- 
fere with  his  going,  and  accordingly  he 
went  to  London. 

Saturday  came  round  again  :  the  week 
of  disapj)ointment  and  sorrow  was  draw- 
ing to  an  end.  Mrs.  Vernon  was  sitting 
in  front  of  the  fire  ;  she  had  been  hushing 
and  rocking  the  baby  to  slee])  in  her  arms, 
thinking  of  Dick  far  away  in  the  big  city 
and  wondering  what  would  be  the  first 
news  she  would  receive. 

The  postman  !     A  letter  from  Dick  ! 

"Darling  girl, — Old  Lewis  is  a  brick; 
and,  what  is  more,  he  is  manager  of  the 
Hallad  Concerts  at  St.  Cosmo's  Hall.  He 
has  offered  me  an  engagement  for  the 
coming  winter.  Only  think  of  it  —  h\ 
London  !  He  speaks  awfully  nicely  about 
the  dear  old  dad,  though  it  seems  they 
disagreed  about  something  in  the  old 
days.  We  shall  come,  uj)  to  London  at 
once.  We  shall  live  in  some  jolly  little 
house  in  Hampstead  or  Highgate.  Vou 
were  right,  little  woman,  after  all — as 
usual — when  you  said  :  '  The  night  will 
.soon  pass  ! '     I   am  writing  just  this  line 


to  give  you  the  good  news.     I  shall  come 
down  by  the  evening  train  !  " 

That  was  a  happy  meeting,  if  ever  there 
was  happiness  in  this  world. 

It  was  not  long  before  lo,  Tapioca 
Terrace  was  to  let. 

Now  that  Dick's  future  was  more  or  less 
assured,  he  could  take  a  less  bitter  view 
of  the  conduct  of  his  former  employers ; 
and,  consequently,  he  determined  to  write 
explaining  the  facts  as  they  occurred  on 
the  Sunday  evening,  and  requesting  them 
to  make  him  the  honourable  reparation 
to  which  he  was  entitled.  The  Chapter 
rei)lied  exi)ressing  their  anxiety  to  do  him 
justice,  and  regretting  their  undue  haste 
in  suspending  him  on  evidence  which  they 
were  glad  to  find  was  capable  of  another 
exj)lanation  than  that  which  they  had 
placed  upon  it.  They  went  so  far  as  to 
apologise  to  him  for  the  pain  and  trouble 
they  had  caused  him,  and  wished  him 
success  in  his  new  career,  which  they 
could  not  help  feeling  would  be  more 
suitable  to  him. 

When  it  became  known  in  St.  Hilarv 
that  Mr.  Vernon  was  definitely  engaged  in 
London  for  the  Ballad  Concerts  at  "St. 
Cosmo's  Hall,  it  was  astonishing  what  a 
large  number  of  kind  friends  gathered 
round  him  all  at  once. 

There  is  a  pretty  little  house  in  Hamp- 
stead, now  occupied  by  Mr.  and  ^Irs. 
Vernon,  where  the  sun  shines — even  in 
December — brighter  than  it  ever  did  at 
St.   Hilary. 

Old  Mr.  Vernon's  words  had  come  true. 
Before  the  winter  was  over,  all  London 
was  ringing  with  the  praises  of  the  new- 
tenor.  Dick  was  at  *'  the  top  of  the 
tree  "  ! 


MR.    HENRY    COXWELL    AT    TOTTENHAM. 


WHAT,  is  old  Cox  well  still 
alive  !  ■  people  will  exclaim 
when  they  begin  to  read  your  interview 
with  me,"  said  the  grand  old  aeronaut 
to  me  as  we  pulled  our  chairs  up  to  the 
fire  after  a  substantial  lunch,  and  set  about 
filling  our  pipes. 

"  Very  much  alive,  1  should  say,  by  the 
way  you  tackled  that  piece  of  beef  just 
now,"  I  replied. 

"  Yet  my  butcher  tells  me  my  teeth  are 
not  so  good  as  they  used  to  be,  when  I 
complain  that  his  meat  is  tough.  They  're 
a  better  set,  I  tell  him,  than  I  had  when 
I  seized  the  valve-rope  in  my  teeth  > 
we  were  over  seven  miles  high, 
Glaisher  was  lying  insensible  in  the  c 
the '  Mammoth,' "  and  the  old  man  chu 
on  recalling  his  apt  retort. 

"  By-lhe-bye,  you  were  brought  up  as  a 
dentist,  were  you  not  ?  " 

"  Certainly ;  and  1  followed  my  profes- 
sion for  a  number  of  years  ;  in  fact,  after 
I  took  up  ballooning  as  a  regular  business. 
I  had  made  quite  fifty  ascents  with  one 
aeronaut  and  another  —  indeed,  having 
from  my  boyhood  always  made  a  point 
of  taking  some  part  in  every  balloon  ascent 
around  London,  even  if  it  were  only  as  a 
Spectator — when  my  friends  began  to  say, 
'If  you  are  so  keen  on  ballooning  to 
the  neglect  of  dentistry,  and  incur  the 
risk  of  the  dangers  of  ascending  as  a 
r  with  no  profit  to  your  pocket. 


and 
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why  don't  you  get  a  balloon  of  your  own 
and  be  your  own  captain  .' '  " 

"  Now  do  you  think  it  is  a  good  plan  to 
let  a  boy  follow  his  bent  in  the  choice  of 
a  profession?"  I  interpolated. 

"  Ves,  when  it  is  evidently  a  passion 
like  that  which  possessed  me  from  the 
first  time  I  caught  sight  from  our  play- 
ground at  Camberwell  of  Green's  balloon 
ascending  from  the  Surrey  Zoological 
Gardens." 

"And  when  did  you  yourself  first  ascend 
in  a  balloon,  Mr.  Coxwell  ?" 

"Nearly  fifty-one  years  ago.  Yes;  it 
was  in  August  1 844  when  I  ascended  with 
.Mr.  Hampton  from  the  While  Conduit 
Gardens,  I'cntonville,  and  under  the 
assumed  name  of  '  Mr.  Wells,'  for  fear  that 
my  i)atients  might  resent  being  attended  by 
a  *  balloonatic'  We  only  travelled  twenty- 
five  miles  ;  but  I  shall  never  forget  my  first 
espcrience — even  now,  after  having  made 
more  than  a  thousand  ascents — of  the 
enchantment  of  beholding  the  country- 
spreading  itself  out  like  a  carpel,  and 
changing  each  second  in  form,  hue,  and 
dimensions  in  a  manner  quite  inde- 
scribable." 

"  Of  course,  you  must  have  had  many 
narrow  squeaks  ?  " 

"A  few,"  he  replied,  with  a  significant 
smile  ;  "  and  very  nearly  the  worst  was 
when  I  ascended  as  a  passenger  along  with 
Albert    Smith    and    others    in    Gypson's 
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balloon  from  Vauxhall.  It  was  in  1847. 
The  sky  had  been  threatening  for  some 
time  before  the  hour  fixed  for  the  ascent ; 
but  it  was  thought  we  might  go  up  and 
discharge  the  sixty  pounds*  weight  of  fire- 
works in  mid-air,  and  descend  before  the 
storm  broke.  So  up  we  went.  It  was 
night-time,  of  course.  I  sat  in  the  hoop. 
We  got  through  the  firework  display — 
and  very  fine  it  was — all  right  at  an 
altitude  of  about  four  thousand  feet ; 
but  the  loss  of  the  weight  of  the  pyro- 
technics sent  us  up  far  higher,  occasioning 
a  rush  of  gas  from  the  safety-valve,  which 
at  once  suggested  to  me  the  necessity  of 
relieving  the  pressure  by  opening  the 
upper  valve,  but  other  counsels  prevailed. 
Suddenly  what  I  expected  happened.  The 
balloon  burst.  Naturally  we  began  to  fall 
like  a  stone,  and  undoubtedly  we  should 
all  have  heen  killed  had  I  not,  in  spite  of 
remonstrance,  cut  the  cord  which  connects 
the  neck  part  of  the  balloon  with  the 
hoop.  At  once  the  loose  silk  flew  up- 
wards and  became  distended,  converting 
the  balloon  into  a  kind  of  parachute, 
which  acted  so  efficaciously  that  we 
descended  in  the  Belgrave  Road,  with  a 
terrible  crash,  it  is  true,  but  with  whole 
bones.  I  believe  it  was  this  adventure, 
demonstrating  the  necessity  of  trusting  to 
one's  own  resources  in  the  face  of  danger, 
which  induced  me  to  follow  mv  friends' 
advice,  and  start  as  an  '  air-captain,'  as 
the  Germans  express  it,  in  a  balloon 
acquired  from  Lieutenant  Gale  which  I 
christened  the  *  Sylph.'  " 

**  And  what  did  you  do  with  her  ?  " 
"  After  a  few  initial  trips  in  Kngland  I 
took  her  to  Brussels,  to  other  towns  in 
Belgium  and  Prussia,  Hanover,  ^loravia, 
and  Austria.  I  won't  bore  you  with  any 
reminiscences  beyond  the  difficulties  of 
obtaining  gas,  the  fret  caused  by  official 
*  red-tapeism "  generally,  and  the  sen- 
sational effect  I  seemed  to  create  by 
descending  a  Jacob's  rope-ladder  from  my 
car  in  order  to  light  the  fuse  which  would 
presently  ignite  the  shells  and  fireworks 
suspended  below,  while  the  fact  that  the 
balloon  was  riddled  on  one  occasion  by 
bullets,  on  the  suspicion  that  we  were 
Danish  spies,  may  interest  you.  Yet  still 
another  incident  I  remember,  and  that  was 
the  only  ascent  Mrs.  Coxwell  ever  made. 
It  was  in  Berlin  in  revolutionary  times, 
when  she  generously  sacrificed  her  inclin- 
ations in  order  to  appease  public  feeling, 
which  had  been  irritated  by  the  official 
prohibition  to  allow  me  to  demonstrate 
how  a  city  could  be  bombarded  from  a 
balloon." 


*' And  now  you  return  to  Merrie  England, 
I  'm  sure  .''  " 

"  You  are  quite  right.  In  the  autumn 
of  1 85 1  we  bade  adieu  to  Germany,  where 
we  had  spent  on  the  whole  a  very  good 
time.  And  what  did  I  find  ?  Well, 
Charles  Green  was  getting  feeble,  and 
Gale  was  dead,  killed  in  his  ascent  from 
Bordeaux.  His  patron,  Goulston,  shortly 
after  shared  the  same  fate.  Although  it 
was  the  year  after  the  first  great  Exhibition 
I  determined  to  make  more  ascents  this 
year  than  had  been  made  during  the  last 
three  or  four  seasons.  I  carried  out  my 
resolve,  and  pursued  the  same  course 
during  the  subsequent  year,  and,  indeed, 
ever}'  year  till  my  last  public  ascent, 
June  17,  1885,  the  eve  of  Waterloo  day. 
This  last  occasion  made  the  twenty-sixth 
annual  gala  meeting  which  I  had  attended 
with  my  balloon  at  York,  where  I  have 
had  the  honour  of  taking  up  a  Lord 
jNIayor.  Curiously  enough  on  this,  my 
last  ascent,  the  currents  of  air  were  such 
that  the  '  City  of  York '  made  a  complete 
circuit  of  the  citv  after  which  she  was 
named,  and  seemed  to  svmbolise  the  com- 
pletion  of  the  cycle  of  my  own  aeronautic 
career,"  said  he,  evidently  regretfully. 

**  A  balloon  ascent  has  a  great  attraction 
for  the  people,  I  have  always  noticed,"  I 
remarked  presently. 

•*  And  so  much  so  that  thev  won't  be  dis- 
appointed.  I  remember  once  in  particular 
that  I  was  unexpectedly  advertised  to 
ascend  from  the  (ilobe  Gardens  in  the 
Mile  End  Road.  The  onlv  balloon  I  had 
at  home  was  not  completely  revarnished, 
so  that  it  leaked,  and  so  much  so  that  it 
would  have  been  impossible  for  me  to 
have  gone  up.  My  c^nly  course  was  to  fix 
up  an  effigy  of  myself  in  the  car ;  and,  as 
the  balloon  was  let  go,  1  slipi)ed  away  out 
of  sight  enveloped  in  a  cloak  and  a  pair  of 
false  whiskers.  An  angry  and  incensed 
crowd  is  not  too  nice,  I  can  tell  you. 
I  recollect  at  the  Foresters'  Fete  at 
Leicester,  in  1864,  a  story  got  about  that 
I  was  palming  off  a  smaller  balloon  than 
was  my  new  balloon  *  Britannia.'  There 
were  quite  fifty  thousand  people  present. 
Feeling  was  so  high  that  they  broke  down 
every  barrier,  resisting  the  small  body  of 
police  completely.  I  only  just  escaped 
with  my  life.  As  to  my  balloon,  it  was  torn, 
and  then  burst.  I  may  add,  however,  that 
a  subscription  was  made,  which  pretty 
nearly  compensated  me." 

**  Of  course,  the  most  memorable  event 
in  your  life  was " 

"The  occasion  of  my  ascent  with 
Mr.  Glaisher  to  the  highest  altitude  ever 
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vet  attained.  I  was  up  even  higher  than 
ne  was,  for  I  was  in  the  hoop.  But  that  \s  an 
old  story,  1  am  sick  of  talking  about  it.'* 

**  Never    mind,    as    the    children    say, 
*  tell  us  it  again.' " 

.  **  Well,  then,  a  great  meeting  was  held 
at  Wolverhampton  of  the  Committee  of 
the  Ikitish  Association  in  18O2,  where 
it  was  decided  to  make  meteorological 
observations  at  as  great  an  elevation 
as  was  i)ossible.  'Ihey  wanted  my 
balloon  *  ^Mars,'  but  I  demonstrated 
that  its  cubic  capacity  made  it  im- 
possible to  attain  the  end  desired. 
After  a  good  deal  of  argument,  1  offered 
to  build  a  brand  new  balloon  when  1  heard 
that  IMr.  Olaisher  would  accompany  me. 
This  balloon,  '  The  Mammoth,'  was 
made  at  Tottenham  in  1862.  It  had 
a  holding  capacity  of  93,000  cubic  feet  of 
gas.  i\Ir.  Glaishcr  and  I  made  together 
many  noteworthy  ascents,  some  from  the 
Crystal  Palace,  but  the  most  remarkable 
was  the  record  one  from  Wolverham])ton 
on  Sept.  5,  1862.  We  started  at  three 
minutes  j)ast  one  p.m.  In  thirty-seven 
minutes  we  were  four  miles  high  ;  the 
temperature  was  8  deg.  Ten  minutes 
afterwards  we  were  a  mile  higher,  when 
the  thermometer  marked  34  dcg.  of  frost. 
Shortly  afterwards  1  found  my  breathing 
impeded.  Mr.  (ilaisher  could  not  see 
distinctly,  and  before  long,  when  we  were 
up  29,000  feet,  he  cc^nplained  that  his 
arms  were  powerless.  Presently  he  seemed 
to  collapse.  I  was  in  the  hoo]),  and 
as  I  regarded  him  I  thought  at  the  mo- 
ment that  he  had  lain  back  to  rest,  but 
shortly  1  perceived  that  he  was  uncon- 
scious. 1  said  '  Do  try,  now  do !  '  I 
endeavoured  to  api)roach  him,  but  could 
not,  for  insensibility  was  stealing  over  me. 
1  made  an  elTort  to  })ull  the  valve,  but  my 
hands  were  frost-bitten.  Seizing  the  cord, 
however,  with  my  teeth,  and  dii)])ing  my 
head  two  or  three  times,  I  liberated 
sufficient  gas  to  make  the  balloon  take 
a  downward  course.  The  instruments 
showed  that  we  had  ascended  37,000  teet, 
or  over  seven  miles — /'./.,  much  higher 
than  the  loftiest  mountain  in  the  world. 
We  descended  all  right  near  Ludlow." 

The  more  often  1  hear  this  adventure 
recounted  the  more  remarkable  it  strikes 
me.     But  t(^  proceed. 

*'  It  was  always  a  pleasure  to  go  with 
Mr.  Cilaisher,  as  he  had  absolutely  no  fear 
from  his  very  first  ascent.  So  safe  did  he 
feel  himself  that  on  some  occasions  he  took 
his  little  son.  We  had  a  risky  time  of  it  next 
year.  We  started  from  the  Cr}stal  Palace. 
In  thirteen  minutes  we  were   10,000  feet 


high,  and  an  hour  aftem'ards  we  had 
ascended  24,000  4eet.  Then  we  descended. 
When  we  got  out  of  the  clouds  we  found 
ourselves  in  sight  of  Beachy  Head  and 
clo.se  to  the  sea.  Not  a  moment  was  to  be 
lost.  We  both  set  to  work  with  the  idea 
of  turning  the  balloon  into  the  parachute 
form.  We  shot  down  like  an  arrow,  but 
we  just  escaped  the  sea." 

*'What  is  the  worst   *  bump '  you  ever 
got,  Mr.  Coxwell  .-' " 

"The  one  that  put  me  on  crutches.  It 
was  in  this  way.  I  took  two  young  gentle- 
men, the  Messrs.  Pearson,  of  Lawton  Hall, 
from  Congleton  in  my  balloon  *  Mars ' — 
which,  by  the  way,  had  escaped  destruc- 
tion by  a  fall  of  buildings  at  the  Cr}'Stal 
Palace  and  the  fire  at  the  Camden  Town 
goods  Station.  We  attempted  to  descend 
near  Buxton.  Misled  by  one  of  my 
passengers,  who  professed  a  local  know- 
ledge, I  found  myself  amongst  a  region 
of  loose  stone  walls.  These  could  not 
hold  my  grapple.  The  result  was  that 
after  charging  three  or  four  walls,  the 
balloon  was  rii)i)ed  up  and  the  car  was 
hurled  to  the  ground  filled  with  stones, 
which  had  fractured  the  skull  of  Mr. 
T.  Pearson,  broken  ^Mr.  A.  Pearson's 
forearm,  and  had  cut  and  bruised  me  from 
head  to  foot,  and  contused  my  right  thigh 
badly.  I  was  laid  up  for  a  long  time. 
Indeed,  my  friends  regarded  me  as  a 
permanent  invalid.  I  know  my  wife  used 
quite  cheerfully  to  remark,  *  Well,  Henr}', 
you  can't  go  up  in  those  horrid  balloons 
any  more,  that 's  certain.'  But  I  did,  for 
I  made  that  high  scientific  ascent  with 
Mr.  (jlaisher  a  vear  afterwards." 

**  Have  you  ever  crossed  over  the 
Channel,  Mr.  Coxwell  ? "  I  asked  as  I 
refilled  my  pipe. 

'*  No  ;  l)ut  I  was  prepared  to  do  so,  had 
the  wind  })ermitted.  Mr.  ^Murray,  an 
artist  on  the  Illustrated  London  Neivs^ 
with  whom  I  had  made  more  than 
one  balloon  voyage,  informed  me  of 
Mr.  (now  Sir)  William  Ingram's  great 
wish  to  make  the  transit  from  a  point 
somewhere  on  the  Sussex  coast  as  a  more 
daring  feat  than  had  been  previously 
made.  Accordingly  I  had  ever}thing 
ready  at  Lewes,  while  Sir  William  kept 
himself  prepared  to  arrive  whenever  I 
should  wire  him.  But  the  event  never 
came  off.  I  regretted  that  it  was  so 
more  on  Sir  William's  account,  as  I  knew 
from  his  great  interest  in  ballooning  that 
he  would  be  greatly  disappointed.  First, 
the  wind  was  contrary,  though  Mr.  Murray 
in  an  excess  of  zeal  insisted  on  mistaking 
the  points  of  the   compass,   and  created 
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*  ructions '  in  consequence ;  and  secondly, 
news  arrived  that  Colonel  Bumaby  had 
forestalled  us  by  crossing  from  Dover, 
giving  us  therefore  no  kudos  to  gain."  * 

"  What  do  you  say  as  to  the  possibility 
of  reaching  the  North  Pole  by  balloons  ?  " 

"  I  was  on  one  occasion  approached  on 
this  subject,"  Mr.  Coxwell  replied  as  he 
set  his  smoking-cap  more  firmly  on  his 
head.  **  Commander  Cheyne  asked  me  if 
I  could  supply  three  balloons  serviceable 
for  employment  during  an  Arctic  summer. 
I  replied  thai.  I  could  do  so,  but  1  declined 
the  responsibility,  and  for  other  reasons  I 
took  my  name  off  the  committee." 

"I  believe  you  thoroughly  believe  in 
balloons  as  adjuncts  to  military  operations  }'' 

"  Most  certainly.  For  the  last  thirty 
years  I  have  advocated  their  use.  At  the 
Crystal  Palace,  many  years  since,  I  gave 
an  exhibition  of  their  signalling  capabilities 
by  day  and  night.  Their  employment  in 
reconnoitring  is  most  important  to  my 
mind ;  and  in  the  history  of  British  arms 
they  might  have  averted  more  than  one 
disaster,  while  I  am  convinced  that  they 
become  a  most  potent  arm  in  dropping 
projectiles  and  explosives  on  besieged 
cities. 

"In  1863  I  sufficiently  stirred  the  mili- 
tary authorities  as  to  permit  me  to  give 
experiments  at  Aldershot  and  at  Woolwich 
Arsenal  with  captive  balloons.  After  a 
time  a  balloon  corps  was  formed,  but  it 
was  permitted  to  buy  its  experience  by 
many  failures,  which  might  have  been 
averted  if  professional  instruction  had 
been  engaged.     Goaded  to  action  by  the 

•About  this  period  Mr.  Alderman  Deck,  of 
Cambridge,  was  also  disappointed  as  to  a  Channel 
trip. 


Press,  the  Government  did  at  length  send 
balloons  to  the  Soudan,  but,  alas!  too 
late." 

**  I  suppose  you  are  so  wedded  to  balloons 
that  you  look  rather  askance  on  flying- 
machines  }  " 

"Do  you  refer  to  Mr.  Lilienthal's 
attempts  f  If  so  I  should  say  that  his  are 
decidedly  experiments  which  show  an 
advance  in  aerial  navigation.  Indeed,  if 
sufficient  motive  power  could  give  suf- 
ficient animation  to  his  wings  and  tail,  he 
might  soar  instead  of  gliding  downwards 
from  ofi  a  hilltop.  At  present  his  is 
nothing  more  than  a  modified  parachute." 

'*  But  suppose  a  machine  were  started 
and  given  a  lift  up,  say  on  a  railway  line, 
and  was  furnished  with  great  aeroplanes 
and  screws,  what  then  } " 

*'  1  should  still  maintain  that  when 
the  impetus  was  exhausted  the  machine 
would  fall  for  want  of  motive  power. 
1  gave  my  views  in  ihe  Con  temporary 
Magazine  some  time  ago.  The  interest- 
ing contrivance  of  -\ir.  Thomas  Moy, 
quite  twenty  years  back,  which  met 
Mr.  P>ed  Brearey's  approval,  introduced 
the  employment  of  the  tramway  and 
aeroplane,  so  that  the  latest  idea  is 
not  new.  To  solve  the  riddle  of  aerial 
flight,  1  believe  we  must  discover  some 
mechanical  means,  not  cumbrous  or  rigid, 
some  means  by  which  the  air  must  be 
struck  by  projicllers  working  wUh  more 
or  less  rapidity,  similarly  to  the  wings 
of  a  bird.  At  the  same  time,  I  do  not 
despair  of  the  air  bemg  ultimately 
navigated,  and  1  should  be  one  of  the 
first  to  rejoice  when  the  problem  is  solved, 
even  if  it  should  relegate  balloons  to  the 
limbo  of  the  Past." — T.  Hanson  Lewis. 
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.  "Jc^ll'  I  <^sll'  ^*^o  do  ye  call? 

Tke  maids  to  eateh  this  cowslip  laall: 

i^lit  sinee  these  eowshps  fading'  be. 

Troth,  leave  the  flowers,  and  maids 

tafe  me. 


let ,  if  that  neither  you 

cnssi  ^A/ill    do, 

Speak  but  the  's«rord, 

and  111  take  vou. 
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"lie  (cndiT,  but  Iwware, 
Sht  's  rTulk'sumu  a»  fiiir." 


THE     MAN     AND      THE      TOWN. 


MR.  C.  H.  WILSON,   M.P.,   AND   HULL. 


IN  walking  about  the  docks  of  Hull — 
to  which,  it  may  be  said,  one  is  at 
once  led  by  any  of  the  main  roads  in  the 
town — the  observant  stranger  cannot  but 
notice  the  large  number  of  fine  steam- 
ships with  red  funnels  and  green  hulls. 
"  They  're  Wilson's  parrots,"  a  bystander 
will  probably  reply,  if  inquiry  is  made  of 
him,  in  tones  indicating  great  surprise  that 
anyone  should  need  to  be  informed  of  so 
obvious  a  fact.  For  *' Wilson's  parrots" 
are  the  most  important  things  from  the 
bread-and-butter  point  of  view  in  this 
great  town,  to  which  their  steam  voices 
tell  a  story  of  an  increasing  amount  of 
work  and  wages.  Mr.  C.  H.  Wilson  may 
have  always  been  associated  in  your  mind 
with  the  town,  which  used  to  be  on  the 
river  Hull,  and  is  now  mostly  on  the 
Humber ;  but  until  you  see  the  flags  of 
the  firm  flying  from  innumerable  mast- 
heads you  do  not  realise  the  true  signifi- 
cance of  their  association.  You  then 
learn  without  astonishment  that  in  one 
week  every  third  ship  due  at  the  port  has 
belonged  to  Messrs.  Thomas  Wilson  and 
Sons,  that  at  times  5000  men  are  em- 
ployed in  loading  and  unloading  their 
vessels,  and  that  in  their  offices  close  to 
the  docks  about  500  clerks  are  employed. 
And  you  are  no  longer  surprised  that  Mr. 
C.  H.  Wilson,  M.P.,  as  head  of  this  firm, 
should  have  obtained  a  position  of  per- 
sonal supremacy  even  in  a  community  of 
over  200,000  people. 

There  have  been  many  famous  ship- 
owners in  the  long  history  of  Hull.  But 
to  find  a  parallel  to  the  position  of  the 
Wilsons  in  the  nineteenth  centur>'  we  have 
to  go  back  to  the  fourteenth  centur}',  when 
the  family  of  the  De  la  Poles  were  laying  the 
foundations  of  their  greatness  by  the  ships 
which  they  sailed  from  Hull.  The  parallel  is, 
indeed,  rather  a  remarkable  one.  William 
de  la  Pole,  like  Thomas  Wilson,  started 
with  one  small  ship,  and  both  died,  fairly 
wealthy  for  their  time,  leaving  three  sons, 
who  were  destined  to  become  the  largest 
private  ship-owners  of  their  generation. 
Richard,   William,  and  John  de   la   I^ole 


converted  the  wealth  of  their  father  into 
affluence  beyond  the  dreams  of  his  avarice 
by  the  success  with  which,  in  their  well- 
built  and  heavily  armed  vessels,  they  defied 
the  privateers  that  were  at  that  time  the 
terror  of  English  trade.  David,  Charles, 
and  Arthur  Wilson  extended  the  power  of 
their  firm  beyond  the  greatest  ambition  of 
its  founder  by  the  energy'  and  skill  with 
which  they  superseded  the  old  sailing- 
vessels  by  the  new  steam-ships.  John  de 
la  Pole  retired  from  the  business  at  a  com- 
paratively early  period,  leaving  his  two 
brothers  to  reap  the  full  reward  of  their 
enterprise.  David  Wilson  gave  up  his 
partnership  in  1867,  leaving  Charles  and 
Arthur  to  reap  the  ever-increasing  pro- 
sperity of  the  firm.  P'inally,  one  of  the 
two  brothers  De  la  Pole  found  favour  at 
the  Court,  and  in  his  own  si)lendid  mansion 
entertained  royalty.  Truly  must  the  Wilsons 
appear  to  the  people  of  Hull  as  the  De  la 
Poles  of  the  nineteenth  centur)- ! 

Opinion  in  Hull  is  by  no  means 
unanimous  on  the  subject  of  the  rise  of 
the  Wilsons.  By  some  it  is  attributed  to 
pluck,  energ}',  shrewdness — to  an  excep- 
tional combination,  in  fact,  of  the  best 
business  qualities  ;  by  others  it  is  explained 
simply  by  sheer  luck,  the  stars  in  their 
courses  fighting  for  the  ships  which  bore 
the  Wilson  colours.  Truly  destiny  seems 
to  have  marked  out  the  family  as  the  De 
la  Poles  of  the  Hull  of  our  own  day.  To 
begin  with,  the  late  Thomas  Wilson  was 
able  quite  early  in  his  career  to  amalga- 
mate his  business  interests  with  what  were 
sixty  years  ago  two  of  the  most  influential 
ship-owners  of  the  port.  About  forty  years 
ago,  when  the  Wilsons  had  just  discovered 
for  themselves  the  great  possibilities  of 
steam,  they  were  threatened  with  the 
competition  of  the  North  of  Europe  Steam 
Navigation  Company  ;  but  in  some  inscrut- 
able way  they  were  able  to  persuade  the 
directors  to  hand  over  the  working  of  the 
company's  ships  to  their  firm.  In  three 
years  the  company  went  into  liquidation, 
owing  to  losses  at  other  ports,  and  the 
Wilsons  gained  its  Hull  trade.     Another 
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dangerous  rival,  Mr.  Zachary  Pearson, 
came  to  grief  in  consequence  of  the  duun- 
fall  of  Messrs.  Overend  and  Gurney.  A 
few  years  ago  Messrs.  Wilson,  Sons,  and 
Co.  were  able  to  buy  up  the  fleet  and  Ihe 
trade  of  another  old  finn  in  H  jII,  and  wen: 
thus  left  in  undisputed  leadership  of  the 
commerce  of  the  port. 


been  established  five  years  befoR-.  The 
Humber  Dock  was  finished  in  1804,  and 
twenty  years  later  the  Junction  Dock, 
which,  as  another  result  of  a  royal 
visit,  was  subsequently  rechristened  the 
"  Prince's."  These  three  docks,  with  their 
several  basins,  cause  the  oldest  part  of  the 
town  to  be  surrounded  bv  water,  antl  in 


When    Mr.  C.   H.  Wilw.n    cnUrvA    lits  refcrrinj,'  I 

father's  business  Hull  had  five  docks  with  iM'iipK'  spi' 

a  space  of  about  fifty  acn;s ;  it  now  has  this    islam 

ten,  »-ith  an  area  of  nearly  one  hunilreil  princi|i:d  s 

and  fifty  acres.     These  figures  may  be  said  now  •,'ivcn 

to  measure  the  commercial  de\elupment  of  limt*  the  al 

the  town  in  which  Mr.  \\'ils<>n  has  taken  so  the    to»n. 

Urge  a  share.     The  oldest  duck,  which  is  siumlin;;  ii 

now  called  the  "  Queen's,"  was  opened  in  waterside 

177S.   the    Hull    Dock    fom]iany    having  the  enianci 


nleof  Ihf'wrahlii. 
Aniiiug    the     ui; 
this  Jiiiig  narr.iw 
-   that    ill    «hich    Will 
lator.Has  burn.   It  i>b 


nlt.'ii  hear 
ocks.-  On 
■,  still  the 
liirh  Slreei. 
.  imt  at  (ini- 
.1  pc.ple  of 
iHuns  still 
ir,'<-t  bv  the 
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ok!  Dutch  style,  with  a  tower  in  the  centre, 
and  has  a  fine  pillared  entrance- gate,  now 
decorated,  uahappily,  with  the  names  of 
the  firms  having  offices  within.  Wilber- 
force  House  was  originally  the  residence 
<if  Sir  John  Lister,  a  merchant  prince  of 
Hull  in  the  time  of  Charles  I.,  whom  he 
entertained  within  its  walls.  It  is  rather  a 
matter  of  reproach  to  Hull,  I  think,  that 
such  a  fine  old  historic  residence  should 
be  let  out  as  offices,  and,  consequently, 
not  to  be  seen  by  the  public  ;  yet  the  fine 
stone  column  close  to  White friargale  Uriilge 


still  existing,  apparently  of  the  same  period : 
one  of  them,  having  the  sign  of  "The 
King's  Head,"  was  once  the  leading  inn 
in  the  town.  It  is  worth  while  straggling 
along  the  narrow  street,  through  which 
hean-  wagons  and  drays  are  constantly 
jiassing,  to  st-e  these  old  dwellings,  whose 
<)uaintiiess  is  great!)'  emphasised  by  the 
grain-elevators  and  other  tall  buildings 
wliicli  thev  now  have  for  neighbours.  The 
anti'iuarian  could,  in  fact,  s|)end  many 
pleasant  hours  "  within  the  Docks."  H<dy 
Trinitv.  now  the  cathedral  cliurch  of  Hull, 


would  sugge.st  that  the  jieople  of  Hull 
are  not  indifferent  to  the  memorj-  of 
the  statesman  who  represented  them  in 
I'arliament  for  so  many  years.  That  was 
erected  a  good  many  years  ago,  h{)W- 
evcr.  It  would  be  a  fitting  thing  for 
the  present  genenition  of  townsmen  to 
place  fresh  (lowers  (.n  Wilberfoae's 
grave,  so  to  speak,  by  piilting  his  house 
in  the  trust  and  under  tjie  protection  of 
the  town. 

Another  old  house  in  High  Street  is 
traditionally  believed  to  have  been  the 
residence  of  some  membire  of  the  I)e 
la  Pole  family  —  a  long  building,  with 
overhanging  storeys  and  curious  wood- 
carvings,  'rherc  are  several  other  s 


and    St.   .Mai 


th. 


Irii 


Hoi 


if  hospitals  or  almshouses,  and 
several  other  siinivals  of  old  Hull  would 
be  full  of  interest  to  him.  One  of  these 
old  streets,  by-lhf-way,  is  called  "The 
I«ind  of  Cirwii  (dinger,"  and  the  origin  of 
this  name  is  a  stanilin^'  puitzle  to  local 
students  of  ancient  lore.  According  to 
one  version,  a  Cerman  landgrave  resided 
in  a  mansion  at  the  end  of  this  street, 
which  ai  thai  time  was  a  rustic  lane. 
"  landgrave  <ianger  "  came  int(»  use  as  a 
descripti<m  of  the  walk  to  this  dignitari-'s 
hou.se,  and  in  course  of  time  It  became 
"I.and  of  (Jn-en  Ginger"!  Up  to  the 
presi-nt.  Hull  has  had  to  content  itself 
with  this  explanation. 


ssft 


thp:  :\ian  and  the  to\v\. 


One  needs  to  ma.kc  the  acquaintance  of 
the  old  town  in  order  to  fully  realise  the 
RTOwth  of  Hull  in  the  era  of  the  Wilson 
line.  This  era  might  be  said  to  begin 
with  the  opening  of  the  Railway  Dock 
in  1846,  and  the  Victoria  Dock  four  years 
later.  I'he  Railway  Dock  is  almost  entire!)' 
monopolised  by  vessels  of  the  Wilson  line. 
Messrs.  Wilson's  ofTices — a  fine  building  of 
two  storeys — are  close  to  this  dock,  and  a 
walk  through  them  is  suggestive  both  of 
iiness  of  the  fimi  and  of 


stewards  calling  for  instructions,  Customs* 
House  emissaries  obtaining  official  inform- 
ation, etc. 

The  Wilson  fleet  now  numbers  eighty- 
five  vessels,  varying  in  tonnage  from  4604. 
to  487.  About  thirty  have  a  tonnage  of 
over  1000  apiece.  The  largest  and  newest 
vessels  are  employed  in  the  rapidly  devel- 
oping trade  with  the  United  States,  such 
as  the  Francisco  (+60+),  the  Buffalo  (4431), 
and  the  Ohio  (4100).  These  vessels  are 
berthed    in    Hull's     newest     dock  —  the 


managrmi-Lil 
lloors  are  divided  into  a  number  i<\  com- 
partments, each  with  its  ipnHa  of  busy 
clerks  Ijearing  the  nami-s  of  llie  muniTuus 
ports  to  which  Messrs.  Wilson's  ships  ari- 
sen!. Hamburg,  (iothenburg,  Christiania. 
t'openhagen,  and  the  Kaltic  ports  are,  of 
course,  the  most  iinjiortant  centres  <jf  their 
trade.  Hut  the  screech  of  *'  Wilson's 
parrots"  are  now  heard  mon.'  or  less 
frequently  in  harbours  as  far  from  each 
other  as  New  York  and  Melbourne, 
Odessa  and  Bombay,  Venice  and  iiuenos 
Ayres.  Through  these  spacious  rooms 
there  is  a  constant  stream  <)f  i>eople — 
inquirers  as  to  routes,  fares,  etc.,  pass- 
enger.i  about    to    embark,    captains  and 


Alexandra— at  the  extreme  east  ai  the 
town.  Walking  from  the  Old  Harbour 
you  jiass  on  the  way  the  Victoria  Docks, 
ami  [he  limbers  and  jronds  of  Earle's  Ship- 
buikiing  Yards,  where  most  of  the  Wilson 
vessels  have  Ix'en  built.  The  width  of 
the  roadway,  the  s|)ace  on  which  great 
industries  arc  carried  on,  are  in  striking 
contrast  with  the  crowding  of  buildings  on 
the  narrow  area  of  the  Old  Town, 

On  the  western  side  of  the  Old  Town  is 
the  Albert  Dock,  which  contains  over 
twenty -four  acres  and  cost  a  million 
sterling.  It  was  opened  by  the  Prince  of 
Wales  in  1869,  after  eight  years  had  been 
spent  in  its  construction.  In  so  large  a 
dock  crafi  of  various  sizes  and  kind.-;  ar& 


THE   MAN  AND  THE   TOWN. 


357 


always  to  be  found,  and  the  merchandise 
loaded  and  unloaded  here  comprises  coal, 
grain,  and  fish.  One  comer  of  the  dock 
is  reserved  for  fishing-boats,  which  are 
thus  brought  close  to  the  large  wholesale 
fish-market  and  the  ice-houses.  Hull's 
fishing  industry  developed  as  the  whaling 
trade  declined.  Of  the  perilous  expe- 
ditions to  the  northern  seas  which  were  a 
source  of  so  much  wealth  in  the  early  part 
of  the  century  a  few  old  seamen  in  Hull 
can  still  tell  strange  yams,  and  a  number 
of  gateways  in  the  old  parts  of  the  town 
made  of  whales'  jawbones  help  to  give 
veracity  to  their  narratives. 

Mr.  C.  H.  Wilson,  as  one  of  the  directors 
of  the  Hull  Dock  Company,  has  always 
taken  the  keenest  interest  in  the  improve- 
ment of  the  port,  and  it  is  largely  owing  to 
his  great  energy  and  powerful  influence,  1 
was  told,  that  in  the  last  quarter  of  a 
century  so  much  has  been  accomplished. 
The  offices  of  the  company,  in  their  fine 
site  and  splendid  architecture,  symbolise 
the  part  which  it  has  played  in  the 
progress  of  the  town.  Erected  twenty- 
five  years  on  a  triangular  site  close  to 
Whitefriargate  Bridge  and  in  full  view  of  the 
Queen's  and  Prince's  Docks  and  of  several 
important  thoroughfares,  the  building  is 
still  the  finest  of  modern  date  in  Hull. 

If  you  leave  the  docks  and  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  the  docks,  making  your  way 
through  the  town  to  one  of  the  three 
princi[>al  highways — which  bear  the  names 
of  Beverley,  Holderness,  and  Anlaby 
Roads,  and  lead  to  its  villadom  and  then 
to  the  country  —  there  is  little  to  re- 
mind you  of  Mr.  C.  H.  Wilson's  person- 
ality. He  has  not  given  Hull  a  park 
like  Mr.  Zachary  Pearson  nor  a  free 
library  like  Sir  James  Reckitt.  His 
benevolence  has  been  content  to  express 
itself  in  giving  aid  to  existing  institutions 


rather  than  in  devising  and  carrying  out 
new  projects  for  the  welfare  of  some  par- 
ticular class  or  for  the  community  as  a 
whole.  Thus,  in  conjunction  with  his 
brother  Arthur,  Mr.  Wilson  undertook  the 
cost  of  a  new  wing  of  the  Seamen's  and 
General  Orphan  Asylum  at  Spring  Bank. 
To  Holy  Trinity  he  gave  a  mission-hall  in 
Postemgate  for  the  special  use  of  seamen, 
and  towards  the  cost  of  new  churches  and 
chapels  generally  he  has  made  large  con- 
tributions. But  it  is  evident  that  the 
personal  popularity  which,  in  spite  of  the 
recent  dock  strike,  renders  his  position  as 
member  of  Parliament  for  West  Hull 
absolutely  unassailable,  proceeds  rather 
from  appreciation  of  the  vigour  and  power 
of  his  character  and  their  value  to  the 
commercial  interests  of  the  town  than  from 
the  extent  or  variety  of  his  eleemosynary 
works. 

The  merchants  of  Hull  no  longer  live 
in  the  town  from  which  they  derive  their 
riches,  and  it  is  to  be  feared  that,  in  this 
respect,  the  Wilsons — from  the  town's 
point  of  view — have  set  them  a  bad 
example.  For  many  years  Mr.  C.  H. 
Wilson  resided  in  a  modest  house  at  Cot- 
tingham,  the  first  station  on  the  line  from 
Hull  to  Scarborough.  But  in  1875,  by 
which  time  the  two  brothers  had  in  one 
year  divided  profits  amounting  to  several 
hundred  thousand  pounds — Mr.  Wilson 
purchased  the  historic  Warter  Priory  estate, 
near  Pocklington,  from  Lord  Muncaster. 
As  its  name  indicates,  this  old  mansion  was 
originally  a  monastery,  and  with  its  park 
of  300  acres  it  was  long  regarded  as  one 
of  the  finest  ancestral  residences  in  the 
East  Riding.  Mr.  Wilson  never  wearies 
of  coming  to  Hull  in  response  to  the 
calls  of  business,  but  to  Warter  Priory  he 
always  returns  in  search  of  pleasure  and 
repose.  Ekedericr  Dolman. 
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But  now  no  passion  is  left  to  tell, 
There  comes  no  thrill  from  your  hand's  warm  touch. 

"  'THHEN — I  am  to  understand— that 
J^  you  decline  to  help  me  any  more  ?  " 
She  spoke  in  a  low  voice,  hoping  he  would 
not  detect  the  quiver  in  it,  but  to  herself 
it  was  painfully  audible.  She  was  stand- 
ing full  in  the  light  of  the  setting  sun, 
her  dark  hair  bathed  in  its  goKlen  gleams, 
her  sweet  mouth  tremulous,  her  eyes  full 
of  fire — and  tears  ;  a  tall,  slight  figure, 
clad  in  clinging  folds  of  softest  black. 
Her  thin,  nervous  hands  held  a  roll  of 
manuscript — but  it  could  not  keep  them 
still. 

The  man  was  standing  with  his  back 
towards  her ;  his  arms  folded,  and  his  eyes 
staring  fixedly — at  nothing  in  particular. 
Yet  the  scene  before  him  was  beautiful : 
red-gold  fir-stems,  crowned  with  deepest 
green ;  purple  heather  and  yellow  gorsc 
mingling  with  feathery  bracken,  and  stretch- 
ing far  as  the  eye  could  reach,  to  the  very 
feet  of  the  deep-blue  hills,  behind  which 
the  ruddy  sun  was  sinking  to  his  rest. 
But  he  was  not  imaginative,  and  minds 
like  his  can  only  think  of  or  see  one  thing 
at  a  time. 

As  he  neither  moved  nor  answirred,  she 
repeated  her  question. 

"  Yes,"  came  quietly,  but  distinctly  from 
him.  Then  a  silence  fell.  The.  woman 
heard  only  the  sparrows  quarrelling  in  tlu^ 
caves,  though  the  man  was  breathing 
heavily,  in  quick,  short  gasps.  Neither 
moved — but  the  manuscript  in  her  hands 
bore  the  marks  of  that  silence  to  its  dving 
day. 

"Will  you  not  tell  me  why — you  have 
come  to  this — sudden  resolve  ? "  She 
advanced  a  step,  involuntarily  ;  then, 
recollecting  herself,  retreated  cjuickly. 

"  No,"  came  from  him  at  once. 

She  started  as  if  a  bullet  had  struck  her. 

"You  arc  courteous — but  then,  you 
probably  consider  yourself  a  privileged 
person  ?  You  should  remember,  though, 
you  are  my  collaborator  no  longer."  She 
spoke  with  a  gentle  effort  at  gaiety.  He 
faced   round  as  if  he   were   on   parade ; 


anyone  sreing  him  W(nild  have  taken  him 
for  what  he  was — a  soldier. 

*'  1  beg  your  pardon."  His  voice  was 
gentle  and  musical,  though  there  was  a 
curious  hoarse  tremor  in  it.  "I  have  not 
your  gift  of  language,  and  *  yes  '  and  *  no  ' 
seemed  to  me — to  meet  the  case  best.  I 
cannot  ex})lain  further.  I  am  sorry,  but — I 
cannot  help  you  any  more.  Will  you  be 
generous — and  let  me  go  ?  " 

She  met  his  gaze  with  an  angry  gleam 
in  her  j^rev  eves.  He  was  the  first  to  turn 
away ;  at  least,  he  suddenly  passed  his 
hand  before  his  eyes,  as  if  the  light  in  hers 
had  blinded  him.  Rut  their  fire  went 
(juickly  out,  and  a  sad,  resigned  look  came 
instead  as  she  went  up  to  him  and  laid  a 
light  hantl  on  his  sleeve.  He  started. 
Slie  dropi)e(l  her  hand  and  sighed. 

"  All,''  she  said  ;  *'  1  think  I  see  now. 
Fori^ive  me,  I  have  been  vcrv  blind."  He 
looked  at  her  with  a  sort  of  vai^ue  alarm. 

"  It  *s  the  old  storv.     I  bore  vou!     1  am 

0  0 

not  surprised.  ]  am  only  vexed  with 
myself  for  not  seeing  it  befori'.  Men  like 
you,  with  an  interesting  i)rofessi()n,  grow 
weary  of — mere  eommonplaee  intercourse 
and  drudgery.  What  has  been  a  pleasure 
to  me  and  a  i^ain  has  bored  you  to  extinc- 
tion."     He  winced  and  moved  restlessly. 

*'  Well,  my  friend,  I  cannot  think  how  1 
shall  get  on  without  you  ;  your  j)ractical 
knowledge  of  the  world,  your  common - 
sense,  and  judgment  have  been  an 
imnuMise  help  to  nie."  She  sniiled 
bravely. 

*'Ah,  well  !  1  am  not  going  to  bore  you 
with  self-pity.  It  does  not  matter  to  any- 
one but  mvself,  and  1  have  had  a  verv 
hai>py  time" — extending  both  hands  to 
him — "  and — I  am  very  grateful  for  all 
you  have  done.  Vou  believe  that,  don't 
you  .-' " 

"  I  d(m't  see  what  there  is  to  be  grateful 
for,  reallv.  1  alwavs  told  vou  vou  were  a 
bit  sentimental,  did  1  not.-*"  He  spoke  in 
the  tone  erne  uses  to  a  child — a  child  one 
loves.  But  he  did  not  take  her  hands,  so 
they  fell  listlessly  to  her  sides.  Yet  some- 
thing  in  his  tone   i)leased  her.      Wheels 
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could  be  heard  on  the  gravel,  and  a  servant 
entering,  announced  "  Captain  Germaine*s 
cart." 

"  It  is  useless  asking  you  to  stop  to 
dinner,  then  ?  Jack  complains  he  never 
sees  you  now." 

'*  I  am  afraid  I  can't  wait :  as  it  is,  I 
shall  scarcely  get  back  in  time  for  mess. 
Give  Jack  my  love,  and  tell  him  he  must 
come  and  spend  a  couple  of  days — Satur- 
day till  Monday — with  me.  He'll  like 
Aldershot."  There  was  an  awkward 
pause  ;  he  had  spoken  rather  nervously, 
and  now  he  walked  about  restlessly, 
tugging  furiously  at  the  ends  of  his 
moustache,  and  turning  very  red  the 
while. 

"  I — 1  want  you — I  mean  I  don't  want 
you  to  think  —  the  reason  is  what  vou 
said " 

**  What  did  I  say  ?  I  really  can't 
remember.  1  spoke  hastily.  You  must 
forgive  me." 

"  You  said — it  was  because  I  was — 
bored.  It's  not  that."  Suddenly  pulling 
up  in  front  of  her,  and  looking  something 
like  a  wild  animal  at  bay.  **  Can't  you  give 
a  man  credit  for — some  better  reason  ?  " 

*'  I  thought  that  a  very  good  one ;  at 
any  rate,  it  is  generally  a  man's  reason 
for  escaping  monotony,  don't  you  think  .^" 

*'  It  may  be — you  know  men  well,  no 
doubt — but  it  was  not  my  reason." 

**No.'^"  puckering  her  brows  inquir- 
ingly. **  Too  busy,  perhaps?"  looking 
up  with  a  smile,  half  pathetic,  half 
humorous. 

He  caught  the  infection  of  the  smile, 
but  only  for  a  moment,  then  he  looked 
into  her  face  almost  sternly.  "  Have  it 
that  way  if  you  like.  I  certainly  am  busy, 
but " — bluntly,  and  as  if  forced  to  speak 
against  his  will — *'  that  is  not  my  reason. 
1  shall  never  tell  you,  but — I  thought " — he 
said  the  next  words  so  low,  she  scarcely 
heard  them — "you  might  have  known  it." 

**  I  don't  see  how.  I  am  not  good  at 
conundrums.  I  will  only  ask  one  question. 
Is  it  a  good  reason  ?  " 

**  I  think  you  would  sav  so — if  vou  knew 
it." 

"  Then,"  brightly,  *'  I  have  nothing 
niore  to  say.  1  have  perfect  reliance  on 
your  judgment." 

*'  I  wish  you  would  not  over- rate  me. 
You  will  soon  find  out  your  mistake." 

*' Shall  I?  Well,  I  must  not  keep 
you — good-bye  !  '*  He  held  her  proffered 
hand  a  moment  without  speaking,  and 
then  was  gone.  She  watched  him  drive 
away,  then  thoughtfully  took  up  the 
manuscript  from  a  table,   with  a   heavy 


sigh.  **  I  am  afraid  I  worried  him  a  good 
deal.  He  looks  ill — thin — and  his  hand 
was  so  cold  too.  He  never  said  good- 
bye, either,  but  then  he  always  is  odd. 
How  selfish  I  am  !  I  daresay  he  has  some 
family  trouble  that  he  can't  talk  about.  I 
don't  suppose  it  has  anything  to  do  with 
me  at  all.  He  always  was  a  man  of  few 
words.  That  was  why  he  wrote  so  well — 
he  always  gave  me  the  right  word,  so  pat 
and  terse.  No !  I  shall  never  be  able  to 
write  without  him.  My  editors  will  soon 
detect  a  falling  oflT.  Well,  I  can  but  tr)-, 
and  fail.  It  was  useless  to  tell  him  of  this 
offer  from  the  publishers.  I  did  not  want 
to  hamper  him  when  his  mind  was  made 
up  ;  but  it  is  a  splendid  offer — almost  a 
fortune  for  me.  I  wish  they  'd  given  me 
more  time — it  will  be  such  a  grind — all 
alone.  It  is  fortunate  I  am  so  strong, 
nothing  hurts  me." 

*  ^v  *  » 

"Jack!"  a  faint,  low  voice  breathed 
tremulously,  but  it  was  instantly  heard. 

"  Yes,  my  darling,  I  am  here.  What  is 
it— a  drink  ?  " 

And  Jack  Waring  leant  over  the  little 
white,  wasted  face,  which  looked  so 
strangely  small  in  its  frame  of  white 
pillow  and  sheets.  He  held  a  glass  to 
her  parched  lips,  but  she  shook  her  head. 

"  No,  not  that — I  want  you  to  do  some- 
thing else — please." 

"To  the  whole  of  my  kingdom,  dear 
one ! " 

"  I  want — to  see  Captain  Germaine. 
Do  you  think  he  would  come  ?  *' 

"  Certainly.  Why  not  ?  He  came  the 
other  day  to  ask  after  you.  He  had  been 
away — only  just  heard  you  were  ill.  1 
forgot  to  tell  you  :  it  was  one  of  your  bad 
days." 

"Did  he  seem  sorry  ?  " 

"  I  should  rather  think  he  did,  when  I 
told  him  what  a  near  shave  you  had  had. 
He's  a  queer  chap — he  doesn't  waste 
much  breath  on  words,  but  he  looked  as 
if  he  was  going  to  cry.  To  tell  the  truth, 
I  never  thought  he  had  so  much  feeling." 

"  Oh,  I  am  glad  1  Do  you  know.  Jack, 
I  thought  he  would  not  care  at  all.  As  he 
said  he  wouldn't — I  mean  he  couldtCt — 
help  me  with  my  writings  any  more." 

"Just  like  him — never  did  know  his  own 
mind  for  two  minutes  together." 

"  I  don't  think  it  was  that.  You  mustn't 
be  hard  on  him.  He  is  very  reserved, 
and,  1  think,  feels  more  than  he  says." 

"  He  might  do  that  and  not  feel  a 
feather's  weight." 

**  Well,  Jack,  j/^i/  needn't  talk.  You  are 
not  a  man  of  many  words  either — and — ^yet. 
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I  suppose — ^you  feel  a  little  bit  sorry  for  me, 
don't  you  ?  " 

Jack's  answer  was  a  silent  embrace. 

•*  Jack !  ** — the  feeble  voice  breathed  his 
name  again. 

"  Well,  dear." 

**  Am  I  going  to  get  better  ?  " 

'*  Of  course ;  why,  you  are  better." 

**  Am  I  .^  I  must  have  been  very  bad 
then,  for  I  don't  feel  much  better." 

**  Getting  well  is  always  harder  work 
than  getting  ill,  I  fancy." 

**  Was  I  delirious  ?  " 

"  Rather." 

**  Did  I  talk  much  nonsense  ?  " 

**  Oh  dear  no !  Only  Greek — at  least,  it 
was  to  me.  You  were  in  such  a  state 
about  your  novel.  Poor  little  girl !  It  was 
hard  lines." 

*'  Ah,  that's  what  I  want  to  see  Captain 
Germaine  about.  I  think  he  couldn't 
refuse  to  help  me  now.  It  was  half- 
finished,  you  see,  when  I  fell  ill,  and  there 
is  jubt  another  month  to  do  it  in."  A 
pause.  **  Do  you  think  1  shall  be  well  in 
a  fortnight  ?  " 

"Well,  no,  dear,  I  should  hardly  think 
so — rheumatic  fever  and  influenza  together, 
bad  things  to  shake  off.  You  are  not  silly 
enough  to  think  of  finishing  that  thing 
yourself,  eh  ?  " 

'*  I  suppose  I  mustn't,  but  oh,  Jack,  it 
would  pay  for  all  this  illness !  How  I  could 
be  so  wicked  as  to  get  ill,  just  as  that  bank 
broke " 

•*  Hush,  dear  child,  don't  worry  about 
it  for  God's  sake,  or  you  will  never  get 
well.  Trust  me — I'll  soon  make  it  up 
again.  Now,"  he  rose  as  he  spoke,  *'  you 
want  me  to  get  hold  of  Germaine,  don't 
vou  ?  Well,  I  'il  write  to  him  at  once,  so 
don't  you  bother  your  poor  little  pate. 
He'll  come  right  enough."  He  bent 
down,  and  put  a  cool  hand  on  her  hot 
brow.  "  Now,  will  my  darling  try  to  sleep  a 
bit  while  I  write  ?  and  then  I  will  read  to  her." 

"  Oh,  Jack,  how  good  ycu  are  !  I  only 
wish  you  could  wnte  as  well  as  you  can 
nurse,  and  then  I  needn't  bother  him." 

••  I  wish  I  could,  dear,  but  you  see  even 
your  incomparable  husband  is  not  quite 
perfect.  It  wouldn't  do  for  the  pair  of  us 
to  be  geniuses — sure  to  end  in  *  wigs  on 
the  green/  eh,  dear  old  girl  ?  " 

*  *  *  * 

"  You  will  find  her  ver)*  much  altered,  I 
fear.  I  see  her  ever}'  day,  and  yet  it  is  a 
shock  to  me.  She  is  nof  getting  on  ver)' 
fast  either.  She  worries  herself  a  lot  over 
this  unfinished  stor}',  which  I  believe  caused 
her  illness — she  took  no  care  of  herself." 
Jack  Waring  said  this,  as  he  and  Captain 


Germaine  stood  talking  in  the  now  gloomy 
drawing-room,  which  the  latter  had  never 
entered  since  that  sunset  glow  had  bathed 
him  and  her  in  its  golden  light.  It  had  a 
forsaken  look  now.  The  rain  was  beating 
against  the  windows,  and  the  fire  was 
burning  sluggishly.  There  were  no  flowers, 
only  a  few  palms  and  ferns  drooping  and 
dying  for  lack  of  water.  The  chairs, 
tables,  books,  everything  seemed  pleading 
for  the  touch  of  a  vanished  hand.  The 
piano,  at  which  he  and  she  had  so  often 
sung  to  the  half  somnolent  Jack,  was 
closed  and  the  music  put  away — all  but 
one  tattered  copy  of  Mendelssohn's  "  O 
wert  thou  in  the  cold  blast  1  "  which  the 
housemaid  evidently  thought  too  torn  to 
trouble  about.  Germaine  shivered  and 
drew  a  long  breath  before  he  managed  to 
speak.  **  But  Mrs.  Waring  is  really  better, 
is  she  not  ?  " 

**  Oh,  yes !  she  is  better,  but  the  heart 
is  very  weak — that  confounded  influenza 
on  the  top  of  the  other  illness  is  no  joke. 
So  I  need  not  tell  you,  old  fellow,  not  to 
let  her  tire  herself  talking." 

**  Do  you  think  I  'd  better  see  her 
to-day  ?  I  *m  a  rough,  blundering  sort  of 
chap,  as  you  know,  and  I  might  make 
matters  worse." 

**  Not  at  all,  my  dear  fellow,  not  at  all ! 
Her  heart  is  set  on  seeing  you ;  she  wants 
you  to  do  something  about  this  blessed 
story — so  promise  anything,  there's  a 
good  fellow,  only  to  pacify  her." 

**  But  I  can't  help  her — that's  just  what 
I  can't  do.  Do  I  look  like  a  writing 
sort  ? "  He  drew  himself  up  to  his  full 
height  a  little  proudly  as  he  spoke.  **  I 
can  do  sentry-go  and  that  style  of  thing 
well  enough,  but  that 's  about  all  I  Why, 
she  wrote  it  all  herself;  I  was  a  sort  of 
slang  dictionary." 

**  I  daresay ;  but  you  see  the  slang — 
soldier's  slang — was  just  what  you  could 
give  her,  and  I  couldn't.  She  got  great 
kudos  for  her  men's  talk,  and  she  says  it 
was  all  your  doing.  So  come  along — don't 
make  any  more  bones  about  it.  I  declare 
you  look  as  I  should  do — under  fire !  " 

Captain  (iermaine  bit  his  moustache, 
but  said  nothing  more.  His  face  had  a 
set  look,  and  his  eyes  shone  rather  fiercely, 
as  with  his  heavy,  measured  steps  he 
followed  Jack  Waring' s  lighter  tread  up- 
stairs and  down  a  dim  corridor  to  Mrs. 
Waring' s  room.  She  was  anxiously  await- 
ing them,  propped  up  with  pillows,  amid  a 
pretty  mass  of  white  frills  and  pink  eider- 
down, which  only  enhanced  the  pallor  of 
her  face,  just  as  the  great  black  pupils 
obscured  the  grey  of  her  beautiful  eyes. 
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**  Here  is  Captain  Germaine,  dear ;  he 
has  obeyed  orders,  you  see,  with  a  soldier's 
promptitude."  Jack  spoke  gaily  as  he  led 
the  way,  followed  slowly  by  Germaine, 
who,  with  crimsoned  face,  and  even  more 
than  his  usual  awkwardness,  came  reluct- 
antly forward.  He  had  never  in  his  life 
been  in  a  woman's  sick-room  before,  and 
his  shyness  was  painfully  visible  to  ]\Irs. 
Waring. 

**  It  is  very,  very  good  of  you  to  come  !  " 
she  said  as  she  held  out  a  hand,  smiling  so 
brightly  that  the  big  shy  man  forgot  his 
bigness  and  his  shyness.  Jack  placed  a 
chair  near  the  bed. 

"  Sit  down,  old  fellow,  and  don't  let  her 
talk  any  more  than  you  can  help.  I  shall 
come  for  you  in  ten  minutes,"  and  with 
that  he  stole  quietly  from  the  room. 

Germaine  did  as  he  was  bid,  holding  the 
small  thin  hand  in  his  for  one  brief 
moment  only,  but  in  that  moment  the 
touch  of  those  hot,  nerveless  fingers 
sent  a  sharp  pain  pulsing  through  him. 
**  How  nice  and  cool  your  hands  are  !  " 
she  said,  as  she  withdrew  hers  gently. 
**  Mine  are  so  hot  now,  not  very  nice  to 
touch,  1  fear." 

"  But  you  are  getting  better,  you  will 
soon  be  all  right  again?"  This  he  said, 
turning  his  head  away,  for  he  could  not 
gaze  unmoved  on  the  small  head,  shorn  of 
its  dark  coils,  and  the  shrunken,  worn 
features. 

**  Nurse  says  every  day  I  am  to  get  up 
to-morrow,  but  when  to-morrow  comes  I 
am  lazy,  and  prefer  lying  still.  Now, 
please,  I  don't  want  to  talk  about  myself, 
though  I  want  you  to  do  something  for 
me — soniething  you  said  you  'd  never  do. 
Isn't  that  like  a  woman  .-' " 

Once  again  that  sweet  low  voice  was 
pleading  in  his  ear,  and  he  was  only  a 
poor  weak  mortal,  after  all.  Besides,  he 
remembered  what  Jack  had  said,  and — he 
saw  what  Jack,  perhaps,  did  not  see — the 
fatal  writing  on  her  brow.  He  had  seen 
death  too  often  to  have  any  doubt.  His 
mouth  was  so  dry  he  could  scarcely 
articulate  ;  and  that  sharp  thrill  of  pain 
went  through  him  as  he  spoke.  He  hardly 
recognised  his  own  voice.  "  I  will  do 
anything  in  the  world  for  you,"  he  said, 
and  the  passionate  ring  in  his  deep  tones 
astonished  him.  She  did  not  notice  it. 
She  lay  with  a  strange  calm  in  her  eyes, 
for  she  felt  sure  he  would  help  her  now. 

**  Thank  you,"  she  said  faintly.  **  I 
knew  you  would.  I  feel  I  am  asking  a 
great  deal — but  it  is  for  Jack's  sake  now." 

There  was  a  pause.  He  sat,  nervously 
sliding  his  signet  ring  up  and  down  his 


finger ;  an  old  trick,  when  deeply  moved. 
But  he  never  forgot  the  pattern  of  that 
wall-paper  facing  him,  though  often  in 
the  after  days  he  could  not  recall  her  face. 

**I  have  a  story  to  finish  by  next  month," 
she  went  on  breathlessly,  as  if  dreading 
interruption.  "  I  've  been  paid  half 
already.  Perhaps  you  don't  know  we  are 
not  very  well  off  now  ?  Jack  has  lost  all 
his  savings.  The  bank  broke,  and,  you  see, 
1  've  been  a  terrible  expense  all  these 
weeks."  She  stopped,  panting.  "That 
glass,  please  !  "  His  hand  shook  so,  he 
wondered  how  she  drank.  "  Thank  you. 
Don't  be  frightened  ;  it 's  only  weakness. 
Now — I  want  you,  f)lease — to  finish  that 
stor>'  for  me.  It 's  quite  easy.  I  've 
sketched  out  the  plot.  Say  *  Yes,'  please." 
She  was  looking  at  him  earnestly  and 
pleadingly,  he  felt ;  but  there  was  a  strange 
mist  before  his  eyes,  and  a  string  seemed 
tight  across  his  throat.  He  rose  pre- 
cipitately and  walked  to  the  window.  She 
watched  him  feverishly.  "  Say  *  Yes,' 
please,"  she  pleaded.  He  turned ;  his 
eyes  were  red ;  he  had  rubbed  his  coat- 
sleeve  roughly  over  them. 

"I  would  sav  'Yes'  if  I  could — vou 
must  know  that ;  but  1  cannot  write, 
indeed  I  cannot — at  least,  without  vou  !  " 

**  I  will  help  you  if — if — I  get  better. 
A  month  is  a  long  time.  Only  say  you 
will  try,  for  Jack's  sake." 

"iVill  try.  Will  that  content  you.^" 
His  voice  was  hoarse,  and  his  breath  came 
heavily. 

*'  Indeed  it  will !  Give  me  your  hand. 
And  now — I  fear  you  must  go — I  am  so 
absurdly  weak."  She  held  his  hand  fast 
between  hers.  "  Oh,  how  nice  and  cool 
your  hand  is  ! "  Then  she  lay  back  and 
closed  her  eyes.  He  grew  alarmed,  and 
looked  anxiously  for  a  bell.  "  Don't  go — 
yet — I  want  to  say  something  more.  Don't 
tell  Jack — it  will  do  no  good,  but  I — I — 
am  not  going  to  get  any  better.  I  read  it 
in  the  doctor's  face,  and  I  heard  the 
nurses  talking.  It 's  my  heart,  I  feel  it. 
Don't  look  like  that — it  is  kind  of  you  to 
mind — but — I  want  you — to  take  care  of 
Jack — will  you  ?  He  will  need  it,  poor 
boy  1     I  know  you  like  me  a  little " 

'*  A  little  !  O  God  1  "  He  had  forgotten 
everything ;  he  only  knew  that  the  woman 
he  loved  so  hopelessly,  so  passionately, 
was  speaking  the  truth — the  awful,  ghastly 
truth.  All  his  self  -  control  vanished, 
deserted  him  in  this  his  direst  need  as  he 
knelt  and  laid  his  head  on  the  little  burn- 
ing hands,  not  knowing  much,  nor  caring 
at  all  what  he  did.  One  great  sob  broke 
from  him. 
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**  Please — please — don't — Oh,   don't — I 

cannot  bear  it — it  hurts "     Her  voice 

was  faint  and  broken.  At  the  sound  reason 
resumed  her  sway.  There  fell  a  calm,  like 
the  centre  of  a  cyclone.  He  rose,  remorse 
sweeping  over  him,  as  his  eyes  fell  upon 
her  face,  so  full  of  sympathy  and  pain. 
All  sympathy  is  pain. 

"  Forgive  me ;  I  am  a  selfish  brute,  but 
God  knows  I  would  have  spared  you  this," 
he  said  hoarsely,  his  tongue  cleaving  to 
his  mouth.  **  I — I  was — off  guard — for 
once." 

She  did  not  answer,  but  she  held  out 
her  hand.  He  took  it,  bent  down,  and 
touched  it  with  his  lips ;  then  went  on 
rapidly :  "  You  know  now  why  I  could  not 
tell  you  my  reason.  I  hoped  never  to  be 
base  enough  to  tell  you — but — can  you 
forgive  me  ?  " 

She  understood  at  last,  but  her  strength 
was  nearly  spent.  A  hot  flush  dyed  her 
cheek  and  brow,  and  her  breath  came 
fitfully.  She  could  only  whisper  :  **  Forgive 
you  ?  It — it  is  an  honour — the  greatest — 
to  me.  I  am  not  worthy.  Oh !  how  I 
must  have  hurt  you  so  often,  not  know- 
ing!" She  held  out  her  hands.  **  Kiss 
me,"  she  said.  He  hesitated  a  moment — 
all  the  blood  seemed  to  leave  his  heart. 
At  last  he  stooped  and  just  touched  her 
forehead  with  his  lips,  reverently,  as  one 
might  kiss  a  dead  mother.  All  passion 
had  died  within  him.  "  Be  good  to  my 
poor  Jack.  God  bless  you  !  "  That  was 
all.  He  remembered  nothing  more.  It 
was  all  like  a  dream.  Alone  in  his  hut, 
he  wondered  how  he  got  there. 

All  night  he  slept  soundly,  for  he  was 
strong  and  healthy,  and  not  given  to 
self-dissection.  But  when  he  woke  and 
caught  sight  of  a  manuscript  lying  on 
his  table,  he  felt  like  a  man  who  has  had 
a  bad  spill  in  the  hunting-field,  for  he 
dimly  remembered  Jack  putting  it  into 
his  hand. 

*  *  *  * 

Many  days  of  routine  went  by.  Thrice 
blessed  routine! — "balm  of  hurt  minds" 
by  day,  as  sleep  is  by  night.  Germaine 
could  work,  for  he  loved  his  work  ;  he 
could  also  sleep,  as  a  tired  dog  sleeps, 
but  he  could  not  write  a  line.  The  days 
slipped  into  a  week,  the  week  into  a  fort- 
night, and  yet  he  could  not  write.  Short 
notes  came  from  Jack  Waring  :  **  Better," 
or  "  Not  so  well."  **  She  sends  love,  and 
hopes  you  are  getting  on  with  the  story — 
hopes  to  be  able  to  help  you  soon,"  etc. 

O  God !  was  ever  a  poor  man  thus 
tortured!  Gladly  would  he  give  all  he 
had — ^his  health,  his  career — to  save  her 
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one  pang  or,  he  thought  so,  at  any  rate, 
to  obey  her  last  behest ;  but,  alas  I  this 
was  beyond  his  power — he  could  not 
\vhte.  Yet  the  plot  was  sketched  out — 
there  was  a  love  scene,  ay,  and  a  parting, 
renunciation,  death  ;  surely  he,  like  many 
men  of  his  simple  stamp,  knew  what  it  was 
to  feel  all  this,  and  perhaps  that  was  why 
he  could  not  write  it.  When  there  is  a 
holy  of  holies  in  a  man's  heart,  it  is 
always  veiled.  Many  a  weary  hour  had 
he  sat,  at  night,  with  her  dear  manuscript 
before  him,  despair  gnawing  at  his  heart. 
Many  a  line  had  he  written,  only  to  blot 
it  out,  before  the  garish  day  should  laugh 
him  to  scorn. 

One  night,  nearly  three  weeks  after  that 
last  farewell,  he  was  sitting  staring  hope- 
lessly at  the  paper,  conscious  that  Time 
was  pitiless,  and  that  he  must  bestir  him- 
self now,  or  break  his  promise  to  the 
dying.  At  last  his  head  dropped  on  his 
hands,  and  he  groaned  aloud,  **  O  God  !" 
He  may  have  prayed — if  every  earnest  wish 
is  prayer.  Then,  tired  out  by  a  long  field- 
day,  he  dozed  off  and  dreamed  a  dream. 
He  was  once  more  in  that  room — her 
room  :  he  knew  it  by  that  curious  wall- 
pattern.  She  was  lying  just  as  he  had  last 
seen  her,  except  that  a  radiant  happiness 
shone  on  her  face.  He  was  sitting  beside  her 
at  a  table,  writing,  and  she  was  dictating  to 
him.  It  was  all  so  easy  now  he  was  with 
her  again  :  their  ideas  flowed  in  harmony, 
and  they  sparred  over  them  as  of  old.  He 
felt  quite  buoyant,  for  she  looked  so  well, 
and  she  laughed  gently  when  he  told  her 
that  with  her  he  was  a  Triton,  and  without 
her  a  minnow.  Then,  just  as  she  was 
saying,  **  I  told  you  I  would  help  you  "  he 
awoke  to  find  his  lamp  smelling  horribly 
and  his  fire  out.  Instinctively  he  raised 
his  hand  to  his  shoulder,  for  in  his  dream 
he  had  felt  her  touch.  It  was  long  past 
midnight  as,  with  a  heavy  sigh,  he  rose, 
lighted  some  candles,  and  extinguished 
his  expiring  lamp.  Then  he  took  up  his 
pen.  There  was  a  set  look  on  his  face  as 
he  began  to  write,  which  changed  to  a 
fierce  eagerness  as  the  minutes  sped  on. 
Every  now  and  then  he  would  pause,  close 
his  eyes,  and  hold  his  hand  to  his  shoulder 
for  a  brief  moment.  With  feverish  rapidity 
the  pen  scratched  on,  until,  as  the  pale 
October  dawn  peeped  in  between  his 
ill-drawn  curtains,  it  lighted  up  **  The 
End,"  scrawled  in  big  letters  across  the 
last  sheet. 

With  a  murmured  **  Thank  God  !  Thank 
God  ! "  he  tore  off  his  clothes,  and  was 
sleeping  dreamlessly  when  his  ser\'ant 
roused  him  for  parade. 
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Before  the  month  was  out  the  story  was 
in  the  hands  of  the  publishers,  and  in  due 
course  the  critics  gave  their  verdict  to  a 
patient  and  credulous  public.  The  writing 
was  unequal,  they  said — the  first  two 
volumes  showing  a  distinct  falling  off  from 
the  talented  and  lamented  authoress's  terse 
and  epigrammatic  style ;  but  the  last  con- 
tained some  of  the  finest  passages  she  had 
ever  written,  her  gift  of  mingled  pathos 
and  humournever  having  been  more  power- 
fully exhibited,  etc. 

And,  as  Ralph  Germaine  read  page  after 
page  of  more  or  less  favourable  criticism, 
in  the  solitude  of  his  room,  he  heaved  a 
heavy  sigh,  for  he  knew,  and  they  did  not. 
«  ♦  «  « 

It  was  the  evening  of  Christmas  Day. 
Ralph  Germaine,  mindful  of  his  promise, 
had  come  to  pass  that  day,  with  his  friend 
Jack  Waring.  The  two  men  had  dined 
almost  in  silence,  and  were  now  sitting  in 
the  room  that  she  would  never  brighten 
any  more. 

"I  always  sit  here,"  Jack  said.  "It 
feels  less  lonely,  somehow,  though  (jod 
knows,"  looking  helplessly  around,  **  it 's 
lonely  enough."  Germaine  did  not  answer. 
He  was  sitting  staring  at  the  fire,  with  his 
back  to  the  piano,  sliding  his  ring  up  and 
down  his  finger. 

"  Germaine,  I  want  to  say  something." 
Jack  hesitated,  and  fumbled  in  his  waist- 
coat-pocket, finally  producing  a  cheque, 
which  he  held  out  to  (jermaine.  **  Look 
here,  old  fellow,  I  can't  think  of  taking 
this.  You  finished  the  book,  and  we  had 
been  paid  half  already.  The  rest  is  yours." 
His  voice  grew  husky.  "  W'e  never 
thanked  you,  at  least  not  in  words ; 
but " 

"  Nonsense,  man  !  "  (Germaine  spoke 
roughly,  pushing  the  cheque  away.  "  Vou 
know  I  only  did  it  for  her,  for  you — in 
fact,  I  did  not  do  it  at  all  if  it  conies  to 
that." 

"  Who  did,  then  ?  " 

"She — your  wife  —  did."  Germaine 
spoke  with  reverent  emi)hasis. 

**My  dear  Germaine" — Jack  looked 
bewildered — "  I  don't  understand  you." 
He  paused,  and  then  said  hoarsely  :  **  Vou 
know  she  was  too  ill  to " 

"I  know,  dear  old  boy."  Ciermaine 
turned  and  looked  solemnly  into  his 
friend's  eyes.  **  I  know  she  died — was 
dead — ^the  night  I — I  finished  it.  I  know 
I  never  wrote  one  line  until — she  was — 
dead.  You  may  believe  me  or  not ;  I 
would  tell  no  one  else,  because  no  one  else 
would  believe  me."  He  rose  and  began 
pacing  up  and  down  the  room.     ''  But  I 


swear  to  you  that  it  is  my  firm  belief  she 
came  to  me  " — his  voice  sank — **  and  that 
she  cictated  every  word.  Don't  you  see 
what  the  critics  say  }  Jt  was  she  at  her 
best.  That  very  part  /  am  supposed  to 
have  written  (by  you,  and  you  only,  thank 
God  !).  But  I  could  not  let  you  believe  a 
lie.  I  couldn't  write  a  line,  and  never 
shall  again.     She  promised  to  help  me — 

if  she  got  better — and "   his    voice 

broke.  He  resumed  his  seat  and  rested 
his  head  on  his  hands.  Jack  Waring  sat 
silent. 

"  1  can't  help  it  if  you  don't  believe  it," 
(iermaine  said,     "/do." 

**  My  dear  fellow,"  Jack  said  at  last,  **  I 

cannot   doubt   that Well,    her    last 

words  were  something  about  you.  She 
(lied  suddenly,  after  being  apparently  much 
better  all  day.  She  had  been  talking  about 
you,  said  she  was  so  sorry  to  give  you  so 
much  trouble,  but  if  she  could  only  see 
you,  she  was  sure  you  could  do  it.  She 
died  while  1  was  reading  your  last  letter 
aloud,  in  which  you  craved  her  help." 
Jack  spoke  quietly,  and  with  effort.  He 
had  not  been  able  to  talk  of  those  last 
sacred  moments  to  anyone  before. 

**  Then,  surelv,  vou  see " 

'*  I  own  I  do  see  a — that  the  first  part 
of  the  book  is  not  up  to  her  old  form. 
She  said  it  was  not.  She  missed  your 
help." 

''And  the  last  part  ?" 

*'  Well,  I  think  that  is."  There  was  a 
silence.  Then  Jack  said  slowly:  "Perhaps 
it  may  be  as  you  say.  We  don't  know 
anything,  so  why  dogmatise  .-'  I  certainly 
sit  here,  because  I  feel  her  here.  She 
sat  here  alwavs,  and  wrote  at  that  desk." 
Both  men  lo(jked  mournfully  at  the  closed 
escritoire,  and  seemed  to  see  the  slender, 
graceful  form,  in  its  habitual  dark 
draper}',  stooping  over  it.  Germaine 
shivered  a  little  as  he  rose.  **  Well,  old 
fellow,  it 's  getting  late.  I  must  get  back 
to-night.  C'ome  to  me  as  soon  as  you 
can.  Aldershot  air  will  do  you  a  power 
of  good." 

"  I  will,  I  will ;  but  not  just  yet — don't 
ask  me  just  yet,  there 's  a  good  fellow." 
]3oth  were  standing  now,  and  Germaine 
fidgeted,  as  if  he  had  something  to  say. 
Then  he  went  as  far  as  the  door,  and 
turned.  His  face  worked,  and  he  twirled 
his  moustache  with  nervous  rapidity.  At 
last  he  laid  a  hand  on  Jack  Waring's 
shoulder  :  *'  Old  man,  you  ought  to  know 
something.  You  won't  mind  it  now, 
perhaps.     I — I — cared  for  her '* 

Jack  looked  straight  into  his  eyes. 
Then    he   took   his    hand  and   wrung  it 
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silently.  Something  rose  in  his  throat. 
He  tried  to  speak,  but  could  not. 

"  It  was  all  right,  you  know,"  (icrmainc 
blurteJ  out,  colouring.  "  When  I — found 
it  out— I  went." 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  but — did  she  know  ?  " 

"  Not  t'ili  the  last — that  day.  1  behaved 
like  a  brute,  but " 

"  Men  aren't  saints.  5Af  didn't  think  you 
a  brute.  I  am  glad  you  told  her ;  it  would 
hurt  her  less  than  thinking  you  unkind." 

"Ah  —  h!"  Germainc  drew  a  long 
breath.  "I  had  to  risk  that.  I— Jack, 
old  boy,  she  knew  she  was  RoinK,  and^ 
told  me.     That  finished  r 


"Yes,  I  ! 
couldn't  stainl  an 
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"  Good  night,  old  chap ;  come  again 
soon.  I — I  am  glad  you  told  me.  You 
won't  mind  if  1  talk  a  bit  now  and  then — 
won't  think  me  a  bore  ?  " 

Something  suspiciously  like  a  tear  shone 
in  Ralph  Germaine's  eyes,  but  he  pulled 
himself  together  as  he  wrung  Jack's 
hand. 

"  Not  unless  you  send  me  that  cheque — 
then  1  shall."  And  he  was  gone.  Jack 
heard  the  front  door  slam,  and  the  cart's 


■heels  grate 
himself  into  a 
covered  his  eyes, 
thought  him  a  m( 
darling  i 


Poor  dear  old  chap  ! ' 


the  gravel  as  he  I 
:hair —  her    chair^ana 

"God  forgive  me!     I 
m  surly  brute  for  leaving 

the  lurch  !    Poor  chap  t 
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IN  the  summer  of  the  year  1 608,  deter- 
mining to  take  up  my  abode,  when 
not  in  Paris,  at  Villebon,  where  I  had 
lately  enlarged  my  property,  I  went  thither 
from  Rouen  with  my  wife,  to  superintend 
the  building  and  mark  out  certain  planta- 
tions which  I  projected.  As  the  heat  that 
month  was  great,  and  the  dust  of  the  train 
annoying,  I  made  each  stage  in  the  even- 
ing and  on  horseback,  leaving  my  wife  to 
proceed  at  her  leisure.  In  this  way  I  was 
able,  by  taking  rough  paths,  to  do  in  two 
or  three  hours  a  distance  which  her 
coaches  had  scarcely  covered  in  a  day  ; 
but  on  the  third  evening,  intending  to  make 
a  short  cut  by  a  ford  on  the  Vaucouleurs,  I 
found  to  my  chagrin  the  advantage  on  the 
other  side,  the  ford,  when  I  reached  it  at 
sunset,  proving  impracticable.  As  there 
was  every  prospect,  however,  that  the  water 
would  fall  within  a  few  hours,  I  determined 
not  to  retrace  my  steps,  but  to  wait  where 
I  was  until  morning,  and  complete  my 
journey  to  Houdan  in  the  early  hours. 

There  was  a  poor  inn  near  the  ford,  a 
mere  hovel  of  wood  on  a  brick  foundation, 
yet  with  two  storeys.  I  made  my  way  to 
this  with  Maignan  and  La  Trape,  who 
formed,  with  two  grooms,  my  only  attend- 
ance ;  but  on  coming  near  the  house,  and 
looking  about  with  a  curious  eye,  I  re- 
marked something  which  fixed  my  atten- 
tion, and  for  a  moment  brought  me  to  a 
halt.  This  was  the  spectacle  of  three 
horses,  of  fair  quality,  feeding  in  a  field  of 
growing  com,  which  was  the  only  enclosure 
near  the  inn.  They  were  trampling  and 
spoiling  more  than  they  ate;  and,  sup- 
posing that  they  had  strayed  into 
the  place,  and  the  house  showing  no 
signs  of  life,  I  bade  my  grooms  fetch 
them  out.  The  sun  was  about  set- 
ting, and  I  stood  a  moment  watching  the 
long  shadows  of  the  men  as  they  plodded 
through  the  com,  and  the  attitudes  of  the 
horses  as,  with  heads  raised,  they  looked 
doubtfully  at  the  newcomers. 

Suddenly  a  man  came  round  the  comer 


of  the  house,  and  seeing  us,  and  what  my 
men  were  doing,  began  to  gesticulate 
violently,  but  without  sound.  The  grooms 
saw  him  too,  and  stood  ;  and  he  ran  up  to 
my  stirrup,  his  face  flushed  and  sullen. 

**  Do  vou  want  to  see  us  all  ruined  ?  "  he 
muttered.  And  he  begged  me  to  call  my 
men  out  of  the  corn. 

"  You  are  more  likely  to  be  ruined  that 
way,"  I  answered,  looking  down  at  him. 
**  Why,  man,  is  it  the  custom  in  your 
country  to  turn  horses  into  the  half- ripe 
com  ?'" 

He  shook  his  fist  stealthily.  **  God 
forbid ! "  he  said.-  **  But  the  devil  is 
within  doors,  and  we  must  do  his 
bidding." 

**  Ah  !  "  I  replied,  my  curiosity  aroused. 
**  I  should  like  to  see  him." 

The  boor  shaded  his  eyes  and  looked  at 
me  sulkily  from  ilnder  his  matted  and 
tangled  hair.  *'  You  are  not  of  his 
company.-""  he  said  with  suspicion. 

"  I  hope  not,"  1  answered,  smiling  at 
his  simplicity.  **  But  your  corn  is  your 
own.  I  will  call  the  men  out  " — on  which 
I  made  a  sign  to  them  to  n^turn.  *'  Now," 
I  said,  as  I  walked  my  horse  slowly 
towards  the  house,  while  he  tramped  along 
beside  me,  **  who  is  within  ?  " 

**  M.  Gringuet,"  he  saitl,  with  another 
stealthy  gesture. 

**  Ah  !  "  I  said,  "  I  am  afraid  that  I  am 
no  wiser." 

'*The  tax-gatherer." 

'*  Oh  !     And  those  are  his  horses  ?  " 

He  nodded. 

**  Still,  I  do  not  see  why  they  are  in  the 
corn." 

**  I  have  no  hay." 

"  But  there  is  grass." 

'*  Ay !  "  the  innkeeper  answered  bitterly. 
**  And  he  said  that  J  might  eat  it.  It  was 
not  good  enough  for  his  horses.  They 
must  have  hay  or  com ;  and  if  I  had  none, 
so  much  the  worse  for  me." 

Full  of  indignation,  I  made  in  my  mind 
a  note  of  M.  Gringuet*s  name  ;  but  at  the 
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moment  I  said  no  more,  and  we  proccedeci 
to  the  house,  tlie  exterior  of  which,  though 
meagre,  and  fvcn  miserable,  gave  me  an 
impression  ofneatness.  From  the  inside, 
however,  a  lii>ars(',  continuous  noise  was 
issuing,  which  resolved  itself  as  we  crossed 


great  lump  of  salt  that  stood  on  the  table 
at  the  woman's  elbow,  and  seemed  to  be 
evidence  of  greater  luxury— for  the  gabtllr 
had  not  at  that  time  been  reduced — than 
I  could  easily  associate  with  the  place. 
The  roaring  and  blustering  continuing 
upstairs,     I     stood    a. 


astonishment.  "'Is 
that  M.  (iringuet  't " 
I  said  at  last. 

The  innkeeper 
nodded  sullenly,  while 
his  wife  stared  at  me. 
"  But  what  is  the 
matter  with  him  .- "  I 
said. 

'  Thegoui.  Ijutfor 
that  he  would  have 
been  gone  these  two 
day.s  to  collect  at  Lc 


-Mc: 

"Ah  I  "  1  answered, 
beginning  to  under- 
stand. ■■  .\nd  the  salt 
is  for  a  halh  for  his 
feet,  is  it.-" 

The  ivomun  nodded. 

■■  \V,I1,"  1  .said,  as 
Maignan  came  in  with 
my  saddlebags  and  laid 
them  on  the  lloor,  "  he 
will  swear  still  louder 
when  he  gets  the  bill, 
I  should  think." 

■■  Bill  :  "  the  house- 
wife answered  bitterly, 
looking  up  again  from 


he 


pots. 


•A 


bill.» 

III  till-  dead  man  and 
a^k    for   the    price   of 


his 


Odin 


)  the 


his 


to  wliiili  a  ladder  gave  aoci 
oaths,  c'linplaints,  and  imprecations  almos 
shook  the  house.  .A  middle-aged  woman 
scantily  dressed,  was  busy  on  the  hearth 
but  iMThaps  that  which,  next  to  tin 
I>erpetual  scolding  that  was  going  oi 
above,   most    took    my  attention    was   -■ 


liabc  for  a  nurse-fee! 
Vou  ivill  get  paid  as 
.soon.  A  tax-gatherer's 
bill?  ik- thankful  if  he 
<locs  not  take  the  dish 
with  the  sop!" 

She    spoke  plainly; 
yet  I    found  a  clearer 
iMihiiN  i).ii..K^.'  proof  of  ibe  slavery  in 

which  the  man  held 
ihem  in  the  perfect  indifference  with  which 
they  regarded  my  arrival— though  a  guest 
witii  two  servants  must  have  l>een  a  rarity 
in  such  a  place — and  the  listless  way  in 
which  they  set  about  attending  to  my 
wants.  Keenly  remembering  that  not  long 
before  this  my  enemies  had  striven  to  pre- 
judice me  iii'lhe  King's  eyes  by  alleging 
that,   though   I   filled    his  coffers.   I  was 
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grinding  the  poor  into  the  dust  —  and 
even,  by  my  exactions,  provoking  a  rebel- 
lion— I  was  in  no  mood  to  look  with  an 
indulgent  eye  on  those  who  furnished 
such  calumnies  with  a  show  of  reason. 
But  it  has  never  been  my  wont  to  act 
hastily ;  and  while  I  stood  in  the  middle 
of  the  kitchen,  debating  whether  J  should 
order  the  servants  to  fling  the  fellow  out, 
and  bid  him  appear  before  mc  at  Villcbon 
instead,  or  should  have  him  brought  up 
there  and  then,  the  man*s  coarse  voice, 
which  had  never  ceased  to  growl  and 
snarl  above  us,  rose  on  a  sudden  still 
louder.  Something  fell  on  the  floor 
over  our  heads  and  rolled  across  it ; 
and  immediately  a  young  girl,  barefoot 
and  short-skirted,  scrambled  hurriedly 
and  blindly  down  the  ladder  and  landed 
among  us. 

She  was  sobbing,  and  a  little  blood  was 
flowing  from  a  cut  in  her  lip  ;  and  she 
trembled  all  over.  At  sijfht  of  the  blood 
and  her  tears  the  woman  seemed  to  be 
transported.  Snatching  up  a  saucepan, 
.she  sprang  towards  the  ladder  with  a 
gesture  of  rage,  and  in  a  moment  would 
have  ascended  if  her  husband  had  not 
followed  and  dragged  her  back.  The  girl 
also,  as  soon  as  she  could  speak,  added 
her  entreaties  to  his,  while  Maignan  and 
La  Trape  looked  sharply  at  me,  as  if  they 
expected  a  signal. 

All  this  while  the  bully  above  continued 
his  maledictions.  **  Send  that  slut  back  to 
me  I  "  he  roared.  **  Do  you  think  that  1 
am  going  to  be  left  alone  in  this  hole  ? 

Send    her  back,   or "  and   he   added 

half-a-dozen  oaths  of  a  kind  to  make  an 
honest  man*s  blood  boil.  In  the  midst  of 
this,  however,  and  while  the  woman  was 
still  contending  with  her  husband,  he 
suddenly  stopped  and  shrieked  in  anguish, 
crying  out  for  the  salt-bath. 

But  the  woman,  whom  her  husband  had 
only  half  pacified,  shook  her  fist  at  the 
ceiling  with  a  laugh  of  defiance.  **  Shriek  ; 
ay,  you  may  shriek,  you  wretch !  "  she 
cried.  "  You  must  be  waited  on  by  my 
girl,  must  you — no  older  face  will  do  for 
you — ^and  you  beat  her  ?  Your  horses 
must  eat  corn,  must  they,  while  we  eat 
grass  ?  And  we  buy  salt  for  you,  and 
wheaten  bread  for  you,  and  are  beggars 
for  you  I  For  you,  you  thieving  wretch, 
who  tax  the  poor  and  let  the  rich  go  free  ; 
who " 

"  Silence,  woman  !  "  her  husband  cried, 
cutting  her  short,  with  a  pale  face. 
**  Hush,  hush  ;  he  will  hear  you ! " 

But  the  woman  was  too  far  gone  in  rage 
to  obey.     **  What !  and  is  it  not  true  ? " 


she  answered,  her  eyes  glittering.  *'  Will 
he  not  to-morrow  go  to  Le  Mesnil  and 
squeeze  the  poor.'^  Ay,  and  will  not 
Lescaut,  the  comdealer,  and  Philippon, 
the  silk-merchant,  come  to  him  with  bribes 
and  go  free  ?  And  de  Fonvelle  and 
de  Curtin — they  with  a  de,  forsooth  ! — 
plead  their  nobility,  and  grease  his  hands, 
and  go  free  ?    Ay,  and " 

**  Silence,  woman  !  "  the  man  said  again, 
looking  apprehensively  at  me,  and  from 
me  to  my  attendants,  who  were  grinning 
broadly.  "You  do  not  know  that  this 
gentleman  is  not '* 

**  A  tax-gatherer  ? "  I  said  smiling. 
*'  No.  But  how  long  has  your  friend 
upstairs  been  here  ?  " 

**  Two  days,  Monsieur,"  she  answered, 
wiping  the  perspiration  from  her  brow, 
and  speaking  more  quietly  **  He  is 
talking  of  sending  on  a  deputy  to  Le 
Mesnil,  but  Heaven  send  he  may  recover, 
and  go  from  here  himself! " 

**  Well,"  I  answered,  **  at  any  rate,  we 
have  had  enough  of  this  noise.  My 
servant  shall  go  up  and  tell  him  that  there 
is  a  gentleman  here  who  cannot  put  up 
with  a  disturbance.  Maignan,"  I  con- 
tinued, *'  see  the  man,  and  tell  him  that 
the  inn  is  not  his  private  house,  and  that 
he  must  groan  more  softly,  but  do  not 
mention  my  name.  And  let  him  have 
his  brine  bath,  or  there  will  be  no  peace 
for  anyone." 

Maignan  and  La  Trape,  who  knew  me, 
and  had  counted  on  a  very  different  order, 
stared  at  me,  wondering  at  my  easiness 
and  complaisance,  for  there  is  a  species 
of  tyranny,  unassociated  with  rank,  that 
even  the  coarsest  view  with  indignation. 
But  the  woman's  statement,  which,  despite 
its  wildness  and  her  excitement,  I  saw  no 
reason  to  doubt,  had  suggested  to  me  a 
scheme  of  punishment  more  refined,  and 
which  might,  at  one  and  the  same  time, 
be  of  profit  to  the  King's  treasury  and  a 
lesson  to  Gringuet.  To  carry  it  through 
I  had  to  submit  to  some  inconvenience, 
and  particularly  to  a  night  passed  under 
the  same  roof  with  the  rogue  ;  but  as  the 
news  that  a  traveller  of  consequence  was 
come  had  the  effect,  aided  by  a  few  sharp 
words  from  Maignan,  of  lowering  his  tone, 
and  forcing  him  to  keep  within  bounds,  I 
was  able  to  endure  this  and  overlook  the 
occasional  outbursts  of  spleen  which  his 
disease  and  pampered  temper  still  drew 
from  him. 

His  two  men,  who  had  been  absent  on 
an  errand  at  the  time  of  my  arrival, 
presently  returned,  and  were  doubtless 
surprised   to   find   a   second   company  in 
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possession.  They  tried  my  attendants 
with  a  number  of  questions,  but  without 
success;  while  I,  by  listening  while  I  had 
my  supper,  learned  more  of  their  master's 
habits  and  intentions  than  they  supposed. 
They  suspected  nothing,  and  at  daybreak 
we  left  them  ;  and,  the  water  having  duly 
fallen  in  the  night,  we  crossed  the  river 
without  mishap,  and  for  a  league  pursued 
our  proper  road.  Then  1  halted,  and 
dispatching  the  two  grooms  to  Iloudan 
with  a  letter  for  my  wife,  I  took,  myself, 
the  road  to  Le  Mesnil,  which  lies  about 
three  leagues  to  the  west. 

At  a  little  inn,  a  league  short  of  Le 
Mesnil,  I  stoj)pe(l,  and  instructing  my  two 
attendants  in  the  j)arts  tliey  were  to  play, 
prepared,  with  tlu:  help  of  tlie  seals,  which 
never  left  Maignan's  custody,  the  papers 
neces.sary  to  enable  me  to  enact  tlut  role 
of  Gringuet's  deputy.  Though  I  had  been 
two  or  three  times  tr)  Villebon,  I  had  never 
been  within  two  leagues  of  Le  Mesnil,  and 
had  no  reasrm  to  suppose  that  1  should  be 
recognised  ;  but  to  lessen  the  probability 
of  this  1  put  on  a  plain  suit  belonging  to 
Maignan,  with  a  black-hilted  sword,  and 
no  ornamc^nts.  I  furthermore  waited  to 
enter  the  town  until  evening,  so  that  my 
presence,  being  reported,  might  be  taken 
for  granted  before  I  was  seen. 

In  a  larg(,'r  j>Iace  my  scheme  must  have 
miscarriecl,  but  in  this  little  town  on  the 
hill,  looking  over  the  plain  of  vineyards 
and  cornfields,  with  inn,  market  -  house, 
and  church  in  the  square,  and  on  the 
fourth  side  the  oj)en  battlements,  whence 
the  towers  of  Chartres  could  be  seen  on  a 
clear  day,  1  looked  to  have  to  do  only 
with  small  men,  and  saw  no  reason  why 
it  should  fail. 

Accordingly,  riding  up  to  the. inn  about 
sUnset,  I  called,  with  an  air,  for  the  land- 
lord. There  were  half-a-dozen  loungers 
seated  in  a  row  on  a  bench  before  the 
door,  and  one  of  these  went  in  to  fetch 
him.  When  the  host  came  out,  with  his 
apron  twisted  round  his  waist,  I  asked  him 
if  he  had  a  room. 

**  Yes,"  he  said,  shading  his  eyes  to 
look  at  mc,  **  I  have." 

**  Very  well,"  I  answered  pompously, 
considering  that  I  had  just  such  an 
audience  as  I  desired — by  which  I  mean 
one  that,  without  being  too  critical,  would 
spread  the  news.  **  I  am  M.  Gringuet's 
deputy,  and  I  am  here  with  authority  to 
collect  and  remit,  receive  and  give  receipts 
for,  his  Majesty's  taxes,  tolls,  and  dues, 
now  or  to  be  due  and  owing.  Therefore, 
my  friend,  I  will  trouble  you  to  show  me 
to  my  room." 


I  thought  that  this  announcement  would 
impress  him  as  much  as  I  desired  ;  but,  to 
my  surprise,  he  only  stared  at  me.  "Eh!" 
he  exclaimed  at  last  in  a  faltering  tone, 
*'  M.  Gringuet's  deputy  ?  " 

**  Yes,"  I  said,  dismounting  somewhat 
impatiently ;  "he  is  ill  ^\'ith  the  gout  and 
cannot  come." 

"  And  you — are  his  deputy .-" " 

"  I  have  said  so." 

Still  he  did  not  move  to  do  my  bidding, 
but  continued  to  rub  his  bald  head  and 
stare  at  me  as  if  I  fascinated  him.  "Well, 
I  am — I  mean — I  think  we  are  full,"  he 
stammered  at  last,  with  his  eyes  like 
saucers. 

1  replii'd,  with  some  impatience,  that  he 
had  just  said  that  he  had  a  room,  adding 
that  if  I  was  not  in  it  and  comfortably 
settled  before  five  minutes  were  up  I  would 
know  the  reason.  1  thought  that  this 
wcjuki  settle  the  matter,  whatever  maggot 
had  got  into  the  man's  head ;  and,  in  a 
way,  it  did  so,  for  he  begged  my  pardon 
hastilv,  and  made  wav  for  me  to  enter, 
calling  at  the  same  time  to  a  lad  who 
was  standins:  bv  to  attend  to  the  horses. 
But  when  we  were  inside  the  door,  instead 
of  showing  me  through  the  kitchen  to  my 
room,  he  muttered  something  and  hurried 
away,  leaving  me  to  wonder  what  was 
amiss  with  him,  and  why  the  loungers 
outside,  who  had  listened  with  all  their 
ears  to  our  conversation,  had  come  in 
after  us  as  far  as  they  dared,  and  were 
regarding  us  with  an  odd  mixture  of 
suspicion  and  amusement. 

The  landlord  remained  long  away,  and 
seemed,  from  sounds  that  came  to  my 
ears,  to  be  talking  with  someone  in  a 
distant  room.  At  length,  however,  he 
returned,  bearing  a  candle  and  followed 
by  a  serving-man.  I  asked  him  roughly 
why  he  had  been  so  long,  and  began  to 
rate  him  ;  but  he  took  the  words  out  of 
my  mouth  by  his  humility,  and  going 
before  me  through  the  kitchen — where 
his  wife  and  two  or  three  maids,  who  were 
about  the  fire,  stopped  to  look  at  us,  with 
the  basting  -  spoons  in  their  hands — ^he 
opened  a  door  which  led  again  into  the 
outer  air. 

**  It  is  across  the  yard,"  he  said  apolo- 
getically, as  he  went  before,  and  opening 
a  second  door,  stood  aside  for  us  to  enter. 
"  But  it  is  a  good  room,  and,  if  you 
please,  a  fire  shall  be  lighted.  The 
shutters  are  closed,"  he  continued,  as  we 
passed  him,  Maignan  and  La  Trape  carry- 
ing my  baggage,  "but  they  shall  be 
opened.  Hallo  !  Pierre !  Pierre,  there  1 
Open  these  shut — 
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On  the  word  his  voice  rose — and  broke ; 
and  in  a  moment  the  door,  through  which 
we  had  all  passed  unsuspectingly,  fell  to 
with  a  crash  behind  us.  Before  we  could 
move  we  heard  the  bars  drop  across  it. 
A  little  before,  La  Trape  had  taken  a 
candle  from  someone's  hand  to  light  me 
the  better ;  and  therefore  we  were  not  in 
darkness.  But  the  light  this  gave  only 
served  to  impress  on  us  what  the  falling 
bars  and  the  rising  sound  of  voices  out- 
side had  already  told  us — that  we  were  out- 
witted !     We  were  prisoners. 

The  room  in  which  we  stood,  looking 
foolishly  at  one  another,  was  a  great  barn- 
like  chamber,  with  small  windows  high  in 
the  unplastered  walls.  A  long  board  set 
on  trestles,  and  two  or  three  stools  placed 
round  it — on  the  occasion,  perhaps,  of 
some  recent  festivity — had  for  a  moment 
deceived  us,  and  played  the  landlord's 
game. 

In  the  first  shock  of  the  discovery,  hear- 
ing the  bars  drop  home,  we  stood  ga])ing, 
and  wondering  what  it  meant.  Then 
Maignan,  with  an  oath,  sprang  to  the  door 
and  tried  it — fruitlessly. 

I  joined  him  more  at  my  leisure,  and 
raising  my  voice,  asked  angrily  what  this 
folly  meant.  **  Open  the  door  there  !  Do 
you  hear,  landlord  .'^ "  I  cried. 

No  one  moved,  though  Maignan  con- 
tinued to  rattle  the  door  furiously. 

**  Do  you  hear  }  "  I  repeated,  between 
anger  and  amazement  at  the  fix  in  which 
we  had  placed  ourselves.     "  Open  !  " 

But  although  the  murmur  of  voices 
outside  the  door  grew  louder,  no  one 
answered,  and  I  had  time  to  take  in  the 
full  absurdity  of  the  position ;  to  measure 
the  height  of  the  windows  with  my  eye  and 
plumb  the  dark  shadows  under  the  rafters, 
where  the  feebler  rays  of  our  candle  lost 
themselves ;  to  appreciate,  in  a  word,  the 
extent  of  our  predicament.  Maignan  was 
furious,  La  Trape  vicious,  while  my  own 
equanimity  scarcely  supported  me  against 
the  thought  that  we  should  probably  be 
where  we  were  until  the  arrival  of  my 
people,  whom  I  had  directed  my  wife  to 
send  to  Le  Mesnil  at  noon  next  day. 
Their  coming  would  free  us,  indeed,  but  at 
the  cost  of  ridicule  and  laughter.  Never 
was  man  worse  placed. 

Wincing  at  the  thought,  I  bade  Maignan 
be  silent;  and,  drumming  on  the  door 
myself,  I  called  for  the  landlord.  Some- 
one  who  had  been  giving  directions  in  a 
tone  of  great  consequence  ceased  speaking, 
and  came  close  to  the  door.  After  listen- 
ing a  moment,  he  struck  it  with  his  hand. 

•*  Silence,  rogues !  "  he  cried.    **  Do  you 


hear.'^  Silence  there,  unless  you  want 
your  ears  nailed  to  the  post." 

•*  Fool ! "  I  answered.  **  Open  the  door 
instantly!  Are  you  all  mad  here,  that 
you  shut  up  the  King's  servants  in  this 
way  }  " 

**  The  King's  servants  !  "  he  cried, 
jeering  at  us.     **  Where  are  they  }  " 

"  Here  !  "  I  answered,  swallowing  my 
rage  as  well  as  I  might.  "  I  am  M. 
Gringuet's  deputy,  and  if  you  do  not  this 
instant " 

**  M,  Gringuet's  deputy  !  Ho  !  ho !  " 
he  said.  '*  Why,  you  fool,  M.  Gringuet's 
deputy  arrived  two  hours  before  you.  You 
must  get  up  a  little  earlier  another  time. 
They  are  poor  tricksters  who  are  too  late  for 
the  fair.  And  now  be  silent,  and  it  may 
save  you  a  stripe  or  two  to-morrow." 

There  are  situations  in  which  even  the 
greatest  find  it  hard  to  maintain  their 
dignity,  and  this  was  one.  I  looked  at 
Maignan  and  La  Trape  and  they  at  me, 
and  by  the  light  of  the  lanthom  which  the 
latter  held  I  saw  that  they  were  smiling, 
doubtless  at  the  dilemma  in  which  we  had 
innocently  placed  ourselves.  But  I  found 
nothing  to  laugh  at  in  the  position,  since 
the  people  outside  might  at  any  moment 
leave  us  where  we  were  to  fast  until 
morning  ;  and,  after  a  moment's  reflection, 
I  called  out  to  know  who  the  speaker  on 
the  other  side  was. 

*'  J  am  M.  de  Fonvelle,"  he  answered 

**  Well,  M.  de  Fonvelle,"  I  replied,  "  I 
advise  you  to  have  a  care  what  you  do.  I 
am  M.  Gringuet's  deputy.  The  other  man 
is  an  impostor." 

He  laughed. 

**  He  has  no  papers,"  I  cried. 

**  Oh,  yes,  he  has  !  "  he  answered,  mock- 
ing me.  **  M.  Curtin  has  seen  them,  my 
fine  fellow,  and  he  is  not  one  to  pay  money 
without  warrant." 

At  this  several  laughed,  and  a  quavering 
voice  chimed  in  with  :  **  Oh,  yes,  he  has 
papers.  I  have  seen  them.  Still,  in  a 
case " 

**  There  !  "  M.  Fonvelle  cried,  drowning 
the  other's  words.  **  Now  are  you  satis- 
fied— you  in  there  ?  " 

But  M.  Curtin  had  not  done.  **  He  has 
papers,"  he  piped  again  in  his  thin  voice. 
**  Still,  M.  de  Fonvelle,  it  is  well  to  be 
cautious,  and " 

••  Tut,  tut  1  it  is  all  right." 

**  He  has  papers,  but  he  has  no 
authority !  "  I  shouted. 

**  He  has  seals,"  Fonvelle  answered. 
•*  It  is  all  right." 

"  It  is  all  wrong ! "  I  retorted.  **  Wrong, 
I  say !     Go  to  your  man,  and  you  will  find 
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him  gone — p^onc  with  your  monoy,  ^I. 
C'urtin." 

Two  or  three  laughed,  but  I  heard  the 
sound  of  ffct  hurr}'ing  away,  and  I  guessed 
that  Curtin  had  retired  to  satisfy  himself. 
Nevertheless,  the  moment  which  followed 
was  an  anxious  one,  since,  if  ray  random 
shot  missed,  I  knew  that  I  should  find 
mysi^lf  in  a  worse  position  than  before, 
i^ut  judging — from  the  fact  that  the  deputy 
had  not  confronted  us  himself — that  he 
was  an  imj)ostor,  to  wliom  ( jringuet*s  illness 
had  suggested  the  scheme  on  which  I  had 
myself  hit,  I  ho])ed  for  the  best;  and,  to 
.  be  sure,  in  a  moment  an  outcry  arose  in 
the  house  and  (juickly  spread.  Of  those 
at  the  door  some  cried  to  their  fellows  to 
hearken,  while  others  hastened  off  to  see. 
Yet  still  a  little  time  elapsed,  during 
which  I  burned  with  imj)atience ;  and  then 
the  crowd  came  trampling  back,  all 
wrangling  and  speaking  at  once. 

At  the  door  the  chattering  ceased,  and, 
a  hand  being  laid  on  the  bar,  in  a  moment 
the  door  was  thrown  open,  and  1  walked 
out  with  what  dignity  1  might.  Outside, 
the  scenes  which  met  my  eyes  might  have 
been  under  other  circumstances  diverting. 
Before  me  stood  the  landlord  of  the  inn, 
bowing  with  a  light  in  each  hand,  as  if  the 
more  he  bent  his  backbone  the  more  he 
must  propitiate  me  ;  while  a  fat  middle- 
aged  man  at  his  elbow,  whom  1  took  to  be 
Fonvclle,  smiled  feebly  at  me  with  a  cha])- 
fallen  expression.  A  little  aside,  C'urtin. 
a  shrivelled  old  fellow,  was  wringing  his 
hands  over  his  loss ;  and  behind  and 
round  these,  pee])ing  over  their  shoulders 
and  staring  under  tlieir  arms,  clustered  a 
curious  crowd  of  busybodies,  who,  between 
amusement  at  the  joke  and  awe  of  the 
great  men,  had  much  ado  to  control  their 
miTriment. 

Thi'  host  began  to  mutter  apologies,  but 
I  cut  him  short.  *'  I  will  talk  to  you  to- 
morrow ! "  I  said  in  a  voice  which  made 
him  shake  in  his  shoes.  "  Now  give  me 
supper,  lights,  and  a  room — and  hurry  ! 
For  you,  M.  Fonvelle,  you  are  an  ass! 
And  for  the  gentleman  there  who  has 
iilled  the  rogue's  purse,  lie  will  do 
well  another  time  to  pav  the  King  his 
dues ! " 

With  that  I  left  the  two  —  Fonvelle 
purple  with  indignation,  and  Curtin  with 
eyes  and  mouth  agape  and  tears  stayed — 
and  followed  my  host  to  his  best  room, 
Maignan  and  La  Trapc  attending  me  with 
very  grim  faces.  Here  the  landlord  would 
have  repeated  his  apologies,  but  my 
thoughts  beginning  to  revert  to  the  purpose 
which  had  brought  me  hither,  I  affected  to 


be  offended,  that,  by  keeping  all  at  a 
distance,  I  might  the  more  easily  preser\'e 
my  character. 

I  succeeded  so  well  that  though  half 
the  town,  through  which  the  news  of  my 
adventure  had  spread  as  fire  spreads  in 
tinder,  were  assembled  outside  the  inn 
until  a  late  hour,  no  one  was  admitted  to 
see  me  ;  and  when  I  made  my  appearance 
next  morning  in  the  market-place,  and 
took  my  seat,  with  my  two  attendants,  at  a 
table  by  the  corn -measures,  this  reser\'e 
had  so  far  impressed  the  peoi)le  that  the 
smiles  which  greeted  me  scarcely  exceeded 
those  which  commonly  welcome  a  tax- 
collector.  Some  had  paid,  and,  foreseeing 
the  necessity  of  paying  again,  found  little 
that  was  diverting  in  the  jest.  Others 
thought  it  no  laughing  matter  to  pay  once, 
and  a  few  had  come  as  ill  out  of  the  adven- 
ture as  I  had.  Under  these  circumstances, 
we  quickly  settled  to  work,  no  one  enter- 
taining the  slightest  suspicion ;  and  La 
IVape,  who  could  accommodate  himself  to 
anything,  playing  the  part  of  clerk,  I  was 
presently  receiving  money  and  hearing 
excuses  ;  the  minute  acquaintance  of  the 
routine  of  the  finances  which  I  had  made 
it  my  business  to  acquire  rendering  the 
work  easy  to  me. 

We  had  not  been  long  engaged,  how- 
ever, when  Fonvelle  put  in  an  appearance, 
and,  elbowing  the  peasants  aside,  begged 
to  speak  with  me  apart.  I  rose  and 
stepped  back  with  him  two  or  three  paces, 
on  which  he  winked  at  me  in  a  very 
knowing  fashion.  **  I  am  M.  de  Fonvelle, 
he  said.     And  he  winked  again. 

"  Ah  !  "  I  said. 

*'  My  name  is  not  in  your  list." 

*'  I  find  it  there,"  I  replied,  raising  a 
hand  to  mv  ear. 

"Tut,  tut!  you  do  not  understand,"  he 
muttered.    "  Has  not  Gringuet  told  you  ?  " 

*'  What  }  "  I  said,  pretending  to  be  a 
little  deaf. 

**  Has  not " 

I  shook  my  head. 

**  Has  not  Gringuet  told  you?"  he 
repeated,  reddening  with  anger,  and  this 
time  speaking,  on  compulsion,  so  loudly 
that  the  peasants  could  hear  him. 

I  answered  him  in  the  same  tone. 
'*  Yes,"  I  .said  roundly  ;  "  he  has  told 
me,  of  course,  that  every  year  you  give 
him  two  hundred  livres  to  omit  your 
name." 

He  glanced  behind  him  with  an  oath. 
**  Man,  are  you  mad  .'*"  he  gasped,  his  jaw 
falling.     *'  They  will  hear  you." 

**  Yes,"  I  said  loudly,  "  I  mean  them  to 
hear  me." 
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I  do  not  know  what  he  thought  of  this — 
perhaps  that  I  was  mad — but  he  staggered 
back  from  me  and  looked  wildly  round. 
Finding  everyone  laughing,  he  looked 
again  at  me,  but  still  failed  to  understand ; 
on  which,  with  another  oath,  he  turned 
on  his  heel,  and  forcing  his  way  through 
the  grinning  crowd,  was  out  of  sight  in  a 
moment. 

I  was  about  to  return  to  my  seat,  when 
a  pursy,  pale-faced  man,  with  small  eyes 
and  a  heavy  jowl,  whom  I  had  before 
noticed,  pushed  his  way  through  the  line, 
and  came  to  me.  Though  his  neighbours 
were  all  laughing,  he  was  sober,  and  in  a 
moment  I  understood  why. 

**  I  am  very  deaf,"  he  said  in  a  whisper. 
**  Mv  name,  ^lonsieur,  is  Philippon.  1  am 
a^— " 

I  made  a  sign  to  him  that  1  could  not 
hear. 

**  I  am  the  silk-merchant,"  he  continued 
pretty  audibly,  but  with  a  suspicious  glance 
behind  him.     **  Probablv  vou  have " 

Again  I  signed  to  him  tliat  I  could  not 
hear. 

**  You  have  heard  of  me  ?  " 

"From  M.  Gringuet.''"  I  said  very 
loudly. 

**  Yes,"  he  answered  in  a  similar  tone, 
for,  aware  that  deaf  persons  cannot  hear 
their  own  voices,  and  are  seldom  able  to 
judge  how  loudly  they  are  speaking,  I  had 
led  him  to  this.  "  And  I  suppose  that 
you  will  do  as  he  did  .''  " 

**  How  ?  "  I  asked.     "  In  what  wav  ?  " 

He  touched  his  pocket  with  a  stealthy 
gesture,  unseen  by  the  people  behind  him. 

Again  I  made  a  sign  as  if  I  could  not 
hear. 

"  Take  the  usual  little  gift  ?  "  he  said, 
finding  himself  compelled  to  speak. 

**  I  cannot  hear  a  word,"  I  bellowed. 
By  this  time  the  crowd  were  shaking  with 
laughter.  Jt^ 

**  Accept  the  usual  gift  ? "  he  said,  his 
fat,  pale  face  perspiring,  and  his  little  pig*s 
eyes  regarding  me  balefully. 

**  And  let  you  pay  one  quarter .'' "  I  said. 

**  Yes,"  he  answered. 

But  this,  and  the  simplicity  with  which 
he  said  it,  drew  so  loud  a  roar  of  laughter 
from  the  crowd  as  penetrated  even  to  his 
dulled  senses.  Turning  abruptly,  as  if  a 
bee  had  stung  him,  he  found  the  place 
convulsed  with  merriment ;  and  perceiving 
in  an  instant  that  I  had  played  upon  him, 
though  he  could  not  understand  how  or 
why,  he  glared  about  him  a  moment, 
muttered  something  which  I  could  not 
catch,  and  staggered  away  with  the  gait  of 
a  drunken  man. 


After  this  it  was  useless  to  suppose  that 
I  could  amuse  myself  with  others.  The 
crowd,  which  had  never  dreamed  of  such 
a  tax-collector,  and  could  scarcely  believe 
either  eyes  or  ears,  hesitated  to  come 
forward  even  to  pay ;  and  I  was  consider- 
ing what  I  should  do  next,  when  a  com- 
motion in  one  comer  of  the  square  drew 
my  eyes  to  that  quarter.  I  looked  and 
saw  at  first  only  Curtin.  Then,  the  crowd 
dividing  and  making  way  for  him,  I  per- 
ceived that  he  had  the  real  Gringuet  with 
him — Gringuet,  who  rode  through  the 
market  with  an  air  of  grim  majesty,  with 
one  foot  in  a  huge  slipper  and  eyes  glaring 
with  ill-temper. 

Doubtless  Curtin,  going  to  him  on  the 
chance  of  hearing  something  of  the  rogue 
who  had  cheated  him,  had  apprised  the 
tax-collector  of  the  whole  matter ;  for  on 
seeing  me  in  my  chair  of  state,  he  merely 
grinned  in  a  vicious  way,  and  cried  to  the 
nearest  not  to  let  me  escape.  **  We  have 
lost  one  rogue,  but  we  will  hang  the 
other,"  he  said.  And  while  the  townsfolk 
stood  dumbfounded  round  us,  he  slipped 
with  a  groan  from  his  horse,  and  bade  his 
two  servants  seize  me. 

**  And  do  you,"  he  called  to  the  host»- 
**  see  that  you  help,  my  man  !  You  have 
harboured  him,  and  you  shall  i>ay  for  it  if 
he  escapes." 

With  that  he  hopped  a  step  nearer;  and 
then,  not  dreaming  of  resistance,  sank 
with  another  groan  —  for  his  foot  was 
immensely  swollen  by  the  journey — into 
the  chair  from  which  I  had  risen. 

A  glance  showed  me  that,  if  1  would 
not  be  drawn  into  an  unseemly  brawl,  I 
must  act ;  and  meeting  Maignan's  eager 
eye  fixed  upon  my  face,  I  nodded.  In  a 
second  he  seized  the  unsuspecting  Grin- 
guet by  the  neck,  snatched  him  up  from 
the  chair,  and  flung  him  half-a-dozen  paces 
away.  **  Lie  there,"  he  cried,  "you  inso- 
lent rascal !  Who  told  you  to  sit  before 
your  betters  ?  " 

The  violence  of  the  action  and  Maig- 

nan's   heat   were   such   that    the   nearest 

drew  back  affrighted  ;  and  even  Gringuet's 

^servents  recoiled,  while  the  market  people 

^gasi)ed  with  astonishment.     But  1  knew 

'  that  the  respite  would  last  a  moment  only, 

and  1  stood  for^vard.      **  Arrest  that  man," 

I  said,  pointing  to  the  collector,  who  was 

grovelling  on  the  ground,  nursing  his  foot 

and  shrieking  foul  threats  at  us. 

In  a  second  my  two  men  stood  over  him. 
**  In  the  King's  name,"  I^  Trape  cried ; 
"  let  no  man  interfere." 

"  Raise  him  up,"  I  continued,  **  and  set 
him  before  me ;    and   Curtin  also,    and 
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Fonvellc,  and  Philippon,  and  Lescaut,  the 
corn-dealer,  if  he  is  here." 

I  spoke  boldly,  but  I  felt  some  mis- 
giving. So  mighty,  however,  is  the  habit 
of  command,  that  the  crowd,  far  from 
resisting,  thrust  forward  the  men  I  named. 
Still,  I  could  not  count  on  this  obedience, 
and  it  was  with  pleasure  that  1  saw  at  this 
moment,  as  I  looked  over  the  heads  of  the 


me  the  truth.  How  much  does  each  of 
these  knaves  give  you  to  cheat  the  King 
and  your  master?  Curtin  first.  How 
much  does  he  give  you  ?" 

"  My  Lord,"  he  ansu'ered,  pale  and 
shaking,  yet  with  a  mutinous  gleam  in  his 
eyes,  "  I  have  a  right  to  know  first  before 
whom  I  stand." 

"Enough,"   I   thundered,   "that    it    is 


crowd,  a  body  of  horsemen  entering  the 
square.  They  halted  an  instant,  looking 
at  the  unusual  concourse  ;  while  the  towns- 
folk, interrupted  in  the  middle  of  the 
drama,  knew  not  which  way  to  stare. 
Then  Boisrucil,  seeing  me,  and  that  1  was 
holding  some  sort  of  court,  spurred  his 
horse  through  the  press,  and  saluted  mc. 

"  Let  half-a-dozen  of  j'our  varlets  dis- 
mount and  guard  these  men,"  I  said : 
"and  do  you,  you  rogue,"  I  continued, 
addressing  Gringuet,  "  answer  me,  and  tell 


before  one  who  has  the  right  to  question 
you  !  Answer  me,  villain,  and  be  quick. 
What  is  the  sum  of  Curtin's  bribe  ?  " 

He  stood  while  and  mule. 

"  Fonvelle's  ?" 

Still  he  stood  silent,  glaring  with  the 
devil  in  his  eyes;  while  the  other  men 
whimpered  and  protested  their  innocence, 
and  the  crowd  stared  as  if  they  could  never 
see  enough. 

"  Philippon's  f  " 

■'  I  take  no  bribes,"  he  muttered. 


376 


FROM  THE   MEMOIRS   OF  A   MINISTER  OF   FR.WCE. 


**  I^scaut's  ?" 

**  Not  a  denier." 

*'Liar!"  I  exclaimed.  **  Liar  I  who 
devour  widows*  houses  and  poor  men's 
corn  ! — who  grind  the  weak  and  say  it  is 
the  King ;  and  let  the  rich  go  free. 
Answer  me,  and  answer  the  truth.  How 
much  do  these  men  give  you  ? " 

*'  Nothing,"  he  said  defiantly. 

**  Very  well,"  I  answered  ;  **  then  I  will 
have  the  list.     It  is  in  your  shoe." 

**  I  have  no  list,"  he  said,  beginning  to 
tremble. 

**  It  is  in  your  shoe,"  I  repeated,  point- 
ing to  his  gouty  foc^t,  *'  Maignan,  off  with 
his  shoe,  and  look  in  it." 

Disregarding  his  shrieks  of  pain,  tht-y  tore 
it  off  and  looked  in  it.     There  was  ik;  list. 

"  Off  with  his  stocking,"  I  said  roundlv. 
*'  It  is  there." 

He  flung  himself  down  at  that,  cursing 
and  protesting  by  turns.  But  1  remem- 
berecl  the  trampk'd  corn  and  the  girl's 
bleeding  face,  and  1  was  inexorable.  The 
stocking  was  drawn  off,  not  too  tenderly, 
and  turned  insi(h!  out.  Still  no  list  was 
found. 

*' lie  has  it,"  I  persisted.  **We  have 
tri(;(l  the  shoe  and  we  have  tried  the 
stocking,  now  we  must  try  the  foot.  Fi^tch 
a  stirrup-leather,  and  do  you  hold  him, 
and  let  one  of  the  grooms  give  him  a 
dozen  on  that  foot." 

But  at  that  he  gave  way  ;  he  flung  him- 
self on  his  knees,  screaming  for  mercv. 

"The  list!"  I  said. 

*'  I  havL-  no  list !  I  have  none !  "  he 
wailed. 

*'  Then  give  it  me  out  of  your  head. 
Curtin,  how  much  f  " 

He  glanced  at  the  man  1  named  and 
shivered,  and  for  a  moment  was  silent,  l^ut 
one  oi'  the   grocMns  apprcjaching  with  the 


stirrup-leather,  he  found  his  voice.  "  Forty 
crowns,"  he  muttered. 

**  Fonvclle .-"" 

"The  same." 

I  made  him  confess  also  the  sums  which 
he  had  received  from  Lescaut  and  Philip- 
pon,  and  then  the  names  of  seven  others 
who  had  been  in  the  habit  of  bribing  him. 
Satisfied  that  he  had  so  far  told  the  truth, 
I  bade  him  put  on  his  stocking  and  shoe. 
'*  And  n<jw,"  I  said  to  Boisrueil  when  this 
was  done,  **  take  him  to  the  whipping- 
post there,  and  tie  him  up  ;  and  see  that 
each  man  of  the  eleven  gives  him  a  stripe 
for  every  crown  with  which  he  has  bribed 
him — and  good  ones,  or  I  will  have  them 
tied  up  in  his  place.  Do  you  hear,  you 
rascals?"  I  continued  to  the  trembling 
culprits.  **  Oflf,  and  do  your  duty,  or  I 
will  have  your  backs  bare  !  " 

But  the  wretch,  as  cowardly  as  he  had 
been  cruel,  flung  himself  down  and 
crawled,  sobbing  antl  crying,  to  my  feet. 
I  had  no  mercy,  however.  **  Take  him 
away,"  I  said.  '*  It  is  such  men  as  these 
give  kings  a  bad  name.  Take  him  away, 
and  see  vou  flav  him  well." 

He  sprang  up  then,  forgetting  his 
gout,  and  made  a  frantic  attempt  to 
escape.  But  in  a  moment  he  was  over- 
come, hauled  away,  and  tied  up ;  and 
though  I  did  not  wait  to  see  the  sentence 
carried  out,  but  entered  the  inn,  the 
shrill  screams  he  uttered  under  the  punish- 
ment reached  me  even  there,  and  satisfied 
me  that  Fonvelle  and  his  followers  were 
not  holding  their  hands. 

It  is  a  sad  reflection,  however,  that  for 
one  such  sinner  brought  to  justice  ten 
who  commit  the  same  crimes  g(3  free. 
and  flourishing  on  iniquity,  bring  the 
King  s  service  and  his  oflTicers  into  evil 
repute. 
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E  stroked  the  head  of  his  dog,  and 
said  good  -  humouredly  to  a  child 
wno  stood  by,  **  Would  you  like  to  hear 
Oscar  sing  ?  '* 

"Oh,  please!"  cried  the  little  girl, 
round-eyed  with  delight. 

**  Now,  old  boy,  you  \'c  got  to  sing  us 
a  song !  " 

In  a  sweet  tenor  voice,  bearing  but 
little  trace  of  age,  the?  Reverend  Charles 
Biddulph  hummed  a  few  bars  of  **  Auld 
Lang  Syne." 

Curly  black  Oscar  pricked  up  his  ears, 
opened  his  wide  jaws,  caught  the  right 
note,  and  raised  a  plaintive  howl,  to  the 
unbounded  joy  of  the  child. 

'*  What  a  concert !  "  said  another  person 
at  the  front  door.  And  a  tall  young  man 
came  through  the  house  into  the  light 
which  shone  from  the  vicarage  kitchen, 
towards  the  group  there,  blinking  his  eyes 
and  laughing. 

**  Why,  Algy  !     You  are  a  late  visitor  !  " 

"  I  know.  And  I  \e  come  to  supper 
with  you  instead  of  eating  a  solitary  dinner 
at  home.  Let  \s  have  one  of  your  excellent 
broiled  bones,  Mrs.  Morris." 

The  new  visitor  had  a  very  pleasant  and 
courteous  manner.  The  cook  smiled  at 
him  and  curtsied. 

**  Thank  you,  my  lord  ;  I  Ml  see  what  I 
can  do." 

*' Good-night,  Kitty,"  said  the  clergy- 
man to  the  child. 

**  Good  -  night,  Sir  ;  good-night,  your 
lordship."  She  gave  a  little  dip  and 
turned  to  leave  the  kitchen. 

The' young  man  who  had  just  arrived 
laid  his  hand  on  the  small  girl's  shoulder. 
**  Here  's  half-a-crown,  Kittv,  to  buv  a  doll 
with."  Lord  Kynoch  was  evidently  in  a 
very  good  temper. 

**  Now,  Algy,"  said  the  Vicar,  as  they 
went  towards  the  front  room,  "  I  suppose 
you  have  something  to  tell  me." 

**  How  the  dickens  do  you  guess  that  ?  " 

**  My  dear  boy,  from  your  manner.  You 
are  smiling  all  over  your  face.  Yes — and 
actually  blushing ! " 
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The  elder  man  threw  his  arm  round  the 
shoulders  of  the  younger. 

"  I  have  suspected  something  for  a  little 
while,"  he  said.  **  Ever  since  you  were  at 
Monte  Carlo,  in  fact." 

Lord  Kynoch  seated  himself  in  an  arm- 
chair in  the  study,  under  the  rays  of  the 
Vicar's  lamp.  Seen  in  the  bright  light  he 
was  less  prepossessing  than  he  had  appeared 
in  the  hall.  His  complexion  was  un- 
healthv,  with  a  certain  redness  round  his 
eves  and  nose  ;  his  fair  hair  was  thin  and 
lustreless  ;  his  hand  shook  a  good  deal  as 
he  adjusted  the  lamp  -  shade,  which  his 
elbow  had  displaced.  The  Vicar  looked 
at  him  for  one  moment  sharply  out  of  his 
dark  eyes.     Then  he  sighed. 

"You  are  not  looking  very  well  to- 
night, Algy." 

The  young  man  moved  restlessly  in  his 
chair. 

**  Oh,  it's  nothing.  I'm  rather  jumpy, 
that's  all.      I  sat  up  so  late  all  last  week." 

"  I  thought  so." 

'*  And  of  course  I  'm  excited  about  what 
I  've  to  tell  you.  You  see" — and  the  young 
man  rose  and  took  the  Vicar's  firm  hand  in 
his  own  trembling  one — '*  you  're  my  very 
best  and  truest  friend,  and  I  don't  know 
how  you'll  take  it." 

"  I  want  you  to  be  very  happy,  Alg)*." 

**  Well,  so  I  am.  I  know — although,  of 
course,  you  're  in  favour  of  a  celibate 
clergy  and  all  that — you  want  a  man  like 
mc  to  marrv.  And  that 's  what  I  'm  about 
to  do!" 

*'  I  am  rejoiced,"  said  the  Vicar.  *'Who 
is  she,  Algy  ?  " 

**Well,  that's  just  it,  you  know." 
Kynoch's  hand  now  shook  more  than 
ever.     **  My  relations — and  it's  just   like 

their   d d   interference  —  I    beg   your 

pardon  ;  I  mean  they  don't  seem  to  take 
any  interest  in  me  except  when  they  want 
to  annoy,     y^v  don't  approve  at  all." 

The  Vicar  looked  inquiringly  at  his 
friend. 

"  You  're  not  a  Pharisee  ;  you  're  not 
narrow,"  blurted  out  the  young  man.  **  So 
1  'II  tell  you  there  iccre  some  stories  about 

c  c  2 
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her  years  ago,  ami  she  's  older  than  iiic — a 
good  bit.  She  's  always  lived  abroad,  so 
really  it's  nobody's  business  hero  but 
mine." 

"I  don't  know  that  it  is:   but  I  did 


want  you,  Aljry.to  marry  someone  who — 
well — I  'm  not  going  to  preach.  You 
know  your  temptation,  and  you've  been 
giving  way  again,  1  see.  I  wanted  you  to 
marrv  someone  who  'd  hclo  vou." 
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"So  she  will,  because  I  care  for  her 
desperately." 

And  poor  Kynoch's  face  became  almost 
transfigured.  **  She 's  beautiful  and  clever, 
and  she  likes  me.  And  if  that's  not 
enough,  I  *d  like  to  know  what,  in  God's 
name,  is  ?  "      His  voice  shook  painfully. 

**  Have  you  known  her  long  ?  " 

**  Not  so  very.  Only  abroad.  She 's 
not  been  in  London  for  years  and  years. 
What  does  it  matter  whether  she 's  forty 
or  not,  if  she  looks  young  }  I  don't  care 
a  hang !  " 

He  hit  the  table  violently  with  his 
clenched  fist. 

"Come  in  to  supper,"  said  the  Vicar 
gently.  **  You  shall  tell  me  more 
presently." 

The  two  men  seated  themselves  at  a 
small  round  table.  Kynoch  looked  rather 
forlornly  round  the  room. 

"  I  say,  couldn't  you  let  me  have  a 
whisky-and-soda  ?  " 

"  I  'm  afraid  you  must  put  up  with  my 
light  claret  this  evening.  And  now,  what 
is  the  lady's  name  ?  You  are  a  sort 
of  son  to  me,  Algy,  you  know  ;  ever  since 
I  gave  you  lessons  all  those  years  ago, 
when  you  were  a  funny  little  chap  in  a 
kilt ;  and  so  she  must  be  a  daughter." 

"Thank  you;  upon  my  soul,  you  are 
a  good  friend.  Her  name  is  Madame 
de  Morel.     She's  a  widow." 

"  And  when  will  the  wedding  be  ?  " 

"  Well — she  's  not  sure  about  that — I 
suppose  because  she  thinks  my  relations 
don't  want  her.  She  won't  exactly  promise 
me,  you  know.  But  she  is  sure  to — I  hope 
quite  soon.  She 's  coming  here,  with  a 
connection  of  hers  as  chaperon,  on  a  visit 
next  week." 

At  eleven  o'clock  Lord  Kynoch  walked 
home  through  the  broad  park  towards  his 
house.  Arrived  there,  he  unlocked  a  case 
of  bottles,  drank  half  a  tumbler  of  whisky, 
and  went  to  sleep,  still  dressed,  in  a  large 
arm-chair. 


n.  • 


About  a  week  after  Kynoch's  visit,  the 
Vicar  was  returning  from  the  house  of  a 
parishioner,  now  lying  seriously  ill  in  a 
distant  farmstead.  Although  frosty,  the 
air  was  so  still  that  Mr.  Biddulph  did  not 
quicken  his  pace  as  the  evening  drew  on. 

A  round  scarlet  November  sun  peered 
at  him  with  a  face  that  seemed  half 
friendly,  half  mocking.  The  undulating 
fields,  and  a  shining  stream  visible  here 
and  there  as  it  crossed  them,  were  dashed 
with  crimson.     The  red  glare  caught,  too. 


an  edge  of  the  pyramidal  spire  of  the  small 
church,  of  Norman  date,  standing  some 
two  hundred  yards  away.  One  solitary 
and  giant  yew  waved  protecting  arms 
round  the  massive  tower,  rising  but  little 
above  the  roof.  Ivy  grew  luxuriantly  over 
the  deep-recessed  doorway.  The  evening 
light  became  momentarily  rosier  and  more 
glowing,  glorifying  the  grey  stones  and 
the  curves  of  the  outspreading  boughs. 
Mr.  Biddulph  watched  the  sunset,  as  he 
had  often  done  for  some  twenty  springs 
and  autumns — from  this  same  tranquil 
spot ;  when  the  roses  were  blooming  over 
the  silent  graves,  and  when  the  icicles 
hung  upon  the  mouldings  of  the  windows, 
and  the  birds  left  forlorn  and  tiny  footprints 
on  the  snow-covered  roof.  Oscar  came  and 
leant  his  head  against  his  master's  knee. 
Lost  in  thought  the  Vicar  stood ;  the 
panorama  in  front  of  his  eyes  growing 
sublimer  as  he  gazed.  Low  upon  the 
horizon  was  a  deep  flaming  gulf,  which 
might  have  been  the  waters  turned  into 
blood  by  the  prophet  of  old.  Higher 
spread  a  sea  of  tenderest  blue,  shading 
into  primrose,  with  a  boundary  of  swarthy 
clouds  that  to  the  Vicar's  poetical  fancy 
seemed  a  belt  of  perilous  cliffs.  And  right 
in  the  middle  of  the  melting  yellow  ocean 
shone  one  tiny  star,  like  a  solitary  beacon 
seeming  to  light  the  clouds  now  moving 
as  ships  across  the  trackless  expanse.  The 
red  glow  illumined  Mr.  Biddulph's  fine 
head  and  thoughtful  eyes.  It  was  the  face 
of  a  man  who  had  suffered  and  struggled, 
and  found  something  of  peace,  if  not 
exactly  joy  ;  a  type  oftener  seen  perhaps 
in  an  Italian  ascetic  than  in  an  Anglican 
clergyman.  Closely  cropped  iron  -  grey 
hair,  and  cheeks  very  much  sunken,  lent 
character  to  the  sensitive,  delicately  cut 
lips  and  dark  eyes  deeply  set. 

Just  below  the  hill  from  which  he  was 
gazing  was  a  hawthorn  tree,  with  bare 
brown  twigs  drooping  beneath  the  weight 
of  a  myriad  crimson  berries,  now  shining 
in  the  evening  light  like  clusters  of  coral. 
This  beautiful  tree  had  evidently  also 
attracted  the  admiration  of  a  lady  in  the 
road  below  the  slope  of  the  hill.  For  she 
stood  still,  looking  up  at  the  branches,  the 
sunset  lustre  turning  her  fair  hair  to 
dazzling  gold.  She  was  a  tall  woman, 
richly  dressed,  with  a  quantity  of  soft  grey 
fur  round  her  neck,  and  wearing  a  hat 
adorned  with  the  same  trimming. 

**  Ah  !  "  thought  the  Vicar.  "  That 
must  be  Madame  de  Morel.  Algy 
said  she  was  to  arrive  yesterday."  He 
observed  that  she  was  graceful  and  slender 
as    a    girl,    though    possibly    she    might 
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have  been  over  forty.  "  I  will  go  and 
introduce  myself  to  her,  as  I  am  a  sort  of 
£ather  and  guardian  to  her  future  husband. 
Yes,  I  certainly  think  I  may." 

He  strode  quickly  forward.  The  lady 
heard  his  step  ringing  on  the  frosty  road, 
and  turned  her  head. 

The  Vicar  stopped  suddenly  and  breathed 
hard,  moved  a  foot's  pace  onward,  and 
paused  again,  as  if  enfeebled. 

The  lady  grew  very  white  beneath  two 
patches  of  unchangeable  red  on  either 
cheek.  But  she  walked  straight  towards 
the  Vicar,  her  hands  outstretched. 

"  Oh,  my  God  1  Charles  I  " 

And  he  said,  drawing  near,  and  taking 
the  hands  in  his  own,  which  had  suddenly 
grown  icily  cold — 

"  Is  it  you — really  you  ?  " 

»     '  ♦  ♦  ♦ 

Mr.  Biddulph  and  Madame  de  Morel 
did  not  return  straight  to  the  village.  Near 
the  tree  with  its  load  of  berries  a  side  lane 
branched  off — a  solitary  way  where  deep 
ruts  were  frozen  into  hard  little  banks 
round  the  ice  patches.  The  red  was  dying 
away  in  the  western  sky :  the  church  now 
looked  a  mere  dark  silhouette  in  the  midst 
of  a  dun  landscape. 

The  woman  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"  I  wondered  what  had  become  of  you — 
whether  you  were  dead  or " 

**  I  only  wish  to  God  I  were  !  " 

The  lines  round  the  Vicar's  face 
had  become  profound  furrows,  and  his 
mouth  was  contorted  into  an  expression 
of  pain  and  unrest  strangely  foreign  to 
his  face  and  to  his  usually  devotional 
Tepose. 

**  Let  me  trj^  to  collect  my  thoughts  a 
little,  Adelaide,"  he  continued,  in  a  strange 
hoarse  voice.  **  After — after  you  went 
away — ah  I  do  you  remember  the  anni- 
versary was  last  week  ?  —  I  stayed  and 
worked  on  in  London  as  well  as  I  could. 
It  chanced  that  one  Sunday  a  lady  was  in 
my  church  who  had  had  a  ver}'  sad  and 
suffering  life.  Something  I  said  in  my 
sermon  came  home  to  her.  She  asked  to 
see  me  in  the  vestry,  and  confided  in  me. 
She  had  been  married  to  a  brutal  and 
drunken  husband,  and  there  were  other 
troubles.  She  told  me  that  she  was  now 
alone  with  her  little  boy,  and  that  the 
living  at  her  place  was  vacant.  She  made 
but  little  doubt  that  I  could  have  it,  if  I 
would  take  it,  for  she  knew  something 
about  the  work  we  had  organised  in 
London.  I  was  sick  at  heart  in  the  old 
place — ^in  the  house  where  you  and  I  had 
been,  Adelaide — worn  out,  disheartened, 
ill.    Briefly,  I  came  away,  here,  to  this 


quiet  village.  Lady  Kjmoch  always 
remained  a  very  true  and  good  friend  to 
me,  and  she  never  inquired  into  the  details 
of  my  past.  I  taught  her  boy  Algy,  and 
soon  began  to  love  him  as  my  own  child. 
Poor  fellow  I  he  has  made  a  sad  disaster  of 
his  life  in  some  ways,  but  I  cannot  think 
him  altogether  responsible.  Much  of  his 
temptation — ^you  know  what  this  is! — is 
doubtless  an  inherited  one.  He  has  such 
good  impulses,  and  in  spite  of  his  failings 
he  is  a  true  gentleman  at  heart.  What — 
what " — and  the  Vicar  turned  his  dark  eyes 
upon  his  companion — "is  to  become  of 
him,  as  well  as  of  you  and  me  ?  I  haven't 
been  able  yet  to  grasp  all  that  this  meeting 
means — the  present  agony  of  it,  the  future 
misery  and  despair  of  it." 

He  lowered  his  voice  and  his  face  was 
bent  upon  the  ground. 

Madame  de  Morel  gazed  furtively  at 
him,  at  the  noble  outlines  of  his  profile, 
the  tortured  expression  in  his  mouth. 
They  had  reached  the  end  of  the  lane, 
where  a  path  branched  across  the  fields 
towards  the  Hall. 

"  What  can  /  do  ? "  she  said  in  im- 
ploring and  forlorn  accents.  **  You  know 
I  began'  this  innocently.  It  seemed  a 
relaxation,  a  relief,  Charles.  Of  course,  I 
did  not  mean  to  let  it  go  far.  I  dare  say 
you  won't  believe  me  ?  " 

A  vision  of  poor  Kynoch's  transfigured 
face  as  he  had  told  the  Vicar  of  his  love 
flashed  across  the  latter's  mind. 

She  continued — **  I  suppose  you — ^you 
knew,  you  heard,  and  guessed  something 
of  what  my  life  has  been  —  what  it 
gradually  became  after  I  left  you?  But 
you  don't  know  all  the  wretchedness  and 
iniquity  of  it.  I  couldn't  tell  you — a 
clergyman,  a  man  whose  life  is  spent  in 
prayer  and  meditation  and  doing  good.  I 
grew  to  care  only  for  money  and  luxury 
and  the  lowest  side  of  things.  I  went  all 
over  the  world — no,  don't  wince ;  I  am  not 
going  to  say  much  more  to  hurt  you.  Then 
my  fate  brought  me  to  Monte  Carlo.  I 
met  Lord  Kynoch,  and  he  liked  me  in  a 
different  way,  somehow,  from  the  others. 
He  believed  in  me.  He  seemed  to  see  me 
as  I  was  when  I  was  a  girl,  before  I 
began  that  cursed  existence  away  from  you. 
He  offered  me  real  affection.  I  did  feel 
sometimes  that  I  had  no  right  to  accept 
it ;  but  then,  again,  I  knew  that  he  had 
been  wild,  that  he  still  drank,  and  I  thought 
I  could  be  of  more  use  to  him  than  a  woman 
who  had  seen  less  of  the  rough  side  of  life. 
So  I  could  not  bring  myself  to  dismiss  him. 
For  the  same  reason,  when  he  proposed  to 
me,  I  could  not  say  no  all  at  once ;  and. 
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having  passed  as  a  widow,  it  was  difficult 
to  explain  to  him  that  you  were  probably 
living.  So  I  allowed  things  to  drift  on. 
You  know  the  rest.  And  now — and 
now " 

Large  tears  gathered  in  her  eyes,  and 
fell  upon  the  grey  fur  round  her  neck. 

*•  I  don't  reproach  you,"  said  the  Vicar 
slowly. 

**  I  couldn't — I  couldn't  ask  you  to  take 
me  back  !  "  she  moaned.  Her  tears 
beean  to  choke  her.  **  Me — me  in  a  country 
vicarage  !  Me,  the  wife  of  a  clergyman 
like  you !  It  is  an  impossibility,  even  if 
you  wished  it." 

He  lifted  his  eyes,  shining  with  unshed 
tears.  He  was  thinking  of  her  as  she  had 
looked  twenty  years  ago,  when  her  head 
had  rested  on  his  shoulder,  and  her  arms 
had  been  flung  around  his  neck.  Now 
the  night  and  the  day,  the  dawn  and  the 
twilight,  the  stars  and  the  dim  lights 
twinkling  in  the  distant  village,  were  not 
farther  apart  than  they  two. 

At  last  he  took  her  shaking  hand  in  his. 
**  Adelaide,  my  poor  little  girl."  It  was 
the  old  kind  voice  that  she  had  not  heard 
since  she  was  young,  and  he  had  loved  her 
so  blindly.  "  I  don't  want  you  to  go  away 
fancying  that  I  have  one  hard  thought  of 
you.  Those  have  all  gone  long  ago. 
Ever)'  day  I  have  prayed  for  you,  my  wife, 
as  I  used  to  do  when  we  were  together, 
and  you  cared  just  a  little  for  me.  Whether 
you  were  living  or  dead  I  thought  my 
prayers  might  still,  perhaps,  not  be  all 
useless ;  but  I  don't  think  that  I  ever 
hoped  or  wished  to  see  you  face  to 
face  here — not  till  " — his  voice  sank  to  a 
whisper — "  our  hearts  have  been  purified 
by  this  suffering  and  our  bodies  gathered 
to  the  dust.  If  you  came  under  my  roof  it 
could  not  be  as  a  wife.  And  the  storv  of 
}X)ur  past  would  be  whispered  about  and  be 
ever  dogging  you  and  haunting  you.  I 
must  say  good-bye  to  you,  little  girl — till 
the  old  things  have  passed  away  and  we 
begin  a  new  existence  elsewhere  —  one 
quite  unlike  this  !  "  He  had  dropped, 
unconsciously,  into  his  former  way  of 
speaking  to  her — the  gentle  caressing 
accents  that  sounded  like  curious  echoes 
of  a  dead  past. 

**  Good-bye  !  "  she  said,  her  lips  quiver- 
ing.    Then  she  added  :  **  And  Algy  }  " 

**  He  must  not  know.  It  is  cruel  for 
him.     Poor  Algy  !  " 

**  I  will  say  I  have  thought  over  his  pro- 
posal of  marriage  again  and  the  unwisdom 
of  it — or,  better  still,  I  will  go  when  he  is 
out  shooting  to-morrow,  and  write  to  him 
from  London." 


The  Vicar  groaned.  It  was  torture  to 
him  to  think  of  Kynoch*s  pain. 

**  And  it  seemed  the  beginning  of  much 
better  days  for  him,"  he  said  below  his 
breath. 

I'he  earth  was  lying  in  shadow  now. 
The  distant  church  clock  struck,  and  more 
lights  appeared  over  the  fields  in  the  Hall 
windows.  Silently  the  pair  retraced  their 
steps  down  the  road,  which  was  growing 
ever}'  moment  harder  and  stiffer  in  the 
frost.  Adelaide  shrank  from  crossing  the 
dusky  pastures  alone,  and  the  Vicar  felt 
that  they  could  not  be  seen  together  with 
such  traces  of  emotion  in  their  faces. 
They  reached  the  high  road  again.  Once 
more  he  took  her  hand. 

**  God  help  you,  poor  little  girl,"  he  said. 

And  she  looked  the  while  so  unlike  a 
girl,  so  old  and  haggard,  standing  in  a 
patch  of  wan  light  from  one  disconsolate 
oil  lamp,  that  seemed  rather  to  increase 
than  illuminate  the  gloom  around  them. 

**  You  have  been  very  good  to  me, 
Charles,"  she  whispered.  They  were 
quite  alone  in  the  still,  cold  country 
road.  Two  or  three  labourers  were 
walking  away  from  them  a  long  way  in 
advance. 

"Will  you  kiss  me  just  once?"  she 
said,  and  then  shrank  away  from  him  as 
if  terrified. 

He  bent  down  and  touched  her  fore- 
head with  his  lips,  and  she  felt  his  tears 
falling  on  her  face  as  he  gave  her  that 
one  last  kiss. 


III. 

*'  Is  the  Vicar  at  home  ?" 

The  question  was  asked  in  a  hoarse, 
broken  voice,  and  the  questioner,  hardly 
waiting  for  a  reply,  forced  his  way  past 
the  servant  into  the  study. 

The  clergyman  rose  from  his  writing- 
table,  turned  round,  and  confronted 
Kynoch.  The  faces  of  both  were  pale  and 
haggard,  as  if  neither  of  them  had  slept. 
There  were  red  rims  round  Algy's  eyes, 
and  his  mouth  twitched  convulsively.  It 
was  evident  from  his  aspect  that  he  was 
not  entirely  sober,  and  he  seemed  to  find 
a  great  difficulty  in  forming  his  words. 
The  result  was  that  he  uttered  them  at  last 
very  loudly  and  slowly,  and  in  husky  tones. 

"  She  has  gone  away !  .  .  .  without  a 
word  of  good-bye,  leaving  me  just  this !  " 

The  young  man  put  a  note  into  the 
Vicar's  hand.  Then,  without  warning,  he 
sat  down  and  broke  into  passionate  weep- 
ing, terrible  to  see. 

"  What — what  the  devil — I   ask   you — 
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does  she  mean  ?  We  were  going  to  be 
so — so  happy !  I  know  I  had  a  little  too 
much  of  that  champagne — infernal  strong 
stuff  it  is — last  night.  But  she  *s  seen  me 
like  that  before.  She  writes,  you  see — 
why  in  God's  name  don't  you  read  it, 
instead  of  staring  at  me  ?  I  don't  want 
your  pity,  I  tell  you  !  I  *m  for  action — I 
must  take  a  strong  line,  do  something,  go 
for  her — bring  her  back — fetch  her.  .  .    .*' 

The  pitiable  contrast  between  his 
violent  words  and  his  weak  shaken  frame 
struck  the  Vicar  painfully.  But  the  latter 
scarcely  knew  as  yet  how  to  answer  him. 
And  poor  Kynoch  went  on  raving  the 
while  and  shedding  tears,  swearing,  walk- 
ing round  and  round  the  little  room, 
appealing,  imploring. 

Mr.  Biddulph  tried  to  quiet  him. 

**  We  will  think  it  over,  Algy." 

**  What   the    is   the    use    of   your 

thinking  ?  Little  interest  people  like  you 
seem  to  take,  when  things  don't  affect 
themselves ! " 

Mr.  Biddulph  had  become  ashy  white. 

**  I  '11  tell  you  what,"  said  Kynoch,  sink- 
ing into  a  large  chair  and  changing  his 
tone.  **  You  can  do  something  for  me  ! 
You're  accustomed  to  preach  and  give 
advice.  You  shall  go  to  London  and  see 
her,  and  tell  her  she  must  come  back ! 
I/m  going  to  reform,  I  won't  take  a  single 
glass  of  spirits.  Upon  my  soul  I  won't, 
if  she  comes  back,  I  swear  it  to  vou  ! " 
He  laid  his  hand  imploringly  upon  the 
Vicar's  shoulder.  "  You  '11  do  this  ?  vou  '11 
help  me  ?  " 

Mr.  Biddulph  trembled. 

"  I  am  afraid — I  very  much  fear — I  can- 
not take  steps " 

Then  Kynoch  broke  out  into  a  torrent 
of  violent  and  profane  words,  for  which,  to 
do  him  justice,  he  was  but  partially 
responsible  just  then.  He  shook  the 
Vicar  by  the  shoulder,  clenched  his  fist, 
then  turned  suddenly,  banged  the  door, 
and  strode  away  out  of  the  house. 

That  same  evening,  like  another  trans- 
gressor of  old,  he,  too,  poor  fellow,  came 
to  himself  again,  and  retraced  his  steps 
towards  the  Vicarage.  Mr.  Biddulph  was 
out,  the  maid  said.  "  He  has  gone  to  see 
a  woman  who  is  dying,  right  over  there." 
And  she  vaguely  pointed  towards  the 
chalky  outline  of  the  distant  downs.  Poor 
Kynoch  was  bitterly  disappointed  ;  he  was 
by  this  time  heartily  ashamed  of  himself, 
and  he  thereupon  sat  down  in  the  clergy- 
man's study  and  wrote  him  a  note,  in  very 
shaky  characters — 

**  My  dear  Vicar, — I  spoke  to  you  like  a 
blackguard  this  afternoon.     Can  you  ever 


forgive  me  ?  You  have  been  so  good  to 
me  all  through  my  wretched  life,  a  life 
which  has  disappointed  you  and  everybody 
else  who  had  any  hopes  for  me.  It  *s  too 
late  now  to  amend,  I  fear,  but  I  want  you 
to  believe  I  am  more  sorry  than  I  can  ever 
tell  you  in  words,  for  my  rudeness.  I 
behaved  like  an  absolute  cad.  As  to  the 
other  matter — I  am  simply  heart-broken. 
I  will  come  again  to-morrow  evening  and 
ask  your  advice  once  more. — Ever  yours, 

**  Algy." 

The  following  afternoon,  Mr.  Biddulph, 
who  had  forgiven  his  former  pupil  long 
before  he  found  and  read  his  letter,  was 
preparing  to  walk  up  to  the  Hall,  when  a 
groom  with  a  horror-stricken  face,  appeared 
at  the  door. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  said  the  Vicar  anxiously. 

"  Bad  news.  Sir.  His  Lordship  was 
driving  that  there  new  mare  of  his  with 
the  nasty  temper  towards  Crofton  Hill. 
She  took  fright  near  the  level  crossing 
and  smashed  up  the  trap.  Sir  ;  and 
Thomas,  he  's  knocked  silly,  and  his 
Lordship  .  .  ." 

The  Vicar  felt  his  heart  stand  still. 

"  They  've  carried  his  Lordship  up  to  the 
Hall,  Sir.  That 's  why  I  've  come.  He 
do  look  awful  bad,  they  tell  me." 

**Is  he  insensible?"  Mr.  Biddulph 
spoke  in  a  curiously  calm  voice,  like  a 
man  who  talks  in  his  sleep. 

"Oh  yes,  Sir!  They've  sent  for  Dr. 
Barnes,  and  I  expect  he 's  there  by  now. 
I  've  got  a  dog-cart.  Sir,  if  you  '11  come 
along  with  me  at  once." 

When  the  Vicar's  eye  fell  upon  the 
bruised  face  and  battered  form  of  his 
young  friend  he  knew  that  there  could  be 
little  or  no  doubt  of  the  issue  of  this  day's 
misfortune.  If  Lord  Kynoch  had  lived 
on,  said  the  doctor,  there  would  be  paraly- 
sis of  the  lower  extremities.  But  the 
other  injuries  were  so  severe  that  it  was 
a  mercy  to  think,  perhaps,  that  such  a  fate 
could  not  be  his.  For  a  slow  dragging 
space  the  Vicar  watched  by  the  dying 
man,  patient  as  a  father,  tender  as  a  woman 
who  mourns  by  her  child's  bedside.  Two 
or  three  hours  or  so  before  the  end  came 
Algy  spoke  to  him. 

'*  I  've  got  one  wish,  Vicar." 

"  Yes,  my  boy  ?  " 

"  I  want  to  see  ^r,  if  I  could,  just  to 
tell  her  I  forgive,  and  understand.  She 
was  quite  right  to  give  up  such  a  brute  as 
me!" 

"  Hush,  hush  !  don't  talk.  It  will  hurt 
you  so,  my  dear." 

**  Can  you  send  for  her  ?  " 

The  Vicar  trembled  a  little.   **  I  could — 
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if  you  wished  it  very  much,"  he  said,  after 
a  moment's  pause. 

"  Telegraph,"  whispered  Algy. 

And  a  message  was  flashed  to  London. 
In  about  forty  minutes'  time  the  answer 
to  it  came  —  not  from  Madame  de 
Morel — from  a  doctor  in  London.  It 
ran  thus : 

**  Grieved  to  say  was  called  in  to  attend 
Madame  de  Morel  this  morning.  She  was 
suffering  from  severe  headache  last  night, 
and  took  chloroform  upstairs  with  her. 
Unfortunately,  stopper  came  out  of  bottle. 
She  was  found  insensible,  and  I  discovered 
life  to  be  already  extinct." 

The  Vicar  felt  a  sudden  faintness  seize 
him.  There  was  brandy  by  Kynoch's  bed- 
side. Half  unconsciously,  he  drank  some 
of  it.  For  one  moment,  in  his  new  and 
desperate  agony,  he  half-wished  that  the 
sick  man's  eyes  would  never  open  again  to 
inquire  the  result  of  the  message.  Then  he 
buried  his  haggard  face  in  his  hands,  and, 
after  a  few  seconds  of  torturing  conflict, 
lifted  it.  Then  it  bore  a  changed  expres- 
sion, sweet  and  spiritual.  He  was  much 
calmer  now.  God  knew  best,  after  all,  he 
thought.  That  truth  seemed  to  him  surer 
than  ever  before. 

Then  Algy  looked  up  at  him. 

"Will  she  come?" 

"  Yes  ;  she  will."  The  clergyman  spoke 
with  conviction.  "  Shut  your  eyes,  dear, 
and  try  to  sleep  till  then." 

The  Vicar  went  across  the  room  to  the 
writing-table,  and  wrote  another  message. 
So  the  weary  agonising  minutes  dragged 
on.  Algy  moved  his  head  restlessly.  The 
clerg}'man  came  up  to  the  bedside. 

**  She  may  be  too  late,'*  said  Kynoch. 
*'  But  if  it  *s  true  what  you  say  about 
Heaven,  and  all  that — will  she — will  she — 
belong  to  me  there  perhaps,  as  I  'm  so 
sorry  ?  .  .  ." 

A  spasm  of  pain  passed  over  Charles 
Biddulph's  face,  and  a  feeling  of  revolt 
through  his  heart.  Could  he  bear  to  give 
her  up,  even  in  some  other  new  state  of 
life  ?  Was  she  not  his  own  wife  still, 
whom,  God  help  him,  he  loved,  and  had 
loved,  and  still  must  and  would  love 
through  all  the  eternities  ?  He  knelt 
down  by  the  bedside. 

**  Algy,  can  you  attend  if  I  say  one  short 
prayer  ?  " 

•*  I  only  want  her"  said  the  dying  man. 
•*  Tell  me,  is  it  true  that  she  and  I  will  be 
together  in  Heaven  ?  If  I  thought  that, 
perhaps  I  might  pray." 

The  Vicar  bowed  his  head. 

**  You  will  see  her,  I  believe,  Algy,  in  a 

te  of  existence  where  there  will  be  no 


more   misunderstandings,  no  cruel  fare- 
wells, my  dear,  no  [>ain." 

Kynoch  became  very  quiet.  Once  Mr. 
Biddulph  saw  his  lips  move.  He  stooped 
to  catch  the  words.  They  seemed  to  him 
to  sound  like  "Together  ...  no  pain.  .  .  ." 


IV. 

There  were  people  who  wondered  at  the 
self-control  and  calm  bearing  of  the  Vicar 
of  Sedgebrook  when  he  read  the  funeral 
service  to  a  crowded  congregation  stand- 
ing solemnly  by  the  great  yew-trees. 
Women  sobbed,  the  men  brushed  their 
eyes  with  their  coat-sleeves  as  two  cofl^ns 
were  lowered  side  by  side  into  the  dark 
vault  where  so  many  of  the  bones  of  poor 
Kynoch's  ancestors  already  lay.  On  one 
brass  plate  was  inscribed  the  name — 

**  Algernon,  eighth  Viscount  K}'noch." 

On  the  other,  "  Adelaide  de  Morel." 

So  she  had  come  back  to  him  again. 

As  the  last  group  left  the  churchyard  the 
agent's  wife  said  to  her  husband — 

**  John,  all  this  has  made  me  feel  quite 
ill.  To  think  of  those  two  who  were  to 
have  been  married,  and  so  happy !  How 
could  Mr.  Biddulph  possibly  be  able  to 
stand  up  and  read  without  crying  ? " 

**  People  sometimes  feel  most  who  don't 
cry." 

**  True,  and  he  does  look  awfully  thin 
in  the  face.  I  don't  fancy  either,  John, 
that  his  hair  was  so  white  when  we  saw 
him  a  week  ago." 

"  I  don't  think  it  was." 

Then  the  pair  turned  homewards.  And 
meanwhile  a  solitary  man  dressed  in 
black,  his  hand  resting  on  his  dog's  head, 
stood  at  the  Vicarage  window,  looking 
blankly  out  at  the  now  deserted  graveyard. 

"  So  this  is  the  end,  Oscar !  "  he  said. 
«  «  «  « 

When  the  spring  came — other  and  new 
faces  and  figures  flitted  through  the  Hall 
corridors,  over  the  green  tennis-lawns,  and 
down  the  village  street.  Algy  K)moch  was 
fast  becoming  only  a  memory  to  every- 
body but  one  lonely  old  friend.  Men  in 
London  said — 

•*  Yes,  poor  chap — ^nobody  could  go  on 
at  that  rate.  I  've  seen  him  drink  six  or 
seven  whiskies-and-sodas  in  an  after- 
noon." 

And  others  echoed :  "  Yes,  he  was  a 
perfect  wreck!  Odd  story  about  the 
Frenchwoman,  too,  whom  he  was  to  have 
married.  It  really  was  a  mercy,  perhaps, 
that  he  didn't  live  to  make  such  a  fool  of 
himself.  She  would  have  kept  poor  old  Algy 
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alive  though,  if  it 's  true  what  one  heard 
of  her! " 

Mr.  fiiddulph  and  Oscar,  who  was 
growing  very  old  and  feeble  in  his  move- 
ments, lived  on  quite  alone  together,  as 
before.  The  new  people  at  the  Hall, 
Algy's  cousins,  voted  the  Vicar's  sermons 
and  conversation  dull, 

"  And  he 's  really  rather  a.  depressing 
person,  dear,"  said  one  of  the  girls  to  a 
friend.  "  1  suppose  he  thinks  us  all  too 
noisy,  and  our  jokes  vulgar,  for  he  hardly 
spoke  twice  when  he  came  to  dine  last 
night,  /don't  believe — though,  of  course, 
he  does  his  duty  by  the  poor,  and  they  're 
verj-  fond  of  him,  I  hear — that  he  cares 
for  any  company  but  his  own  and  that  of 
his  old  dog." 
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Perhaps  this  last  remark  had  a  good 
deal  of  truth  in  it.  When  a  man  has 
given  all  his  love  and  most  of  his  thoughts 
to  just  two  people  for  twentj'  years  and 
more,  and  these  objects  are  suddenly 
snatched  away  by  some  deadly  blow,  as 
bitter  as  unforeseen,  it  is  unlikely  that  he 
will  form  new  ties,  especially  if  he  happens 
to  have  already  passed  five  decades  of  life. 

The  Vicar  works  on  still  and  waits.  And 
no  one  guesses  the  while  how  much  of  his 
heart  lies  buried  with  the  two  who  lie  side 
by  side  under  the  shadow  of  the  great  yew- 
trees  that  he  sees  so  plainly  from  his 
windows.  A  weak  and  dissolute  man,  a 
sinfiri,  passionate  woman,  resting  so  near 
him  and  yet  so  far,  in  a  last  dreamless 
sleep. 


■'^J^^ 
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VE  been  asked  to  write  a  short 
icle  on  the  Humours  of  Election- 
row  the  humorous  sideofelection- 
5  perhaps  less  apparent  to  a  candi- 
r  Parliament  than  to  those  who 
him  on  the  platform  and  in  his 
(.  The  candidate  is  usually  loo 
nd  sometimes  too  exhausted  to 
mind  the  ludicrous  incidents  which 
ne  to  time  occur  during  a  contested 
I.  Still,  all  who  take  part  in  public 
ist  have  now  and  then  amusing 
nces,  so  I  will  try  and  recall  a  few 
ve  happened  to  me  in  a  political 
if  not  inconsiderable  duration. 
1  audiences  are  now  much  more 
sned,  and  consequently  much  easier 
ess,  than  they  were  fifteen  years  or 
When  the  Constitutional  Union 
merged  with  the  United  Club— was 
in  iSSo,  one  main  object  of  the 
tion  was  to  supply  lecturers  to 
stricts  where,  through  the  apathy 
e  who  should  have  been  the  leading 
rs  of  the  Conservative  party,  the 
ies  of  that  party  had  never  been 
tely  laid  before  the  rural  electors, 
as  an  active  agent  in  founding  the 
,  so  was  I  among  the  first  to  be 
■  to  deliver  a  series  of  addresses  In 
where  a  Conservative  speaker  was 
ling  of  a  rarity.     My   first  address 


was  given  in  the  sanded  parlour  of  a 
village  inn— a  long  low  room  dimly  lighted 
— with  a  paraffin  lamp  at  one  end  and  two 
candles  placed  on  the  table  at  which  I  was 
to  stand,  A  neighbouring  farmer  had 
promised  to  preside,  but  at  the  last 
moment  pleaded  illness,  of  a  diplomatic 
character  as  I  was  subsequently  led  to 
think,  and  the  village  carpenter  some- 
what reluctantly  took  his  place.  I  had 
to  wait  some  time  for  my  audience,  but 
at  length  from  twenty  to  thirty  men, 
mostly,  I  should  judge,  farm  labourers, 
slouched  in  by  twos  and  threes,  and  with 
much  shuffling  of  hobnailed  boots  settled 
themselves  as  if  they  were  half  ashamed 
of  being  seen  there  on  the  benches  round 
the  wall,  white  the  habituis  of  the  inn 
took  possession  of  the  chairs  by  the  fire. 
My  chairman  was  commendably  brief,  and 
I  began  a  speech  which,  for  all  the  interest 
it  excited,  might  have  been  uttered  in 
Greek.  Nothing  is  so  trying  to  an  inex- 
perienced speaker — and  such  I  then  was — 
as  dead  silence,  and  I  suppose  my  em- 
barrassment was  noticed  by  the  carpenter, 
who  intervened  with  the  well-meant 
suggestion  that  perhaps  the  gentleman 
would  like  a  drop  of  something  to  drink, 
and  if  so  would  he  give  it  a  name.  I 
named  whisky  and  water,  which  was 
promptly  brought  by  a  servant  girl.  In 
my  confusion  I  did  not  observe  that  she 
had  placed  two  tumblers  on  the  table — 
one  of  whisky  and  one  of  water — and 
hastily  taking  up  the  nearest  I  swallowed 
half  its  contents,  which  turned  out  to  be 
raw  spirit  of  a  peculiarly  fiery  blend. 
Of  course  a  fit  of  choking  followed,  which 
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raised  a  hearty  laugh  at  my  expense. 
This  mishap,  however,  broke  the  ice.  The 
affair  from  that  moment  took  a  conversa- 
tional turn,  and  I  was  soon  on  friendly 
terms  with  my  audience,  by  whom  I  was 
invited  after  speaking-  for  about  half  an 
hour  to  sit  round  the  fire  with  them  and 
smoke  a  pipe.  That  I  had  not  created 
a  wholly  unfavourable  impression  was 
proved  by  my  receiving  shortly  after- 
wards a  special  request  to  address  another 
rural  audience  in  a  part  of  the  same 
county.  I  was  told  that  it  was  a  rough 
neighbourhood,  and  if  I  had  a  thick  stick 
I  should  do  wefl  to  bring  it  with  me,  a 
piece  of  advice  which  I  took  for  a  joke. 
We  had  a  long  drive  to  the  place  of 
meeting,  and  arriving  late  were  greeted 
with  marks  of  impatience  by  a  crowd  of 
villagers  crammed  into  a  small  school- 
room. I  had  not  spoken  for  more  than 
five  minutes  before  the  row  began.  At 
the  back  of  the  room  were  a  number  of 
youths,  who,  throwing  peas,  nuts,  and 
other  small  missiles  at  the  platform,  soon 
caused  such  an  uproar  that  not  a  word  I 
said  could  be  heard  except  by  the  occu- 
pants of  the  front  seats.  Finding  that 
the  interruption  was  mainly  caused  by 
the  youths  on  the  back  benches,  I  addressed 
myself  to  the  men  nearest  me,  and  asked 
them  whether  they  had  come  there  to 
hear  me  or  the  boys.  If  the  boys,  I  and 
my  friends  would  leave  the  platform  ;  but 
if,  whatever  their  political  views  might 
be,  they  were  willing  to  listen  to  me,  then 
I  asked  them  to  turn  the  boys  out.  The 
men  seemed  to  think  this  a  sensible 
suggestion  for  they  immediately  adopted 
it,  and,  as  soon  as  the  authors  of  the 
disturbance  were  removed,  listened  to 
what  I  had  to  say  with  close  attention. 
When  I  had  finished,  one  of  the  men,  after 
a  courteous  and  kindly  reference  to  my- 
self, proceeded  in  a  forcible  speech  to 
demolish  my  arguments,  and  ended  by 
proposing  a  vote  of  confidence  in  Mr. 
Gladstone,  which  was  carried  by  a  large 
majority.  Although  political  opponents, 
they  were  not  unfriendly,  for  several  of 
them  when  the  meeting  broke  up  volun- 
teered to  form  a  bodyguard  to  the 
carriage — a  not  unnecessary  precaution, 
for  it  was  pitch  dark,  and  we  had  not 
gone  many  yards  before  the  youths  who 
had  been  expelled  assailed  us  with  a 
shower  of  stones.  However,  with  the 
exception  of  some  trifling  bruises  and  the 
loss  of  a  hat,  we  reached  the  carriage  in 
safety.  At  a  bend  in  the  road  another 
volley  of  stones  was  directed  against  us. 


One  hit  the  driver  and  seraral  die  carriagt^ 
but  fortunately  the  horses  were  net 
touched,  and  breaking  into  a  canter  soot 
took  us  out  of  harm's  way. 

Riotous  meetings  at  elections  are  not 
common  nowadays,  except  when,  as 
sometimes  happens,  such  gatherings  are 
taken  advantage  of  by  oi^nized  bodies 
of  thieves  for  their  own  ends.  On  one 
occasion,  indeed,  I  presided  over  a  meeting 
held  in  a  schoolroom  underneath  a 
Methodist  chapel  which  had  been  called 
in  support  of  the  Conservative  canctidate, 
who  was  a  personal  friend  of  mine. 
Two  local  ladies  much  interested  in  the 
cause  accompanied  me  on  the  platform. 
The  proceedings  throughout  were  of  a 
lively  character,  and  free  fighting  was  the 
order,  or  rather  disorder,  of  the  evening. 
The  elder  of  the  two  ladies  pluckily  kept 
her  seat,  prepared  as  she  afterwards 
declared  to  defend  the  chair,  if  attacked, 
at  the  point  of  her  umbrella.  The 
younger,  when  the  meeting  broke  up, 
could  not  be  found.  Diligent  search  was 
made,  in  vain,  and  we  were  about  to 
leave  without  her,  thinking  she  had  gone 
home,  when  one  of  the  deacons  recollected 
that  at  the  height  of  the  tumult  a  lady 
had  sought  refuge  in  the  vestry,  and  had 
been  locked  up  there.  The  key  was 
turned,  and  our  friend  emerged,  more 
frightened  than  hurt.  With  the  ex- 
ception of  the  stone-throwing  incident, 
I  never  experienced  any  personal  harm 
at  political  meetings,  and  cannot  there- 
fore in  this  respect  put  myself  on  a  par 
with  a  gentleman  from  Ireland  who,  to 
enhance  his  claim  to  the  post  of  secretary 
to  a  Conservative  association,  stated  to 
the  committee  of  selection,  of  whom  I 
was  one,  that  in  Dublin  '*  he  had  many 
times  sacrificed  his  life  for  the  cause." 
I  have  indeed  suffered  in  property,  if  not 
in  person,  to  a  limited  extent.  Some 
years  ago  I  was  wired  for  to  assist 
at  a  bye  election  in  a  large  town  in  the 
Midlands.  As  generally  happens  on  such 
occasions,  more  platform  assistance  was 
asked  for  than  was  needed,  and  I  was 
sent  off  to  speak  at  some  ward  meetings. 
At  the  first  of  them,  although  as  the 
hour  was  early  the  attendance  was  thin, 
I  was  much  struck  with  the  excellent 
spirit  of  those  who  were  there.  Not 
content  with  giving  us  an  enthusiastic 
reception,  a  number  of  young  men  in- 
sisted on  shaking  us  warmly  by  the 
hand,  and  pressed  so  closely  round  us 
as  we  left  the  hall,  chanting  at  the  same 
time  the   refrain   of  a   popular   political 
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song,  that  with  difficulty  could  we  make 
our  way  to  the  carriage.  As  we 
drove  off  I  remarked  to  my  com- 
panion, a  son  of  the  candidate,  how 
gratifying  it  was  to  note  the  interest  the 
young  took  in  the  cause,  seeing  that  the 
future  of  the  country  depended  on  the 
rising  generation.      His  reply  s 


*  Confound   the   rising  generation  ! 


he 


detectives  on  the  trail  of  the  thieves. 
Mine  was  a  cheap  silver  watch  bought 
some  years  before  to  replace  a  gold  one 
of  which  1  had  been  robbed  in  a  crowd 
on  Ludgate  Hill,  on  the  occasion  of  the 
Prince  of  Wales  returning  thanks  for  his 
recovery  from  illness,  but  my  companion's 
valuable  chronometer,    the  gift  of 


relal 


ind  prized   on    that    ac 


said,  fumbling  in  his  pocket  :  "  they  have 
taken  my  watch.  How  about  yours?" 
I  looked  down  :  watch  and  chain  were 
both  gone.  These  young  politicians 
whose  enthusiasm  had  so  roused  my 
admiration  were  swell  mobsmen  from 
Birmingham.  We  drove  straight  to  the 
police  station,  and,  finding  that  no  train 
for   Birmingham  left  for   two  hours,  set 


How  the  matter  was  managed  I  do  not 
know,  but  as  a  fact  this  gentleman  on 
payment  of  a  considerable  sum  subse- 
quently recovered  his  watch,  .^t  supper 
that  night  the  robbery  was  the  subject  of 
conversation,  and  the  Conservative  candi- 
date, a  very  wealthy  man,  turning  to  me 
said,  "  Don't  trouble  about  your  watch  : 
you've  lost  it  helping  me,  and  I  will  get 
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you  another  to-morrow."  In  the  excite- 
ment of  the  election,  which  he  won,  I 
assumed  that  he  forgot  the  matter ; 
but  some  years  after,  when  I  had  also 
been  elected  a  member  of  Parliament,  I 
found  myself  seated  next  to  this  very 
gentleman.  In  a  jocular  tone  I  reminded 
him  of  the  watch  incident.  **  I  remember 
it  perfectly,**  he  said,  **and  I  have  a 
watch  put  away  in  a  drawer  for  you 
somewhere.  1*11  look  for  it.**  My  old 
friend  has  long  since  gone  over  to  the 
majority,  and  the  watch  I  suppose  still 
remains  in  the  drawer. 

Of  course  odd  mishaps  occur  to  one  at 
times.  For  instance,  I  was  to  speak  at 
an  evening  meeting  in  a  country  town,  and 
had  been  invited  to  dine  first  at  the  house 
of  two  elderly  ladies  who  lived  in  the 
neighbourhood.  When  dressing  for 
dinner,  I  discovered  to  my  dismay  that 
my  servant  had  omitted  to  pack  up  my 
waistcoat.  What  was  to  be  done  ?  There 
were  no  gentlemen  in  the  family  of  whom 
I  could  borrow,  so  I  applied  to  the  butler 
— a  stout  elderly  man.  Fortunately  he 
had  a  spare  waistcoat,  which,  though  not 
indeed  a  match  for  my  clothes,  would 
pass  muster,  but  it  was  miles  too  big. 
The  guests  had  arrived,  and  the  dinner 
was  ready.  My  dilemma  had  become 
known  to  the  servants,  and  a  sympathetic 
housemaid  knocked  at  the  door,  and  pro- 
ducing some  pins  deftly  took  in  a  large 
pleat  at  the  back  of  the  waistcoat  and 
made  me  fairly  presentable.  Dinner  over, 
we  drove  to  the  meeting,  where  I  was  to 
make  the  principal  speech.  The  platform 
was  raised  several  steps  above  the  general 
level  of  the  room,  and  the  speakers  stood 
almost  at  its  edge.  I  had  spoken  for 
about  ten  minutes,  and  was  warming  to 
my  work — the  subject,  so  far  as  I  recollect, 
admitted  of  energetic  treatment — when  I 
felt  one  pin  give  way,  then  after  a  short 
interval  another,  and  so  on,  until  at  length 
I  appeared  in  all  the  capacious  bulk  of  the 
true  owner  of  the  garment.  The  general 
body  of  the  audience  did  not  seem  to 
perceive  the  transformation  I  had  under- 
gone, but  I  noticed  some  tittering  among 
the  ladies  in  front,  and  one  gentleman 
observed  to  me  afterwards  that  public 
speaking  evidently  agreed  with  me,  for 
that  when  I  sat  down  I  was  twice  the  man 
I  was  when  I  rose. 

Occasionally  doubtful  compliments  are 
paid  one.  Some  years  ago  my  friend  Mr. 
Byron  Reed,  then  one  of  the  members  for 
Bradford,  asked  me  to  take  his  place  and 
speak  at  a  large  gathering  of  the  Primrose 


League  in  the  North  of  England,  where  he 
has  long  established  a  reputation  as  a 
powerful  platform  orator.  Breaking  the 
journey  from  London  at  York,  I  arrived  at 
my  destination  pretty  early  on  the  day  of 
the  demonstration.  My  host,  who  had 
given  the  use  of  his  grounds  for  the 
occasion,  and  his  family  were  too  much 
engaged  to  pay  me  attention,  but  a  neigh- 
bouring clergyman,  who  also  came  early, 
showed  me  round  the  place,  and  put  me 
up  to  several  matters  of  local  interest  with 
which  it  was  desirable  that  the  chief 
speaker  should  be  acquainted.  It  is  a 
trying  ordeal  at  the  best  of  times  to  fill 
the  position  of  stop-gap  in  place  of  a 
deservedly  popular  favourite,  and  this 
good  cleric  did  not  dispel  the  nervous- 
ness I  felt  by  descanting  at  length  on  the 
charms  as  a  public  speaker  of  Mr.  Byron 
Reed,  of  whom  he  was  evidently  an 
enthusiastic  admirer,  and  on  the  dis- 
appointment to  the  assembly  which  his 
absence  would  occasion.  However,  he 
took  some  comfort  in  the  reflection  that 
Mr.  Reed  was  a  man  of  sense,  and  would 
be  certain  not  to  send  an  utter  duffer  to 
represent  him.  When  the  meeting  was 
over,  and  I  was  leaving  the  tent,  my 
clerical  friend  was  waiting  for  me.  **  There 
is  a  working-man  who  wants  to  speak 
to  you,**  said  he,  and  he  took  me  off  a 
little  distance  to  where  the  gentleman  in 
question  was  standing.  He  was  a  big 
burly  north-countryman,  who  could  have 
taken  Byron  Reed  up  in  one  hand  and  me 
in  the  other  and  held  us  both  at  arm's 
length  with  scarcely  an  effort.  This 
gentleman  wasted  no  words.  Gripping 
my  right  hand  in  his  as  with  an  iron  vice, 
he  said,  *'  Mon,  I  should  like  to  hear  thee 
in  a  chapel,**  and  that  was  all.  From  his 
manner  and  the  warmth  and  strength  of 
his  salutation,  I  took  his  aspiration  for  a 
compliment,  but  he  may  have  implied  that 
my  speech  was  as  dull  as  a  sermon.  At 
any  rate,  if  my  discourse  on  that  day 
would  be  considered  to  be  suitable  for 
delivery  in  a  chapel,  the  worshippers  must 
be  treated  to  some  strange  examples  of 
pulpit  oratory  in  that  district. 

It  is  not  often  that  I  write  out  a  speech, 
much  less  learn  one  off  by  heart,  but  I 
did  so  once,  with  the  result,  as  it  happened, 
of  grievously  offending  some  leading 
Conservatives  who  supported  me  on  the 
platform.  I  had  been  asked  to  g^ive  an 
address  to  the  members  of  a  Conservative 
association  in  a  fashionable  town  in  the 
Midlands.  In  order  to  save  myself 
trouble  I  wrote  out  my  speech,  and  when 
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I  had  completed  it  found  that,  what  with 
reading'  it  over  in  the  course  of  composi- 
tion, I  knew  it  by  heart  sufficientiy  to  be 
able,  with  the  aid  of  a  cue  or  two  on  half 
a  sheet  of  notepaper,  to  dispense  with  the 
manuscript.  But  I  took  the  latter  with 
me  for  the  benefit  of  the  reporters,  and 
as  I  passed  by  the  table  at  which  they 
were  seated  on  my  way   to  the   platform 


speech  at  one  meeting,  took  the  oppor- 
tunity of  earning  an  extra  fee  by  reporting 
speakers    at    the    other    meeting    as 


A-ell.       No 


fluential  man  in  the  neighbourhood,  and 
was  well  supported  by  several  notabilities 
of  more  or  less  repute.  These  j^entlemen 
had  prepared  neat  speeches,  the  chairman 
was   really  eloquent  in   his    introductory 


I  threw  the  written  speech  upon  it  and 
said,  "  You  need  not  trouble  to  report  me, 
gentlemen  :  you  will  find  my  address 
there."  They  thanked  me  profusely, 
and  in  a  few  minutes  left  the  room  in  a 
body.  It  appeared  that  a  temperance 
meeting  was  held  on  the  same  evening 
in  another  part  of  the  town,  and  the 
reporters,  having  secured  the  principal 
No.  143.     August,  1895. 


remarks,  and  the  movers  and  seconders 
of  resolutions  performed  their  narts  with 
marked  effect,  consequently  i^reat  was 
their  disgust,  I  was  afterwards  told,  when, 
on  opening  the  leading  local  paper,  they 
found  an  admirable  reuinif  of  my  address, 
and  nothing  else  but  a  string  of  names. 

Talking  of  local  celebrities  and  matters 
of  local  interest,  I   may  give  a    word  of 
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caution  founded  on  my  own  experience. 
One  always  likes  on  going  to  a  strange 
place  to  speak  to  be  put  au  courant  with 
local  affairs  and  local  feeling,  not  merely 
in  order  to  avoid  treading  on  people's 
toes,  but  also  that  one  may,  to  use  a 
music-hall  term,  bring  in  with  effect  a 
topical  allusion  or  two.  Some  years  ago 
I  was  to  speak  at  a  Conservative  meeting 
in  support  of  a  gentleman,  whom  I  will 
call  Brown-Jones,  who  had  for  many 
years    represented    the     constituency    in 


Parliament. 


gentleman, 
had  served 
Navy,  and 
retired  list. 


had 

ind,  how  or  whence  derived 
remember,  that  this  elderly 
■horn  I  had  never  seen  before, 
ith  distinction  in  the  Royal 
was  actualiv  an  admiral  on  the 
.  So,  thought  I,  a  little  local 
he  outset  of  mv  speech  would 
vith  the  audience,  to  whom  i 
iplete  stranger,  and  put  me  on 
IS  with  them.     Consequently  I 


began  by  expressing  the  great  gratificatioo 
i  felt  at  being  privileged  to  speak  on 
behalf  of  their  old  and  tried  represents- 
tive,  Admiral  Browr.-Jones.  An  omin- 
ous silence  welcomed  this  exordium — a 
silence  which  should  have  warned  me 
that,  to  use  a  not  inappropriate  metaphor 
in  this  connection,  I  was  on  the  wrong 
tack.  But  I  perversely  stuck  to  my 
point.  "Gentlemen,"  I  continued,  "the 
presence  in  the  House  of  Commons  of 
naval  men  of  the  experience  and  ability 
of  your  honoured  member  is  of  incalculable 
advantage  to  the  British  nation."  At 
this  juncture  1  felt  a  violent  tug  at  my 
coat-tails,  and  turning  round  faced  Brown- 
Jones  himself,  who,  fuming  with  rage, 
exclaimed  in  a  whisper  that  every  one 
couid  hear,  "  What  are  you  talking 
about?  I  never  was  in  the  navy  in  my 
life  !  "  1  fumbled  out  of  my  blunder  in 
some  fashion,  but  the  edge  was  taken  off 
my  speech  from  that  moment. 


TALKS      OF      THE      THAMES. 

MARVCiOLI). 
Bv     MAX     PKMBKRTOX. 


WIIKX  1  came  nnind  t]\c  bend 
wliich  lies  below  Marts  Wood 
Hill,  it  was  plain  to  mo  that  the  Honour- 
able Humphrey  was  not  in  liis  bed.  Such 
a  tow-row  and  a  din  1  had  not  heard  in 
J^e  Dtiisv  Btlh'  these  six  months  and 
more.  Twenty  ear])enters  nn"i^ht  well  have 
been  at  work  in  the  c^nc  cabin  of  that 
rottin*^  old  tub  which  was  his  home.  Xo 
mock  seaman  upon  a  variety  stai^e  ever 
roared  a  more  discordant  soul;  than  the 
Honourable  one  then  treated  himself  to. 
'J'he  aureola  of  liii^ht  before  his  windows 
was  worthy  of  a  rei^atta. 

Midnii^ht  was  struck  upon  the  clocks  at 
Pan^^bounu*  as  I  rowed  past  the  islands. 
A  warming  westerly  wind  had  scattiTcd 
the  mists  and  conjured  up  a  little  ocean  of 
bubblini^  waves.  The  woods  took  the  shape 
of  castles  and  stronghokls  S(.*t  upon  black 
hills  ;  the  wash  of  the  water  (jver  the  sed;^^e 
trrasses  was  adir<j^e,  very  mournful  and  lonely 
to  hear.  1  had  not  looked  to  find  company 
u|)on  the  Thames  at  such  an  hour,  least  of 
all  the  company  of  the  Hcmourable  one. 
Rare  was  the  day  when  he  could  afiord  a 
candle  ajLj^ainst  the  dark  ;  rare  the  occasion 
when  lu*  had  not  fuddled  away  his  wits 
with  any  drink  that  he  could  li^et  lonii^ 
before  ten  o'clock  struck.  JUit  here  he 
was  at  midni^dit  hammerin.i;  away  like  a 
blacksmith  at  his  business;  and  s(;  well 
possessed  of  his  senses  that  he  could 
remember  the  whole   of  a  stanza. 

In  my  astonishmc^nt  at  the  discovery,  I 
had  let  tlu^  skiif  drift,  and  now  she  had 
run  into  a  dark  pool  lyin^i^  very  black 
beneath  the  f^rent  chestnut-tret;  at  the 
head  of  the  reach.  It  was  souk*  minutes* 
work  with  the  right  scull  to  get  her  to  the 
stream  again  ;  and  when  I  had  i)ulled  up 
to  Jv  Daisy  Belle  the  miscellaneous 
entertainment  of  music  and  wood-cho|)ping 
was  no  longer  to  be  heard.  But  all  the 
blinds  of  the  house-boat — for  so  it  must 
be  styled — were  drawn  up ;  and  the 
Honourable  one  was  plainly  to  be  seen. 
I  observed  then  that  he  had  begged  or 
borrowed,  probably  from  the  cottagers  on 


the  o|)posite  shore,  no  less  than  four  tin 
I)arafrm  lam])s;  and  with  these  to  light  him 
lie  was  fairly  occupied  in  the  decoration 
of  his  saloon.  Here  and  there  upon  the 
walls  he  had  nailed  a  few  of  his  own 
sketches — j)retty  suggestions  of  genius 
that  were  never  more  than  suggestions. 
From  the  rail  above  his  windows,  a  pair  of 
yellow  muslin  curtains,  woefully  creased  in 
the  hanging,  fluttered  upon  the  freshening 
breeze.  I  lis  dozen  of  crack-backed  books, 
which  lay  usually  face  down  upon  the 
floor,  were  now  dusted  and  set  upon  a 
rack.  There  was  a  great  bunch  of  butter- 
cui)s  uiK)n  the  table  ;  another  bunch  of 
marsh  marigokl  which  he  was  then 
arranging  in  an  old  j)ewter  pot  brought 
down  by  him  years  ago  from  Oxford,  as  I 
knew.  And  as  if  all  these  .things  were 
not  strange  enough,  his  own  attire  was 
sufficiently  ludicrous  to  serve  a  clown  at  a 
fair.  For  he  wore  nothing  else  than  an 
old  tattered  dressing-gown  and  the  relics 
of  an  opera-hat  which  had  survived  the 
epoch  of  his  res])ectability. 

"  Boat  ah(n!" 

He  knew  me  at  the  first  hail,  and  came 
running  out  upon  his  gangway,  wearing  no 
socks,  but  only  a  })air  of  heelless  carpet 
slippers." 

"  Jack,"  said  he,  ''  is  that  you  ?  " 

*'  Mv  own  self,"  said  1. 

"The  very  man  I  wanted,"  cried  he, 
running  back  to  the  cabin.  **  I  *ve  a 
present  to  make  you.     Catch  that." 

He  threw  something  heavy  into  my 
skit!*,  and  it  hit  me  on  the  leg.  When  I 
had  finished  the  whole  of  the  expression 
thus  drawn  from  me,  I  found  that  it  was  a 
bottle  of  Scotch  whisky. 

*'  Did  you  catch  it } "  he  asked,  ap- 
pearing at  the  window  again  a  moment 
later. 

*'  With  my  shin,"  said  I,  "  but  what 
the " 

**  Look  out,  there  *s  another  coming,"  he 
went  on,  "two,  three,  four — one  green 
Chartreuse  and  one  cognac.  Have  you 
got  it  all  aboard  .•'  " 
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*'  Humphrey,"  said  I,  unable  to  make 
anything  out  of  it,  "  you  've  been *' 

"  Exactly,"  said  he,  **  I  haven't  touched 
a  spoonful  since  six  o'clock.  I  've  been 
being  sober.  Surprise  you,  eh?  Well, 
come  aboard  and  look  round.  Man,  I  'm 
just  a  bom  carpenter." 

Late  as  it  was,  I  pulled  the  gig  up  to  his 
steps  and  made  fast  the  painter.  There 
was  such  a  strange  suggestion  of  suppressed 
excitement  about  the  always  mysterious 
Humphrey  that  I  determined  to  probe  the 
matter  there  and  then.  And  I  had  not 
been  in  his  tiny  saloon  a  minute  when  he 
told  me  the  whole  of  it. 

"Jack,"  said  he,  "do  you  remember 
Marygold  ?  " 

"  What,  the  tow-haired  girl  in  the  *  fit- 
up  '  company  ?  " 

"Yes;  but  I  don*t  call  it  that  myself. 
I  '11  show  you  her  picture." 

He  led  the  way  to  the  tiniest  of  little 
bed-rooms  wherein  a  single  candle  was 
burning.  The  whole  place  had  been 
scoured  until  its  boards  were  as  white  as 
paper ;  the  sheets  upon  the  bed  were  new 
and  of  fine  linen  ;  a  pretty  pair  of  muslin 
curtains  hung  down  from  the  windows ; 
there  was  a  big  jar  of  purple  orchis 
set  upon  the  washstand.  But  the  chief 
ornament  of  the  apartment  was  a  sketch  in 
crayons  of  the  lady  I  had  styled  the  "  tow- 
haired  girl  in  the  fit-up  company."  It  was 
the  first  complete  thing  of  Humphrey 
Duncan's  I  had  ever  seen.  All  else  had 
been  genius  in  drink.  But  the  art  of  this 
was  not  to  be  denied.  It  was  plain  to  a 
layman  like  myself.  A  work  to  call  ex- 
clamations from  critics — a  work  in  which 
soul  was  to  be  read,  the  whole  soul  of  a 
man  breathed  out  in  beauteous  thoughts 
of  shape  and  colour.  And  now  it  was 
hung  in  a  dark  wood  frame  over  the  little 
bed,  and  the  eyes  of  the  man  were  fixed 
upon  it  in  surpassing  love. 

"  Is  it  like  her  ?  **  he  asked,  when  some 
minutes  had  passed  without  a  word. 

"It  is  like  what  she  might  have  been," 
said  I,  for  the  thing  was  almost  an  absurd 
ideal. 

"I  don't  agree  to  that,"  said  he,  and 
there  was  some  anger  in  his  voice. 

"  But  it 's  obvious,  my  dear  fellow,"  said 
I ;  "  the  woman  never  had  those  eyes." 

"Jack,"  said  he,  suddenly  becoming 
very  serious,  "don't  speak  of  her  like 
that.    I  *m  going  to  marry  her  to-morrow." 

Any  comment  upon  my  lips  stood  dumb. 
If  he  had  told  me  that  he  was  going  to 
hang  himself,  he  could  not  have  surprised 
me  more.  Even  the  soft  note  in  his  own 
voice  was  pitiable  to  hear.     I  knew  then 


in  his  tipsy  musings  he  had  conjured  op 
from  a  very  slut  ofthe  theatre  this  ideal  of 
purity  and  of  grace ;  had  made  of  a  white 
face  and  a  yellow  wisp  of  hair  this  ethereal 
creature,  wno  now  looked  down  upon  lum 
from  his  canvas.  And  to-morrow  night 
he  would  cany  home  the  real  to  share  uds 
dismal  cabin,  this  mite  of  a  house-boat 
where  alone  he  had  a  pillow  for  his  head 
or  a  crust  to  eat.  No  effort  of  folly  could 
have  devised  an  enterprise  more  grotesque. 

"  Come,"  said  he,  still  holding  up  the 
candle  for  me  to  see  the  &ce,  "  aren  t  jon 
going  to  congratulate  me  ?  ** 

"To  congratulate  you — ^why  I  never 
thought  of  that,  but,  of  course ** 

"  You  don't,"  said  he ;  " well.  ITl  do 
what  I  can  with  the  other  thing." 

He  set  down  the  light  brusqtttly,  and 
led  the  way  back  to  his  sitting-room,  still 
full  of  the  flowers  for  which  he  had  been 
finding  vases.  I  thought  that  he  brushed 
some  of  these  out  of  his  way  rather 
roughly ;  but  he  was  only  looking  for  his 
pipe,  and  when  he  had  lighted  it  tvs  sat 
in  his  one  basket  armchair  and  smoked 
furiously. 

"Jack,"  said  he,  when  I  had  watched 
him  for  some  minutes,  "  you  don't  under- 
stand me.  It  would  be  odd  if  you  did. 
What  am  I,  in  Heaven's  name  ?  Is  there 
any  poor  devil  on  God's  earth  moie 
lonely  ?  " 

I  did  not  like  to  ask  him  whose  &ult 
that  was,  and  presently  he  went  on  with  it 

"  Ver}'  well,  then  ;  seeing  no  man  cares 
the  snap  of  his  fingers  for  me,  why  should 
I  care  the  snap  of  my  fingers  for  any 
man  ?     Is  that  logic  or  is  it  not  ?  " 

**  It 's  quite  unanswerable,"  said  I. 

**  Of  course  it  is.  You  must  know  your- 
self what  a  good  woman  may  be  to  any 
man.     And  why  not  to  me  ?** 

I  felt  a  little  shudder  ripple  upon  me 
when  he  spoke  of  a  "  good  woman,"  but 
I  held  my  tongue. 

**  Why  not  to  me,"  he  rambled  on,  with 
the  wandering  thoughts  of  the  dipso* 
maniac.  "  God  knows,  there 's  little  here 
to  keep  any  man  from  himself!  When 
she  comes,  Jack,  it  will  be  different.** 

"  Let 's  hope  it  will,  old  man." 

"My  bit  will  go  farther  with  no  slate 
at  The  Willows  against  me,"  he  continued, 
"  and  if  I  can  finish  a  picture  or  two, 
we  '11  do  very  well.  I  've  made  a  good 
beginning  to-night,  you  must  admit." 

"Capital!  I  sha'n't  be  able  to  walk 
for  three  days." 

"And  this  time  it's  business.  You 
don't  suppose  I  'd  break  my  word  to  her." 

"  She  has  your  word,  then  ?  " 
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It's  asioiiishing 


"Well,   not  exactly  that.      She   never  jou  '11    soon    know   il 

asked  it,  you  see.     But  1  'm  giving  it  her  what  a  woman  can  do 

in    intention,    which    is  the   same   thing,  yards  of  ribbon  and  a  handful  of  flowiTs. 

That 's  why  I  threw  the  liquor  overboard."  I  .saw  her  room  up  at   The  Swan  ihi-  other 

"  Anii  you  really  meant  what  you  sai^l  day,  and  it  was  a  jiictun.'.     A  nc;iUT  little 

about  to-morrow  .'"  thing  docs  not  breathe.     Oh,  il 's  horrible 

".Meant  it?      Good    God,    I    meant   it  to  think  of  the  life  she's  led  with  those 


with  all  my  heart  and  soul !  You  may  eome 
to  the  church,  if  you  like." 

"  Thanks,  but  I  'm  booked  to  fish  the 
Kennet." 

"  Well,  lend  me  your  gig  anyway ;  there's 
no  seat  in  my  dinghy.  I  should  like  her 
to  find  things  a  bit  .smart,  Jack.  I  'm  not 
much  of  a  tidy  man  myself,  and  there  isn't 
much  here  to  please  any  woman.  Still, 
I  've  done  something,  and  I  '11  do  more 
before  morning.      And  when   she 's  here 


ranting  cads  about  her  all  i 
Cod.  that  will  t>c  done  with  t< 

■■  D.K-S  she  like  the  idea  .. 
home  in  a  house-bo;it  .-■  "  I  vei 

He  laughed  merrily. 

"Thai's  whiit  I 've  got  (o 
said.  ■'  Vou  .see,  she  thinks 
up  at  the  hotel  in  (ioring,  I 
old  ship  as  a  sur|mse  for  hi 
knows  I  'm  a  poor  man  :  I  « 
that  from  her,  lack." 


redtoa.sk. 

k  her,"  he 
m  spying 
.-  ki'|it  the 
But  she 
ildn't  hide 
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"  And  she  doesn't  mind  the  prospect  of 
living  on  a  hundred  a  year  ?  " 

He  looked  a  little  pained. 

"  I  don't  put  it  to  her  quite  like  that. 
You  must  admit  that  I  can  make  a  few 
hundreds  if  I  take  to  work  seriously ;  and, 
of  course,  I  shall  do  that  now.  There  will 
be  something  to  work  for,  and  I  must  look 
ahead  and  think  of  the  day  when  there 
may  be  more  than  two  people  to  provide 
for  here.  Eh,  old  man,  these  things  will 
happen." 

"  Of  course  they  will.  You  *re  right  to 
be  prudent.  But  it*s  all  very  sudden, 
Humphrey.  I  didn't  know  you  W  met  her 
more  than  half-a-dozen  times." 

"Ah,  there  youVe  wrong.  I  was  down 
with  her  pretty  well  a  fortnight  at  Alder- 
shot,  and  after  that  at  Hastings.  We  saw 
a  good  deal  of  each  other  in  the  winter. 
She's  a  good  girl,  that  I  know,  and  I  shall 
be  a  better  man  whi-n  I  'm  married  to  her." 

I  did  not  dare,  in  answer  to  this  earnest 
assurance,  to  tell  him  that  1  had  mv 
doubts  ;  and  after  I  had  sat  awhile  listen- 
ing to  all  his  excited  hopes,  I  remembered 
that  it  must  be  one  o'clock,  and  rose  to 
go.  His  last  word  was  to  remind  me  that 
he  would  want  my  gig  at  ten  o'clock,  the 
wedding  being  appointed  for  half-past  ten 
at  Whitchurch  ;  and  with  that  I  rowed  off 
to  my  own  house-boat,  then  lying  above 
Pangboume.  There  was  a  heavy  white 
mist  now  steaming  in  the  reach,  and  the 
whole  weight  of  the  night  seemed  to  lie 
cold  upon  the  river,  so  that  I  was  ver}* 
glad  to  get  into  the  cabin  and  to  the 
supper  which  my  man  had  not  forgotten 
to  spread  upon  the  table.  And  when  1 
had  lighted  my  pipe,  and  had  settled  in 
the  chair,  I  fell  again  to  thinking  of  the 
Honourable  Humphrey. 

Humphrey  Duncan  his  whoh*  name  was. 
The  second  son  of  Lonl  Vardley,  the 
man's  life  had  been  a  record  of  waste 
since  the  day  they  sent  him  clown  from 
Merton  for  persistent  drunkenness.  When 
London  had  done  with  him,  and  there 
was  not  a  Jew  remaining  from  whom  he 
could  get  a  five-pound  note,  his  friends 
came  together  for  that  which  they  called  a 
final  settlement  of  his  case.  They  agreed 
to  allow  him  one  hundred  pounds  a  year 
if  he  would  submit  to  perpetual  exile  from 
town  and  all  those  old  haunts  wherein  he 
had  cut  such  a  sorr}-  figure.  Since  his 
thirtieth  year — and  that  was  thirty-six 
months  ago — he  had  lived  alone  upon  the 
miserable  barge-like  house-boat  which  he 
called  Fe  Daisy  Belle,  There,  no  man  or 
woman  came  near  him.  Save  for  myself 
and  such  company  as  he  found  at  the 


nei^bouring  inns,  he  was  utterly  alone. 
The  solitude  and  the  shame  of  his  positioii 
added  fire  to  his  craving.  A  pleasant, 
big-hearted,  by  no  means  uncultmed  man 
when  sober,  he  was  now  a  confiimed 
dipsomaniac.  Nothing  but  absolute  con- 
finement could  have  drawn  him  from  the 
gulf  into  which  he  had  plunged.  An 
optimist  would  have  given  him  a  coapfe 
of  years  of  life  ;  a  pessimist  three  months. 
And  this  was  the  man  who  was  about  to 
throw  in  his  lot  with  a  tow-haired  choras 
girl,  and  to  begin  life  anew  under  the 
inspiration  of  her  painted  face. 

From  any  point  of  view,  this  wild  idea 
of  Humphrey's  seemed  little  less  than  a 
tragedy.  The  man  had  one  foot  in  the 
grave  ;  he  was  the  victim  of  a  mania  which 
was  in  itself  a  disease  and  not  a  vice. 
What  money  he  was  possessed  of  sufficed 
barely  for  his  own  wants.  It  was  horrible 
to  contemplate  the  moment  when  he  would 
carr}'  home  this  chit  of  a  girl  to  add  to  his 
burdens.  That  she  would  save  him  from 
himself  was  not  to  be  thought  of.  The 
day  for  such  a  redemption  was  long 
[)ast.  Nor  did  I  deceive  myself  with 
the  hope  that  she  was  the  kind  of  creature 
who  could  bring  the  smallest  influence  to 
bear  upon  any  man.  The  more  I  thought 
of  it,  in  fact,  the  more  I  pitied  him.  He 
was  going  to  his  death  quick  enough  as  it 
was  ;  it  was  appalling  to  remember  that  a 
child  of  his  might  come  to  that  desperate 
heritage  of  weakness  and  mania.  His 
resolution  to  leave  the  drink  alone  could 
be  nothing  less  than  a  farce.  I  had  heard 
him  take  it  a  dozen  times  in  a  month.  It 
heralded  his  Christmas  debauch ;  it  was 
the  strength  of  his  midsummer  madness. 
And  he  had  never  to  my  knowledge  held 
to  it  three  days  together.  What  hope, 
then,  could  there  be  for  him  under 
conditions  of  deeper  poverty  and  new 
re?|>onsibiIities  .^ 

'i'hese  thoughts  and  others  kept  me 
from  my  betl  that  night.  At  four  o'clock, 
when  the  sun  rose,  I  was  still  smoking  in 
my  cabin.  The  [)icture  of  the  lonely  man 
working  there  to  make  his  poor  boat  g^ 
hau;iteil  me.  With  all  his  follies  and 
repulsive  weaknesses,  there  was  in  him 
that  which  men  love  in  their  friends.  ^ 
Hung  about  as  he  was  with  the  dead 
branches  of  searching  vices  and  wrecked 
hopes,  a  certain  sap  of  nobility  and  of  good- 
hearted  ness  yet  flowed  in  his  veins.  His 
fine  figure  and  clear-cut  face,  still  to  be 
called  handsome,  unquestionably  intel- 
lectual, only  added  to  the  pity  of  it.  The 
exacting  ideal  he  had  conjured  up  out  of 
the  very  dull  reality  of  the  theatre  spoke 
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of  that  tenderness  and  respect  with  which 
he  had  treated  all  women.  I  had  never 
shut  my  eyes  to  the  fact  that  I  felt  a 
sincere  friendship  for  him  ;  but  what  to  do 
to  help  him  in  this,  the  last  crisis  of  his 
life  as  it  must  be,  I  knew  no  more  than 
the  dead. 

At  a  quarter  past  four  o*clock,  finding 
no  answer  to  the  enigma,  I  went  upstairs 
and  lay  down  in  a  steamer-chair.  A  warm 
westerly  breeze  had  come  up  again  with 
the  sun,  and  the  sweetness  of  the  morning 
was  exhilarating  beyond  experience.  The 
light  airs  brought  delicious  perfumes  on 
their  breath ;  the  field  against  which  my 
ship  was  moored  was  ablaze  with  marsh- 
marigold  ;  countless  dusky  i)urple  snake's- 
heads  gave  colour  to  the  waving  grasses  of 
the  backwater.  The  very  solitude,  the 
lap  of  the  little  waves  in  the  pool,  the 
first  warmth  of  a  Mav  sun,  the  note  of 
birds  in  the  near  woods,  the  sport  of  the 
rising  chub,  the  deserted  towing-path,  the 
shuttered  cottages — all  these  helped  to 
that  sense  of  perfect  rest  which  is  the  best 
of  the  river's  unnumbered  gifts.  But  the 
thought  of  the  man  yonder  and  of  his 
tragedy  kept  me  from  sleep.  I  found 
myself  saying,  this  thing  must  not  be ;  I 
began  to  wonder  what  his  plight  would  be 
a  week,  a  month  hence.  Would  his 
friends  continue  to  pay  him  the  pittance 
under  these  new  conditions  ?  How  long 
would  his  Mar^'gold  suffer  the  hardships  of 
her  home  }  What  would  become  of  him 
when  she  went  back  to  her  old  occupa- 
tions }  And  yet,  was  it  business  of  mine  } 
Prudence  answered,  **  No." 

As  I  sat  upon  the  roof  of  my  ship,  I 

could  see  Ye  Daisy  Belle  moored  up  then^ 

where  the  river  bends  towards  the  islands. 

Smoke  rising  from  the  tin  chimney  (^f  the 

kitchen  told  me  that  Humphrey  was  still 

awake.     I  beheld   him  presently  carrying 

pots  of  ferns  to  the  roof,  and  busy  in  his 

endeavour  to  mend  the  tattered  awning. 

The    flimsy   curtains  with    which    he    had 

decorated   his    saloon  now   streamed   out 

straight  in  the  breeze.     The  man  himself 

liad  put  on  an  old   Merton  coat  and  white 

ilannels.     I  was  glad  to  see  his  activity, 

and  to  remember  that  all  the  drink  he  had 

aboard    was   safe   in    my   own   gig.      He 

^'ould    be   sober  at    any   rate    upon    his 

^'edding-day. 

When  1  had  watched  him  thus  a  little 
'while,  and  had  concluded  that  he  must 
^o  on  as  he  would  for  anything  I  could  do, 
the  strong  air  of  morning  got  the  better  of 
me,  and  1  slept  in  the  chair.  Humphrey 
himself  eventually  awoke  me  somewhere 
about    the    hour   of  half- past   five.      He 


had  sculled  himself  down  in  his  dinghy, 
and  now  hailed  me  with  a  strength  of  voice 
above  the  ordinar}'. 

"  Jack,  ahoy !  You  lazy  old  beggar, 
get  up,  or  I  '11  shy  a  boot  at  you." 

I  rubbed  my  eyes  and  asked  him  what 
he  wanted. 

**Are  you  forgetting  it*s  my  wedding- 
day,"  said  he,  *'  and  you  asleep  when  you 
should  be  wishing  me  luck  t  Look  at  the 
sunrise  ;  isn't  it  beautiful  }  Jack,  I  feel 
twenty  again." 

He  sprang  upon  the  ladder  and  came  up 
to  me.  His  face  was  flushed  and  his  eyes 
were  ver}'  bright.  I  saw  that  he  had  changed 
his  dress  again,  and  wore  the  only  black 
coat  he  had  possessed  for  five  years.  A 
buttonhole  of  rosebuds  helped  him  to 
smartness  ;  but  his  patent  leather  boots 
were  woefully  seedy,  and  his  shirt-cuffs 
were  frayed  beyond  concealment. 

"  Old  man,"  said  he,  when  he  had  come 
up  to  me,  *'  I  haven't  slept  a  wink  all 
night  for  thinking  of  Marygold.  I  can't 
believe  it 's  true  that  she's  coming  to  me 
even  now.  That 's  the  way  of  it.  Life 
has  cheated  me  pretty  often ;  but  if  it 
cheats  me  to-day,  my  God,  I  shall  go  mad  ! 
You  can't  know  what  that  girl  is  to  me  ;  I 
tremble  when  I  touch  her  hands.  I  don't 
believe  there 's  been  a  minute  for  a  month 
past  when  I  haven't  seen  her  face  near 
mine.  It  seems  to  be  another  world  to 
think  of  her." 

He  went  on  in  the  same  excited  strain 
for  some  time,  then  suddenly  reminded 
me  of  my  promise  to  lend  him  the  gig. 

"  I  wouldn't  fancy  bringing  her  home  in 
that  dirty  old  tub,  you  see,"  .said  he,  "  and 
you  can  think  that  I  'd  like  to  put  the  best 
side  on  things  to-day.  She 's  coming  over 
from  Oxford  by  the  nine  fifteen,  and  we 
shall  have  a  bit  of  a  breakfast  at  the 
Elephant  after.  Her  company  was  playing 
at  Oxford  last  night,  and  she's  bringing 
over  half-a-dozen  of  her  friends  to  see  her 
off".  They're  not  the  kind  of  men  you 
and  I  like,  but  that  can't  be  helped  to-day. 
J  shall  take  care  that  she  keeps  out  of 
their  way  after  tliis.  It's  pretty  bad  to 
remember  that  she  was  ever  with  such  a 
lot,  but  what  can  you  say  }  A  girl  can't 
starve,  and  she's  no  i)ec)i)le.  It  will  be 
different  when  we're  together.  And  if 
she  likes  the  old  place,  we'll  soon  make  it 
what  it  should  be.  If  you'll  let  me  have 
the  gig  now,  I  could  smarten  it  up  with  a 
few  flowers  against  her  coming.  I'm  sure 
you'll  do  this  for  me.  Jack." 

I  told  him  that  he  might  have  the  gig, 
and  he  hurried  away  to  decorate  her.  He 
was  so   wound   up  that   his   hand   shook 
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while  he  fixed  the  stretcher;  and  it  was 
then  that  I  remembered  the  present  he 
had  made  me  overnight.  The  hquor  still 
lay  where  he  had  tossed  it,  and  I  called 
out  to  him  to  hand  it  up  to  me, 

"  You'd  better  make  a  sort  of  bailiff  of 
that,"  said  I  ;  "I'm  rather  jealous  of  my 
presents." 

"Quite  right,"  he  cried;  "I  shall  be 
the  better  without  it." 

With  this  he  handed  the  stuff  up  to  me. 


"  You  see,"  he  went  on,  "  she  might  be 
ill.  It  would  be  cruel,  don't  you  think. 
Jack,  to  have  nothing  about  ?  " 

"  1 — I  never  thought  of  that." 

"  Then  I  '11  take  it.  Good  luck  to  you, 
old  man.  When  1  see  you  again,  she  '11 
be  my  wife." 

He  rowe<l  awav  rajjidly,  leaving  me  with 
unspukfn  words  upon  my  iips.  It  was  not 
until  he  was  out  of  hail  that  the  whole  of 
the  resjionsiliilily  I  had  taken  upon  myself 


bottle  by  bottle,  until  there  remained  but 
one  of  cognac,  of  which  (he  cork  had 
been  drawn.  A  glass  of  the  spirit  had 
been  drunk,  perhaps,  and  when  he  observed 
this,  he  paused. 

"  Don't  you  think  I  ought  to  have  a 
little  brandy  in  the  house  ?  "  he  asked. 

His  question  struck  upon  my  ear  like  ;i 
strange  suggestion.  I  had  only  to  com- 
mand anti  he  would  leave  the  brandy  with 
me.  For  a  moment  a  whole  freshet  of 
reasoning  rushed  upon  my  brain.  But  I 
remained  dumb. 


began  to  be  a  bur<ien.  Had  I  done  well 
to  let  him  go  ?  \\'as  there  any  happiness 
for  him  with  this  woman  ?  \\'ould  marriage 
help  him  ?  Again,  I  reasoned  as  I  had 
reasoned  during  the  night ;  again,  the 
answer  was  the  same.  I  could  only 
mutter,  "  fiod  help  him,"  and  go  to  my 
bed! 

*  •  •  « 

At  twelve    o'clock,   my  man   knocked 

upon  my  bed-room  door,  and  told  me  that 

strange  things  were  happening  at  fe  Hairy 
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"  There 's  two  boat-loads  of  theatricals 
gone  up  the  river.  Sir,"  said  he,  "  and  now 
they're  caUing  for  Mister  Duncan,  I 
rather  fancy  he  don't  hear  'em.  Sir." 

Ijumped  from  my  bunkand  began  todress. 

"  Is  there  a  lady  with  the  party, 
Robert  ? "  1  asked. 

He  shook  his  head. 

"  I  didn't  see  any  of  that  kind,"  he 
rephed  ;  "  there  's  a  woman  in  red " 

I  interrupted  him  sharply. 

"  And  Mr.  Duncan  ?" 

"  Don't  ask  me  that,  Sir ;  you  may  guess 
how  he  is." 

A  few  minutes  later,  I  sculled  to  Ve  Daisy 


BelU  in  Humphrey's  dinghy.  Half-a-dozen 
skiffs  were  drifting  around  the  wretched 
hulk.  In  one  of  them  the  woman  named 
Marygold  was  screeching  coarse  abuse  with 
all  her  lungs.  A  blatant  cad,  in  a  long 
grey  overcoat  and  a  low  hat,  was  hammer- 
ing at  the  cabin  door  with  a  stick.  Three 
more  of  the  same  order  were  swelling  the 
chorus  and  consoling  the  girl.  But  the 
Honourable  Humphrey  lay  insensible  upon 
his  sofa.    ' 

I  turned  the  gang  away  with  threats  of 
the  police,  and  then  put  the  man  to  bed. 
Nor  was  the  burden  of  my  responsibility 
any  longer  a  hea\'y  one. 


JIIK    UKIXKI.Xti-I'MrMAlX.      i;\    \v. 


nORLifNMD 

-  .  -GRANT  -^v-L-EN" 


t 


x1 


^ 


X  the  slope  hy  the  mountain-ashes, 
where  the  riilf,'c  curves  <Ion-nward 

into  the  combe  nilh  the  plantation 

of  vounj;  lart'h -trees,   1    met  Peter 

■i;,'h    leailinff   his   donkey —  .-J/rnrfw 

"  |ennv  looks  fai  enough,  I'eter,"  I 

ilh'ii  nod  as  I  passed  on  the  narrow 

ih  :  ■'  and  yet  then^  isn't  much  grass 

re   for  her  to  feed  upon."      "  I-ard 

loiir  soul,  Sir,"  Peter  answered  with 

;;msive  smile,  "grass  ain't  what  she 

It  don't  uowavs  agree  with  her. 

all    the    better   with    bracken   and 

-tops."      Kurwn-tops   is   good,  like 

;lc|iieeii.    And  I  believe  he  wasright, 

iliirs  from  all  time  have 

to  rich  mcadow-feed- 

desccndants  nowadays 

I  a  !ield  of  clover  they 

,   at    once,    and    suffer 

from    the    unexpected 

All   the  dwelhrrs  on   our  moor  Jn  like 

r  are  poor  relations,  so  lo  speak,  as 

e   horse    is   lo   the   donkey.     They  are 

sers   in   the   siniggle    for    life,   yet    not 

lite  hopeless  losers  ;  creatun-s  that  have 

lapted  themselves  lo  the  worst  positions, 

ssful  races 

mt.     The 

ing  some- 

elnd  Kuropean 
would  starve  and  freeze,  finding  nothing 
to  subsist  npon.  Just  so  on  the  moor; 
heather,  furze,  and  bracken  eke  out  a 
])recarious  livelihood  on  the  sandy  soil 
where  grasses  and  garden  flowers  die 
iih  the  earth  for  them  with  leaf-mould  from 
the  bottoms  and  good  manure  from  the  farmyards. 

More  than  that,  you  may  lake  it  as  a  general  rule  that  where  grass  will  grow 
there  is  no  chance  for  heather.  Not  that  the  heather  doesn't  like  rich  soil,  and 
flourish  in  it  amazingly — when  it  can  get  it.  If  you  sow  it  in  garden  borders,  and 
keep  it  well  weeded,  it  will  thrive  ai)ace  as  it  never  throve  in  its  poor  native  loam, 
among  the  stones  and  rubble.  Bui  the  weeding  is  the  secret  of  its  success  under 
such  conditions.  It  isn't  that  the  heather  won't  grow  in  rich  soil,  any  more  than  that 
beggars  can't  live  on  pheasant;  but  grasses  and  dandelions,  daisies  and  clovers,  can 
easily  give  it  points  in  such  spots,  and  beat  it.     In  a  very  few  iieeks  you  will  find  the 


endure    for   a    momi 
>gian    [licks  up  a  liv 


ont  at  once,  unless 
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lowland  plants  have  grown  tall  and  lush, 
while  the  poor  distanced  heather  has 
been  overtopped  and  crowded  out  by  its 
sturdier  competitors.  That  is  the  reason 
why  waterside  irises  or  Alpine  gentians 
will  grow  in  garden  beds  under  quite 
different  circumstances  from  those  under 
which  wc  find  them  in  the  state  of  nature  ; 
the  whole  secret  lies  in  the  fact  that  we 
restrict  competition.  Cultivation  means 
merely  digging  out  the  native  herbs,  and 
keeping  them  out,  once  ousted,  in  favour 
of  other  plants  which  we  choose  to  protect 
against  all  their  rivals.  In  rich  lowland 
soils  the  grasses  and  other  soft  succulent 
herbs  outgrow  such  tough  shrubs  as  ling 
and  Scotch  heather.  Ikit  in  the  poverty- 
stricken  loam  of  the  uplands,  the  grasses 
and  garden  weeds  find  no  food  to  batten 
upon ;  and  there  the  heather,  to  the 
manner  born,  gets  at  last  a  fair  field  and 
no  favour.  It  is  adapted  to  the  moors  as 
the  camel  is  to  the  desert ;  both  have  been 
driven  to  accommodate  themselves  to  a 
wretched  and  thirsty  environment ;  but 
both  have  made  a  virtue  of  necessity,  and 
risen  to  the  occasion  with  commendable 
ingenuity. 

Everything  about  the  heather  shows 
long-continued  adaptation  to  arid  con- 
ditions. Its  stems  are  wiry ;  its  leaves  are 
small,  very  dry,  uninviting  as  foodstuffs, 
curled  under  at  the  edge,  and  so  arranged 
in  every  way  as  to  defy  evaporation.  Rain 
sinks  so  rapidly  through  the  sandy  soil 
the  plant  inhabits  that  it  docs  its  best  to 
economise  every  drop,  just  as  we  human 
inhabitants  of  the  moorland  economise  it 
by  constructing  big  tanks  for  the  storage 
of  the  rain-water  that  falls  on  our  roof- 
trees.  Warping  winds  swcej)  ever  across 
the  wold  with  parching  effect ;  so  the 
heather  makes  its  foliage  small,  square,  and 
thickly  covered  by  a  hard  epidermis  as  a 
protection  against  undue  or  excessive  dry- 
ness. It  aims  at  being  drought-proof.  Its 
purple  bells,  in  like  manner,  instead  of 
being  soft  and  fleshy,  as  is  the  case  with 
the  corollas  of  meadow-blossoms  like  the 
corn-poppy,  or  woodland  flowers  like  the 
wild  hvacinth,  are  hard  and  drv,  so  as  to 
waste  no  water ;  dainty  waxen  petals  like 
those  of  the  dog-rose  or  the  cherry-blossom 
would  wilt  and  wither  at  once  before  the 
harsh,  dry  blasts  that  career  unchecked 
over  the  open  moorland.  Yet  the  heather- 
bells,  though  quite  dead  and  papery  to  the 
touch,  are  brilliantly  coloured  to  attract 
the  upland  bees,  and  form  such  wide 
patches  of  purple  and  pink  as  you  can 
nowhere  match  among  the  largely  wind- 
fertilised  herbage  of  the  too  grass-green 


water  -  meadows.  Upland  conditions, 
indeed,  always  produce  rich  flowers  :  the 
most  beautiful  flora  in  Europe  is  that  of 
the  Alps,  just  below  the  snow-line  ;  it  has 
been  developed  by  the  stray  Alpine  moths 
and  butterflies.  Larger  masses  of  colour 
are  needed  to  attract  these  free-flying 
insects  than  serve  to  catch  the  eyes  of  the 
more  business-like  and  regular  bees  who 
go  their  rounds  in  lowland  districts. 

Is  not  the  donkey  himself  a  product  of 
somewhat  similar  conditions  ?  Oriental 
in  his  origin,  he  seems  to  be  merely  the 
modern  representative  of  those  ancestral 
horses  which  did  not  succeed  in  the 
struggle  for  existence.  Every  intermediate 
stage  has  now  been  discovered  between 
the  true  horses  with  their  flowing  tails  and 
silky  coats,  and  the  true  donkeys  with  their 
tufted  tails  and  shaggy  hair,  the  middle 
terms  being  chiefly  found  in  the  northern 
plains  of  Asia.  Now,  our  horses,  I  take  it, 
are  the  descendants  of  those  original 
horse -and -donkey -like  creatures  which 
took  to  the  grassy  meadows,  and  so 
waxed  fat  and  kicked,  and  developed 
exceedingly ;  while  our  donkeys,  I  imagine, 
are  the  poor,  patient  offspring  of  those 
less  lucky  brothers  or  cousins  which  were 
pushed  by  degrees  into  the  deserts  and 
arid  hills,  and  there  grew  accustomed  to  a 
very  sparse  diet  of  the  essentially  prickly 
and  thorny  shrubs  which  always  inhabit 
such  spots,  just  as  gorse  and  heather 
inhabit  our  British  uplands.  That  is  why 
the  donkey  thrives  so  excellently  to  this 
day  on  thistles  and  nettle-tops:  they 
represent  the  ancestral  food  of  his  kind 
for  many  generations.  Certainly,  at  the 
present  time,  wherever  we  find  horses  wild 
it  is  in  broad,  grass-clad  plains  or  steppes 
or  pampas ;  wherever  we  find  donkeys  or 
donkey-like  animals  wild,  it  is  among 
desert  or  half-desert  rocks  and  on  arid 
hillsides.  It  would  seem  as  though  the 
horse  was  in  the  last  resort  a  donkey 
grown  big  and  strong  by  dint  of  good 
living  and  free  space  to  roam  over; 
while  the  donkey,  on  the  other  hand, 
is  in  the  last  resort  a  horse  grown 
small  and  ill-proportioned  through  want 
of  good  food  and  insufficient  elbow-room. 
It  is  noteworthy  that  in  small  islands  like 
the  Shetlands  small  breeds  of  horses  are 
developed  in  adaptation  to  the  environ- 
ment ;  though,  the  food  being  still  good 
pasture  in  a  well -watered  country,  they 
retain  in  most  respects  their  horse-like 
aspect.  But  a  vengeance  o*  Jenny's  case  ! 
I  have  wandered  far  afield  from  Peter 
^ashleigh's  donkey,  to  have  got  so  soon 
into  evolutionary  biology! 
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A  LIFE  AND  DEATH  STRUGGLE. 
It  isn't  often  a  man  can  stand  at  his 
own  drawing  -  room  window  and  be 
the  interested  spectator  at  a  combat  of 
wild  beasts,  where  one  antagonist  not 
only  conc^uers,  but  also  fairly  devours  the 
other !  \  et  such  Roman  sport  i  have  just 
this  moment  been  unlucky  enough  to 
witness.  Unlucky  enough,  I  say,  because 
the  victor  did  not  first  kill  and  then  eat 
his  victim,  as  any  combatant  with  a  spark 


poor  unsuspicious  annelid,  feeling  the 
joy  of  spring  stir  in  his  sluggish  veins, 
comes  to  the  surface  for  a  moment  in 
search  of  those  fallen  leaves  which  form 
the  staple  of  his  blameless  vegetarian  diet. 
No  mole  shakes  the  earth ;  the  sod  is 
fresh  and  moist ;  here  seems  a  propitious 
moment  for  an  above-ground  excursion. 
So  the  earthworm  pokes  out  his  head  and 
peers  around  him  inquiringly ;  peers,  I 
venture  to  say,  blind  beast  though  he  be. 


of  chivalry  in  his  nature  would  have  done. 
but  slowlv  chewed  him  up  alive  before  my 


feelings   of  the 

unfortunate  crcai 

I  don't  mean  to 

cobra.      The  assailn 

defender  an  earthwi 

we  all    know,   are   sweet   songsters  when 

they  have  dined.    Has  not  Cleorge  Meredith 

hymned   them,    as   Shelley   the    skylark  ? 

But  if  you  want  to  see  the  poetrj-  taken 

clean  out  of  a  thrush,  just  watch  him  as  he 

catches  and  devours  an  earthworm !     The 


sideralion  for  the 
mquished  than  if  the 
e  had  been  a  vcRotable. 

i  a  thrush,  the 
Now,  thrushes. 


because  his  method  of  feeling  his  way  and 
exploring  by  touch  is  so  human  and  in- 
quisitive. Hut  embodied  Fate  is  on  the 
natch,  silent,  keen-eyed,  immovable  ;  and 
no  sooner  docs  that  slimy  soul  poke  his 
nose  above  the  ground  than  the  thrush  is 
upon  him,  quick  and  deadly  as  lightning.  In 
one  second  the  creature  feels  himself  seized 
by  one  of  his  scaly  rings,  held  fast  in  an  iron 
vice,  and  slowlv  chewed  piecemeal  with 
the  utmost  deliberation.  He  wriggles  and 
squirms,  but  all  in  vain;  the  thrush  munches 
calmly  on,  now  with  this  side  of  his  bill, 
now  that,  drawing  the  worm  ring  by  ring 
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fh)m  the  soil  to  which  he  desperately 
clings,  and  enjo3dng  him  as  he  goes  witn 
most  evident  gusto. 

Both  are  intruders  here.  When  first  we 
came  to  our  hill-top  there  were  no 
thrushes  and  no  earthworms,  no  house- 
martins  and  no  sparrows.  But  the  build- 
ing of  one  simple  red -tiled  cottage  set  up 
endless  changes  in  the  fauna  and  flora.  A 
whole  revolution  was  inaugurated  over  a 
realm  of  three  acres.  The  house-martins 
were  the  first  to  come  ;  they  settled  in 
before  us.  Ancestral  instinct  has  taught 
them  to  know  well  that  where  a  house  is 
built  there  will  be  eaves  to  nest  under, 
and  people  will  inhabit  it,  who  throw  about 
meat  and  fruit,  which  attract  the  flies ;  and 
flies  are  the  natural  diet  of  house-martins. 
The  sparrows  came  next ;  but  the  thrushes 
loitered  longer.  And  the  manner  of  their 
coming  was  after  this  fashion. 

The  powers  that  be  had  decided  on 
a  tennis-lawn.  Previously  nothing  but 
heather  and  gorse  spread  over  the  hill- 
top ;  that  is  the  native  vegetation  of  this 
light  sandstone  upland.  But  in  order  to 
have  tennis  you  must  needs  have  a  sward  ; 
so,  much  against  the  grain,  we  grubbed  up 
wild  heath  enough  to  make  a  court,  and 
sowed  it  for  a  tennis-lawn.  Grass  cannot 
grow,  however,  on  such  poor  light  soil  as 
suits  heather  best,  so  we  imported  a  few 
cartloads  of  mould  and  manure  from  a 
farm  in  the  valley.  With  the  mould  came 
worms,  who,  finding  a  fair  field,  began 
to  be  fruitful  and  multiply  and  replenish 
the  earth  with  laudable  rapidity.  Few  or 
no  earthworms  live  in  the  shallow  sand  of 
the  open  moor ;  and,  though  a  mole  or 
two  can  just  eke  out  a  precarious  living 
here  and  there  in  the  softer  and  grassier 
hollows — I  see  their  mounds  every  day  as 
I  cross  the  common — worms  were  not 
nearly  abundant  enough  to  tempt  the 
epicurean  and  greedy  thrushes  from  the 
shelter  of  the  valley.      For  the  mole,  you 


see,  goes  out  hunting  underground  on  the 
traH  of  the  earth-worm ;  but  the  thrush 
must  needs  depend  upon  the  few  stray 
stragglers  which  come  to  the  surface 
morning  and  evening. 

No  sooner  had  worms  begun  to  make 
castings  on  the  lawn,  however,  than  some 
Columbus  thrush  discovered  a  new  world 
was  opened   to  him.     He   and  his  mate 
took  formal  possession  of  the  patch  of 
green,    which   they  hold    as    their  own, 
using  it   regularly  as  a  private   hunting- 
ground.     Every  other  tennis-lawn   in  the 
neighbourhood  similarly  supports  its  pair 
of  thrushes,   as   (according  to  the  poet) 
every   rood   of  ground   in  England  once 
**  maintained  its  man."   One  of  our  neigh- 
bours  has   three   lawns,   terraced    off  in 
steps,   and  each  has  been  annexed  by  a 
particular  thrush   family,   which   holds  it 
stoutly     against    all    comers.       It    is    a 
curious   sight  in   spring,  when  the   nest- 
lings are  young,  to  see  the  parent  birds 
going  carefully  over  the  ground — surveying 
it  in  squares,  as  it  were,  the  cock  a  little 
in   front,   the   hen  hopping  after  him  at 
some  distance  on  one  side,  and  making 
sure  that  not  an  inch  of  the  superficial  area 
remains  unhunted.     They  eat  many  snails, 
too,  breaking  the  shells  against  big  stones ; 
and  they  hunt  for  slugs  now  and  then  in 
the  moist  ditch  by  the  roadway.      While 
the  nestlings  are  unfledged  the  industry  of 
the  elder  birds  is  ceaseless ;  for  they  lay  in 
early  spring,  and  have  to  rear  their  young 
while    food    is    still    far  from    cheap  or 
abundant.     And,  oh !  but  it  is  a  gruesome 
sight  to  see  them  teaching  the  young  idea 
of  their  kind  how  to  tackle  a  worm — how 
to  drag  him  from  his  burrow,  ring  after 
ring,  as  he  struggles,  to  chop  him  up  and 
mangle  him  till  resistance  and  escape  are 
absolutely  hopeless,   and  then  to  devour 
him  piecemeal.     But  in  autumn  the  fierce 
heart  of  the  carnivore  softens ;  Avorms  being- 
then  scarce,  he  condescends  to  berries. 
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FROM   THE   MEMOIRS   OF   A  MINISTER   OF   FRANCE. 

By  STANLEY  J.   WEYMAN. 
THE      CAT     AND      THE      KING. 


IT  was  in  the  spring  of  the  year  1 609  that 
at  the  King's  instance  I  had  a  suite 
of  apartments  fitted  up  for  him  at  the 
Arsenal,  that  he  might  visit  me  whenever 
it  pleased  him,  without  putting  my  family 
to  inconvenience ;  in  another  place  will 
be  found  an  account  of  the  six  thousand 
crowns  a  year  which  he  was  so  obliging 
as  to  allow  me  for  this  purpose.  He 
honoured  me  by  using  these  rooms,  which 
consisted  of  a  hall,  a  chamber,  a  wardrobe, 
and  a  closet,  two  or  three  times  in  the 
course  of  that  year,  availing  himself  of  my 
attendants  and  cook  ;  and  the  free  oppor- 
tunities of  consulting  me  on  the  Great 
Undertaking  which  this  plan  afforded 
led  me  to  hope  that  notwithstanding  the 
envy  of  my  detractors,  he  would  continue 
to  adopt  it.  That  he  did  not  do  so,  nor 
ever  visited  me  after  the  close  of  that 
year,  was  due  not  so  much  to  the  lament- 
able event,  soon  to  be  related,  which 
within  a  few  months  deprived  France  of 
her  greatest  sovereign,  as  to  a  strange 
matter  that  attended  his  last  stay  with  me. 
I  have  since  had  cause  to  think  that  this 
did  not  receive  at  the  time  as  much  atten- 
tion as  it  deserved ;  and  have  even 
imagined  that  had  I  groped  a  little  deeper 
into  the  mystery  I  might  have  found  a 
clue  to  the  future  as  well  as  the  past,  and 
averted  one  more,  and  the  last,  danger 
from  my  beloved  master.  But  Providence 
would  not  have  it  so;  a  slight  indisposition 
under  which  I  was  suffering  at  the  time 
rendered  me  less  able,  both  in  mind  and 
body,  the  result  being  that  Henry,  who 
was  always  averse  to  the  publication  of 
these  ominous  episodes,  and  held  that 
being  known  they  bred  the  like  in  mis- 
chievous minds,  had  his  way,  the  case 
ending  in  no  more  than  the  punishment 
of  a  careless  rascal. 

On  the  occasion  of  this  last  visit — the 
third,  I  think,  that  he  paid  me — the  King, 
who  had  been  staying  at  Chantilly,  came 
to  me  from  Lusarche,  where  he  lay  the 
intervening  night.     My  coaches  went  to 
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meet  him  at  the  gates  a  little  before  noon, 
but  he  did  not  immediately  arrive,  and 
being  at  leisure  and  having  assured  myself 
that  the  dinner  of  twelve  covers,  which  he 
had  directed  to  be  ready,  was  in  course  of 
preparation,  I  went  with  my  wife  to  inspect 
his  rooms  and  satisfy  myself  that  every- 
thing was  in  order. 

They  were  in  charge  of  La  Trape,  a  man 
of  address  and  intelligence,  whom  I  have 
had  cause  to  mention  more  than  once  in 
the  course  of  these  memoirs.  He  met  me 
at  the  door  and  conducted  us  through  the 
rooms  with  an  air  of  satisfaction ;  nor 
could  I  find  the  slightest  fault,  until  my 
wife,  looking  about  her  with  a  woman's 
eye  for  minute  things,  paused  by  the  bed 
in  the  chamber,  and  directed  my  attention 
to  something  on  the  floor. 

She  stooped  over  it.  '*  What  is  this  }  " 
she  asked.     "  Has  something  been " 

*'  Upset  here  ? "  1  said,  looking  also. 
There  was  a  little  pool  of  white  liquid  on 
the  floor  beside  the  bed. 

La  Trape  uttered  an  exclamation  of 
annoyance,  and  explained  that  he  had  not 
seen  it  before  ;  that  it  had  not  been  there 
five  minutes  earlier  ;  and  that  he  did  not 
know  how  it  came  to  be  there  now. 

'*  What  is  it  ?  '*  I  said,  looking  about  for 
some  pitcher  that  might  have  overflowed, 
but  finding  none.     **  Is  it  milk  .^" 

**  I  don't  know,  your  Excellency,"  he 
answered.  "  But  it  shall  be  removed  at 
once." 

"See  that  it  is,"  I  said.  "Are  the 
boughs  in  the  fireplace  fresh  }  "  For  the 
weather  was  still  warm,  and  we  had  not 
lit  a  fire. 

"  Yes,  your  Excellency — quite  fresh." 

**  Well,  see  to  that,  and  remove  it," 
I  said,  pointing  to  the  mess.  "  It  looks 
ill." 

And  with  that  the  matter  passed  from 
my  mind — the  more  completely  as  I  heard 
at  that  moment  the  sound  of  the  King's 
approach,  and  went  into  the  courtyard  to 
receive     him.       He     brought    with    him 
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Roquelaure,  De  Vic,  Erard  the  engineer, 
and  some  others,  but  none  whom  he  did 
not  know  I  should  be  glad  to  receive.  He 
dined  well,  and  after  dinner  amused  him- 
self with  seeing  the  young  men  ride  at  the 
ring,  and  even  rode  a  course  himself  with 
his  usual  skill ;  that  being,  if  I  remember 
rightly,  the  last  occasion  on  which  I  ever 
saw  him  take  a  lance.  Before  supper  he 
walked  for  a  time  in  the  hall  with  Sillery, 
for  whom  he  had  sent ;  and  after  supper, 
pronouncing  himself  tired,  he  dismissed 
all,  and  retired  with  me  to  his  chamber. 
Here  we  had  some  talk  on  a  subject  that  I 
greatly  dreaded — I  mean  his  infatuation 
for  ]\Iadame  dc  Conde  ;  but  about  eleven 
o'clock  he  yawned,  and,  after  thanking  me 
ibr  a  reception  which  he  said  was  quite  to 
his  mind,  he  bade  me  go  to  bed. 

I  was  halfway  to  the  door  when  he 
called  me  back.  "  Why,  Grand  ]\Iaster," 
he  said,  i)()inting  to  the  little  table  by  the 
head  of  the  bed  on  which  his  night  drinks 
stood,  "you  might  be  going  to  drown  me. 
Do  you  expect  me  to  drink  all  these  in  the 
night  ?  " 

"  I  think  that  there  is  only  your  posset, 
Sire,"  I  said,  "and  the  lemon-water  which 
you  generally  drink." 

"  And  two  or  three  other  things  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  they  have  given  your  Majesty 
some  of  the  Arbois  wine  that  you  were 
good  enough  to " 

"  Tut-tut !  "  he  said,  lifting  the  cover  of 
one  of  the  cups.  "  This  is  not  wine.  It 
may  be  a  milk-posset." 

*'  Yes,  Sire  ;  very  likely,"  I  said  drowsily. 

"  But  it  is  not !  "  he  answered,  when  he 
had  smelled  it.  "  It  is  plain  milk  !  Come, 
my  friend,"  he  continued,  looking  drolly 
at  me,  **  have  you  turned  leech,  or  I  babe 
in  arms  that  you  j)ut  such  strong  liquors 
before  me  ?  However,  to  show  you  that 
I  have  some  childish  tastes  left,  and  am 
not  so  depraved  as  you  have  been  trying 
to  make  me  out  for  the  last  hour — 1  will 
drink  your  health  in  it.  It  would  serve 
you  right  if  I  made  you  pledge  me  in  the 
same  liquor !  " 

The  cup  was  at  his  lips  when  I  sprang 
forward,  and,  heedless  of  ceremony,  caught 
his  arm.  "  Pardon,  Sire ! "  I  cried  in 
sudden  agitation.  **  If  that  is  milk  I  gave 
no  order  that  it  should  be  placed  here, 
and  I  know  nothing  of  its  origin.  I  beg 
that  vou  will  not  drink  it  until  I  have  made 
some  inquiry." 

**  They  have  all  been  tasted  ?  "  he  asked, 
still  holding  the  cup  in  his  hand  with  the 
lid  raised,  but  looking  at  it  gravely. 

**  They  should  have  been,"  I  answered. 
**  But  La  Trape,  whom  I  made  answerable 


for  that,  is  outside.  I  will  go  and  ques- 
tion him.  If  you  will  wait,  Sire,  a 
moment " 

"  No,"  Henry  said.     "  Have  him  here." 

I  gave  the  order  to  the  pages  who  were 
waiting  outside,  and  in  a  moment  La 
Trape  appeared,  looking  startled  and 
uncomfortable.  Naturally,  his  first  glance 
was  given  to  the  King,  who  had  taken  his 
seat  on  the  edge  of  the  bed,  but  still 
held  the  cup  in  his  hand.  After  asking 
the  King's  permission,  I  said,  **  What 
drinks  did  you  place  on  the  table  here, 
sirrah  ?  " 

He  looked  more  uncomfortable  at  this ; 
but  he  answered  boldly  enough  that  he 
had  served  a  posset,  some  lemon-water, 
and  some  milk. 

"But  orders  were  given  only  for  the 
lemon-water  and  the  posset,"  I  said. 

"  True,  your  Excellency,"  he  answered. 
"  But  when  I  went  to  the  pantr}-  hatch  to 
see  the  under-butler  carry  up  the  tray,  I 
found  that  the  milk  was  on  the  tray,  and  I 
supposed  that  you  had  given  another 
order." 

"  Possiblv  Madame  de  Sully,"  the  Kins: 
said,  looking  at  me,  "  gave  the  order  to 
add  it  ?  " 

"  She  would  not  presume  to  do  so. 
Sire,"  I  answered  sternly.  "  Nor  do  I  in 
the  least  understand  the  matter.  But  at 
one  thing  we  can  easily  arrive.  You 
tasted  all  of  these,  man  ?  " 

La  Trape  said  he  had. 

"  You  drank  a  quantity,  a  substantial 
quantity  of  each — according  to  the  orders 
given  to  you  .^"  I  persisted. 

"Yes,  your  Excellency." 

But  I  caught  a  guilty  look  in  his  eyes, 
and  in  a  gust  of  rage  I  cried  out  that  he 
lied.  "The  truth!"  I  thundered,  in  a 
terrible  voice.  "  The  truth,  you  villain  ! 
you  did  not  taste  all  }'' 

"I  did,  your  Excellency;  as  God  is 
above,  I  did  !  "  he  answered.  But  he  had 
grown  pale,  and  he  looked  at  the  King  in 
a  terrified  way. 

"You  did?" 

"  Yes  ! " 

Yet  I  did  not  believe  him,  and  I  was 
about  to  give  him  the  lie  again,  when  the 
King  intervened.  "  Quite  so,"  he  said  to 
La  Trape  with  a  smile.  "  You  drank,  my 
good  fellow,  of  the  posset  and  the  lemon- 
water,  and  you  tasted  the  milk,  but  you 
did  not  drink  of  it.  Is  not  that  the  whole 
truth  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sire,"  he  whimpered,  breaking 
down.     "  But  I — I  gave  some  to  a  cat." 

"  And  the  cat  is  no  worse  }  " 

"  No,  Sire." 
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"  There,  Grand  Master,"  the  King  said, 
turning  to  me,  "  that  is  the  truth,  I  think. 
What  do  you  say  to  it  ?  " 

"  That  the  rest  is  simple,"  I  answered, 
grimly.     "  He  did  not  drink  it  before;  but 
he    will    drink    it 
now.  Sire." 

TheKing.  sitting 
on  the  bed; 
laughed  and  1 00k  u  li 
at  La  Trape,  as  if 
his  good-naturi: 
almost  led  him  to 
interpose.  But 
after  a  moment's 
hesitation  he 
thought  better  of 
it,  and  handed  mi' 
the  cup.  ■■  Vi^ry 
well,"  he  said;*"  he 
is  your  man.  Have 
your  way  with  him. 
Afterall,  he  should 
have  drunk  it." 

•'  He  shall  drink 
it  now,  or  be  broken 
on  the  wheel !  "  I 
said,  "Do  you 
hear,  you?"  I  ton- 
tinued,  turning  to 
him  in  a  white  heat 
of  rage  at  the 
thought  of  his 
negligence, and  the 
price  it  might  have 
cost  me.  "Take 
it,  and  beware  that 
you  do  not  drop  or 
spill  it.  For  I 
swear  that  that 
shall  not  save  you." 
He  took  the  cup 
with  a  pale  face, 
and  hands  that 
shookso  much  that 
he  needed  both  to 
support  the  vessel. 
He  hesitated,  too, 
so  long  that,  had  I 
not  possessed  the 
best  of  reasons  for 
believing  in  his 
fidelity,  I  should 
have  suspected 
him  of  more  than 
negligence.  The 
shadow  of  hb  tall  figure  seemed  to  waver 
on  the  tapestry  behind  him :  and  with  a 
little  imajgination  I  might  have  thought 
that  the  lights  in  the  room  had  sunk.  The 
soft  whispering  of  the  pages  outside  could 
be  heard,  and  a  btifled  laugh  ;  but  inside 


there  was  not  a  sound.      He  carried  the 
cup  to  his  lips ;  then  he  lowered  it  again. 
I  took  a  step  forward. 

pace,  his  face  ghastly. 


"Patience,  Exceliei 


"  he  said  hoarsely. 
"I  shall  drink  it; 
but  I  want  to  speak 
first." 

"■Speak!"  the 
King  answered. 

"If  there  is 
death  in  it,  I  take 
(lod  to  witness  that 
I  know  nothing, 
and  knew  nothing. 
There  is  some 
witch's  work  here ; 
it  is  not  the  first 
time  that  I  have 
come  across  this 
di-vil's  milk  to-day. 
But  I  take  God  to 
H-itness   I    know 


He  did  not  finish 


the 


but 


drawing  a  deep 
breath,  raised  the 
cup  to  his  lips.  I 
saw  the  apple  in 
his  throat  rise  and 
fall  with  the  effort 


h  e 


.■3II01 


iiade 


but    he 


drank  so  slowly 
that  it  seemed  to 
uic  that  he  would 
never  drain  the 
cup.  Nor  did  he. 
for  when  he  had 
swallowed,  as  far 
as  1  could  judge 
from  the  tilting  of 
the  cup,  about  half 
of  the  milk,  Henry 
rose  suddenly  and, 
seizing  it.  took  it 
from  him  with  his 

'•  That  will  do," 
theKingsaid.  "Do 
you  feel  ill  ?  " 

La  Trape  drew 

a  trembling  hand 

hich  the  sweat  stood 

beads  ;    but   instead  of  answering   he 

.  gazing  fixedly  before  him. 

We  waited    and  watched,  and  at  length, 

when   I   should   think  three  minutes  had 

elapsed,  he  changed  his  position  for  one 


across  his 
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of  greater  ease,  and  I  saw  his  face  relax. 
The  unnatural  pallor  faded,  and  the  open 
lips  closed.  A  minute  later  he  spoke. 
'*  I  feel  nothing.  Sire,"  he  said. 

The  King  looked  at  me  drolly.  "  Then 
take  five  minutes  more,"  he  said.  **  Go 
and  stare  at  Judith  there,  cutting  off  the 
head  of  Holofernes " — for  that  was  the 
story  of  the  tapestry — **and  come  when  I 
call  you." 

La  Trape  went  to  the  other  end  of  the 
chamber.  **  Well,"  the  King  said,  inviting 
me  by  a  sign  to  sit  down  beside  him,  '*  is 
it  a  comedy  or  a  tragedy,  my  friend  ?  Or, 
tell  me,  what  was  it  he  meant  when  he  said 
that  about  the  other  milk  ?  " 

I  explained,  the  matter  seeming  so 
trivial  now  that  I  came  to  tell  it — though 
it  had  doubtless  contributed  much  to  J.a 
Trape's  fright — that  I  had  to  apologise. 

"Still,  it  is  odd,"  the  King  said.  ** These 
drinks  were  not  here  at  that  time,  of 
course  ?  " 

**  No,  Sire ;  they  have  been  brought  up 
within  the  hour." 

**  Well,  your  butler  must  explain  it." 
And  with  that  he  raised  his  voice  and  called 
La  Trape  back,  who  came,  looking  red 
and  sheepish. 

**  Not  dead  yet  ?"  the  King  said. 

**  No,  Sire." 

**  Nor  ill?" 

"  No,  Sire." 

**  Then  begone.  Or  stay  !  "  Henry  con- 
tinued. **  Throw  the  rest  of  this  stuff 
into  the  fireplace.  It  may  be  harmless, 
but  I  have  no  mind  to  drink  it  by  mis- 
take." 

La  Trape  emptied  the  cup  among  the 
green  boughs  that  filled  the  hearth,  and 
hastened  to  withdraw.  It  seemed  to  be 
too  late  to  make  further  inquiries  that 
night ;  so  after  listening  to  two  or  three 
explanations  which  the  King  hazarded, 
but  which  had  all  too  fanciful  an  air  in  my 
eyes,  I  took  my  leave  and  retired. 

Whether,  however,  the  scene  had  raised 
too  violent  a  commotion  in  my  mind,  or  I 
was  already  sickening  for  the  illness  1  have 
mentioned,  I  found  it  impossible  to  sleep, 
and  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  night  in 
a  fever  of  fears  and  forebodings.  The 
responsibility  which  the  King's  presence 
cast  upon  me  lay  so  heavily  upon  my 
waking  mind  that  I  could  not  lie ;  and 
long  before  the  King's  usual  hour  of  rising 
I  was  at  his  door  inquiring  how  he  did. 
No  one  knew,  for  the  page  whose  turn  it 
was  to  sleep  at  his  feet  had  not  come  out ; 
but  while  I  stood  questioning,  the  King's 
voice  was  heard,  bidding  me  enter.  I 
went  in,  and  found  him  sitting  up  with  a 


haggard  face,  which  told  me,  before  he 
spoke,  that  he  had  slept  little  better  than  I 
had.  The  shutters  were  thrown  wide  open, 
and  the  cold  morning  light  poured  into  the 
room  with  an  effect  rather  sombre  than 
bright;  the  huge  figures  on  the  tapestry 
looming  huger  from  a  drab  and  melan- 
choly background,  and  the  chamber  pre- 
senting all  those  features  of  disorder  that 
in  a  sleeping-room  lie  hid  at  night,  only 
to  show  themselves  in  a  more  vivid  shape 
in  the  morning. 

The  King  sent  his  page  out,  and  bade 
me  sit  by  him.  "  I  have  had  a  bad  night,'^ 
he  said,  with  a  shudder.  **  Grand  IMaster, 
I  doubt  that  astrologer  was  right,  and  I 
shall  never  see  Germany,  nor  carry  out  my 
designs." 

Seeing  the  state  in  which  he  was,  I  could 
think  of  nothing  better  than  to  rally  him, 
and  even  laugh  at  him.  **  You  think  so 
now,  Sire,"  I  said.  **  It  is  the  cold  hour. 
By  and  by,  when  you  have  broken  your 
fast,  you  will  think  differently." 

**  But,  it  may  be,  less  correctly,"  he 
answered  ;  and  as  he  sat  looking  before 
him  with  gloomy  eyes,  he  heaved  a  deep 
sigh.  *'  My  friend,"  he  said  mournfully, 
"  1  want  to  live,  and  I  am  going  to  die. 

"  Of  what  ?  "  I  asked  gaily. 

"I  do  not  know ;  but  1  dreamed  last 
night  that  a  house  fell  on  me  in  the  Rue 
de  la  Ferronerie,  and  I  cannot  help  think- 
ing that  I  shall  die  in  that  way." 

"  Very  well,"  I  said.  **  It  is  well  to- 
know  that." 

He  asked  me  peevishly  what  I  meant. 

*'  Only,"  I  explained,  "that,  in  that  case^ 
as  your  Majesty  need  never  pass  through 
that  street,  you  have  it  in  your   hands  ta 
live  for  ever." 

"  Perhaps  it  may  not  happen  there — in 
that  very  street,"  he  answered. 

"And  perhaps  it  may  not  happen  yet,"" 
I  rejoined.  And  then,  more  seriously, 
"  Come,  Sire,"  I  continued,  "  why  this 
sudden  weakness  ?  I  have  known  vou  face 
death  a  hundred  times." 

"  But  not  after  such  a  dream  as  I  had 
last  night,"  he  said,  with  a  grimace ;  yet  I 
could  see  that  he  was  already  comforted. 
"  I  thought  that  I  was  passing  along  that 
street  in  my  coach,  and  on  a  sudden, 
between  St.  Innocent's  Church  and  the 
notary's — there  is  a  notary's  there  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sire,"  I  said,  somewhat  surprised. 

"  I  heard  a  great  roar,  and  something 
struck  me  down,  and  I  found  myself 
pinned  to  the  ground  in  darkness,  with 
my  mouth  full  of  dust,  and  an* immense 
beam  on  my  chest.  I  lay  for  a  time  in 
agony,  fighting  for  breath,  and  then  my 


FROM  THE   MEMOIRS  OF  A  MINISTER  OF   FRANCE. 


413 


brain  seemed  to  burst  in  my  head,  and  I 
awoke." 

**  I  have  had  such  a  dream,  Sire,"  I  said 
drily. 

**  Last  night  ?  " 

*•  No,"  I  said,  "  not  last  night." 

He  saw  what  I  meant,  and  laughed ;  and 
being  by  this  time  quite  himself,  left  that 
and  passed  to  discussing  the  strange  affair 
of  La  Trape  and  the  milk.  **  Have  you 
found,  as  yet,  who  was  good  enough  to 
supply  it  .^  "  he  asked. 

**  No,  Sire,"  I  answered.  '*  But  I  will  see 
La  Trape,  and  as  soon  as  I  have  learned 
an)thing  your  Majesty  shall  know  it." 

**  I  suppose  he  is  not  far  off  now,"  he 
suggested.  **  Send  for  him.  Ten  to  one 
he  will  have  made  inquiries,  and  it  will 
amuse  us." 

I  went  to  the  door  and,  opening  it  a 
trifle,  bade  the  page  who  waited  send  La 
Trape.  He  passed  on  the  message  to  a 
crowd  of  sleepy  attendants,  and  quickly, 
but  not  before  I  had  gone  back  to  the 
King's  bedside,  La  Trape  entered. 

Having  my  eyes  turned  the  other  way,  I 
did  not  at  once  remark  anything.  But  the 
King  did ;  and  his  look  of  astonishment, 
no  less  than  the  exclamation  which 
accompanied  it,  arrested  my  attention. 
**  St.  Gris,  man  !  "  he  cried.  **\Vhat  is  the 
matter  ?     Speak  !  " 

La  Trape,  who  had  stopped  just  within 
the  door,  made  an  effort  to  do  so,  but  no 
sound  passed  his  lips  ;  while  his  pallor  and 
the  fixed  glare  of  his  eyes  filled  me  with 
the  worst  apprehensions.  It  was  impossi- 
ble to  look  at  him  and  not  share  his 
fright,  and  I  stepped  forward  and  cried 
out  to  him  to  speak.  **  Aiiswer  the  King, 
man,"  I  said.     **  What  is  it  ?  " 

He  made  an  effort,  and  with  a  ghastly 
grimace,  **  The  cat  is  dead !  "  he  said. 

For  a  moment  we  were  all  silent.  Then 
I  looked  at  the  King,  and  he  at  me,  with 
gloomy  meaning  in  our  eyes.  He  was  the 
first  to  speak.  "The  cat  to  which  you 
gave  the  milk  ?  "  he  said. 

**  Yes,  Sire,"  La  Trape  answered  in  a 
voice  that  seemed  to  come  from  his  heart. 

**  But  still,  courage  ! "  the  King  cried. 
**  Courage,  man  !  A  dose  that  would  kill  a 
cat  may  not  kill  a  man.    Do  you  feel  ill  ?  " 

**  Oh,  yes.  Sire,"  La  Trape  moaned. 

"  What  do  you  feel  ?  " 

"  I  have  a  trembling  in  all  my  limbs, 
and  ah — ah  !  my  God,  I  am  a  dead  man ! 
I  have  a  burning  here — a  pain  like  hot 
coals  in  my  vitals  !  "  And,  leaning  against 
the  wall,  the  unfortunate  man  clasped  his 
arms  round  his  body  and  bent  himself  up 
and  down  in  a  paroxysm  of  suffering. 


"  A  doctor !  a  doctor !  "  Henry  cried, 
thrusting  one  leg  out  of  bed.  **  Send  for 
Du  Laurens ! "  Then,  as  I  went  to  the 
door  to  do  so,  "  Can  you  be  sick,  man  ?  " 
he  asked.     "  Try  1 " 

**  No,  no  ;  it  is  impossible  !  " 

"But  try,  tr>'!     When  did  this  cat  die.^" 

**  It  is  outside,"  La  Trape  groaned.  He 
could  say  no  more. 

I  had  opened  the  door  by  this  time,  and 
found  the  attendants,  whom  the  man*s 
cries  had  alarmed,  in  a  cluster  round  it. 
Silencing  them  sternly,  I  bade  one  go  for 
M.  du  Laurens,  the  King's  physician,  while 
another  brought  me  the  cat  that  was  dead. 

The  page  who  had  spent  the  night  in 
the  King's  chamber  fetched  it.  I  told 
him  to  bring  it  in,  and  ordering  the  others 
to  let  the  doctor  pass  when  he  arrived, 
I  closed  the  door  upon  their  curiosity,  and 
went  back  to  the  King.  He  had  left  his 
bed  and  was  standing  near  La  Trape, 
endeavouring  to  hearten  him  ;  now  telling 
him  to  tickle  his  throat  with  a  feather,  and 
now  watching  his  sufferings  in  silence, 
with  a  face  of  gloom  and  despondency 
that  sufficiently  betrayed  his  reflections. 
At  sight  of  the  page,  however,  carrying 
the  dead  cat,  he  turned  briskly,  and  we 
both  examined  the  beast  which,  already 
rigid,  with  staring  eyes  and  uncovered 
teeth,  was  not  a  sight  to  cheer  anyone, 
much  less  the  stricken  man.  La  Trape, 
however,  seemed  to  be  scarcely  aware  of 
its  presence.  He  had  sunk  upon  a  chest 
which  stood  against  the  wall,  and,  with  his 
body  strangely  twisted,  was  muttering 
prayers  while  he  rocked  himself  to  and  fro 
unceasingly. 

"  It 's  stiff,"  the  King  said  in  a  low  voice. 
"  It  has  been  dead  some  hours." 

"  Since  midnight,"  I  muttered. 

"  Pardon,  Sire,"  the  page  who  was  hold- 
ing the  cat  said,  "  I  saw  it  after  midnight. 
It  was  alive  then." 

"  You  saw  it !  "  I  exclaimed.  **  How  ? 
Where  ?  " 

**  Here,  your  Excellency,"  the  boy 
answered,  quailing  a  little. 

"  What  ?     In  this  room  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Excellency.  I  heard  a  noise 
about — I  think  about  two  o'clock — and 
his  Majesty  breathing  very  heavily.  It 
was  a  noise  like  a  cat  spitting.  It 
frightened  me,  and  I  rose  from  my  pallet 
and  went  round  the  bed.  I  was  just  in 
time  to  see  the  cat  jump  down." 

"  From  the  bed  ?  " 

"  Yes,  your  Excellency.  From  his 
Majesty's  chest,  I  think." 

"And  you  are  sure  that  it  was  this 
cat  ?  " 
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"  Yes,  Sire ;  for  as  soon  as  it  was  on  the 
floor  it  began  to  writhe  and  roll  and  bite 
itself,  with  all  its  fur  on  end,  like  a  mad 
cat.  Then  it  flew  to  the  door  and  tried  to 
get  out,  and  again  began  to  spit  furiously. 
I  thought  that  it  would  awaken  the  King, 
and  I  let  it  out." 
.     "  And  then  the  King  did  awake  ?  " 

**  He  Avas  just  awakening,  your 
Excellency." 

"Well,  Sire,"  I  said,  smiling,  ''this 
accounts,  I  think,  for  your  dream  of  the 
house  that  fell  and  the  beam  that  lav  on 
your  chest." 

It  would  have  been  difficult  to  say 
whether  at  this  the  King  looked  more 
foolish  or  more  relieved.  Whichever  the 
sentiment  he  entertained,  however,  it  was 
quickly  cut  short  by  a  lamentable  cry  that 
drove  the  blood  from  our  cheeks.  La 
Trape  was  in  another  paroxysm.  '*  Oh, 
the  poor  man ! "  Henry  cried. 

**  I  suppose  that  the  cat  came  in  unseen," 
I  said,  "with  him  last  night,  and  then 
stayed  in  the  room  .^  " 

"  Doubtless." 

**  And  Avas  seized  with  a  paroxysm  here  ?" 

**  Such  as  he  has  now  !  "  Henry 
answered,  for  La  Trape  had  fallen  to  the 
floor.  **  Such  as  he  has  now  !  "  he 
repeated,  his  eyes  flaming,  his  face  pale. 
**  Oh,  my  friends,  this  is  too  much. 
Those  who  do  these  things  are  devils,  not 
men.  Where  is  Du  Laurens  ?  Where  is 
the  doctor  "^  He  will  j)erish  before  our 
eyes." 

"Patience,  Sire,"  I  said.  "lie  will 
come." 

"  But  in  the  meantime  the  man  dies." 

"No,  no,"  I  said,  going  to  La  Trape, 
and  touching  his  hand.  "  Yet  he  is  very 
cold."  And  turning,  I  sent  the  page  to 
hasten  the  doc*tor.  Then  I  begged  the 
King  to  allow  me  to  have  the  man  con- 
veyed into  another  room.  "  His  sufferings 
distress  you.  Sire,  and  you  do  him  no 
good,"  I  said. 

"  No,  he  shall  not  go !  "  he  answered. 
"  Ventre  Saint  Oris  !  Man,  he  is  dying  for 
me  1  He  is  dying  in  my  place.  He  shall 
die  here." 

Still  ill  satisfied,  I  was  about  to  press 
him  further  when  La  Trape  raised  his  voice 
and  feebly  asked  for  me.  A  page  who  had 
taken  the  other's  place  was  supporting  his 
head,  and  two  01  three  of  my  gentlemen, 
who  had  come  in  unbidden,  were  looking 
on  with  scared  faces.  I  went  to  the  poor 
fellow's  side,  and  asked  what  I  could  do 
for  him. 

"  I  am  dying  I  "  he  muttered,  turning  up 
his  eyes.     "  The  doctor  !  the  doctor!  " 


I  feared  that  he  was  passing,  but  I  bade 
him  have  courage.  "  In  a  moment  he  will 
be  here,"  I  said ;  while  the  King  in  dis- 
traction sent  messenger  on  messenger. 

"  He  will  come  too  late,"  the  sinking 
man  answered.     "  Excellency !  " 

"  Yes,  my  good  fellow,"  I  said,  stooping 
that  I  might  hear  him  the  better. 

"  I  took  ten  pistoles  yesterday  from  a 
man  to  get  him  a  scullion's  place ;  and 
there  is  none  vacant." 

"It  is  forgiven,"  I  said,  to  soothe  him. 

"  And  your  Excellency's  favourite  hound, 
Diane,"  he  gasped.  "  She  had  three 
puppies,  not  tv;o.     I  sold  the  other." 

"  Well,  it  is  forgiven,  my  friend.  It  is 
forgiven.     Be  easy,"  I  said  kindly. 

"  Ah,  I  have  been  a  villain,"  he  groaned. 
"  I  have  lived  loosely.  Only  last  night  I 
kissed  the  butler's  wench,  and " 

'•  Be  casv,  be  easv,"  I  said.  "  Here  is 
the  doctor,     He  will  save  vou  vet." 

And  I  made  way  for  •VL  du  Laurens, 
who,  having  saluted  the  King,  knelt  down 
by  the  sick  man  and  felt  liis  pulse,  while 
we  all  stood  round,  looking  down  on  the 
two  with  grave  faces.  It  seemed  to  me 
that  the  man's  eyes  were  growing  dim,  and 
I  had  little  hope.  The  King  was  the  first 
to  break  the  silence.  "  You  have  hope," 
he  said.     "  You  can  save  him  ?  " 

"  Pardon,  Sire,  a  moment,"  the  physician 
answered,  rising  from  his  knees.  "  Where 
is  the  cat  ?  " 

Someone  brought  it ;  and  ]\L  du  Laurens, 
after  looking  at  it,  said  curtly,  "  It  has  been 
})oisoned." 

La  Trape  uttered  a  groan  of  despair. 

"  At  what  hour  did  it  take  the  milk  ?  " 
the  physician  asked. 

"  A  little  before  ten  last  evening,"  I 
said,  seeing  that  La  Trape  was  too  far 
gone  for  speech. 

"Ah!     And  the  man?" 

"An  hour  later." 

Du  Laurens  shook  his  head,  and  was 
I)reparing  to  lay  down  the  cat,  which 
he  had  taken  in  his  hands,  when  some 
appearance  led  him  to  examine  it  again, 
and  more  closely.  "Why,  what  is  this  ?" 
he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  surprise,  as  he 
took  the  body  to  the  window.  "  Then*  is 
a  large  swelling  under  its  chin." 

No  one  answered. 

"Oive  me  a  pair  of  scissors,"  he  con- 
tinued ;  and  then,  after  a  minute,  when 
thev  had  been  handed  to  him,  and  he  had 
removed  the  fur,  "  Ha !  "  he  said  gravely, 
"  this  is  not  so  simple  as  I  thought.  The 
cat  has  been  poisoned,  but  by  a  prick  with 
some  sharp  instrument." 

The   King   uttered    an   exclamation   of 
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incredulity.     **  But  it  drank  the  milk,"  he 
said.     *'  Some  milk  that " 

**  Pardon,  Sire,"  Du  Laurens  answered 
positively.  **  A  draught  of  milk,  however 
drugged,  does  not  produce  an  external 
swelling  with  a  small  blue  puncture  in  the 
middle." 

'*  What  does?"  the  King  asked,  with 
something  like  a  sneer. 

**  Ah,  that  is  the  question,"  the  physician 
answered.  **  A  ring,  perhaps,  with  a 
poison-chamber  and  a  hollow  dart." 

**  But  there  is  no  question  of  that  here," 
I '  said.  "Let  us  be  clear.  Do  you  say 
that  the  cat  did  not  die  of  the  milk  ?  " 

"  I  see  no  proof  that  it  did,"  he 
answered.  "  And  nianv  thinu:s  to  show 
that  it  died  of  poison  administered  by 
puncture." 

*'  But  then,"  I  answered  in  no  little 
confusion  of  thought,  "  what  of  La 
Trape  ?  " 

He  turned,  and  with  him  all  eyes,  to  the 
unfortunate  equerry,  who  still  lay  seemingly 
moribund,  with  his  head  })ropped  on  some 
cushions.  M.  du  Laurens  advanced  to 
him  and  again  felt  his  pulse,  an  operation 
which  appeared  to  bring  a  slight  tinge  of 
colour  to  the  fading  cheeks.  "  How  much 
milk  did  he  drink  ?  "  the  physician  asked 
after  a  pause. 

"  More  than  half  a  pint,"  I  answered. 

"And  what  besides  ?" 

"  A  quantity  of  the  King's  })osset  and  a 
little  lemonade." 

"And  for  supper?  What  did  you 
have  ? "  the  leech  continued,  addressing 
himself  to  his  j)atient. 

"  1  had  some  wine,"  he  answered  feebly. 
"  And  a  little  Frontignac  with  the  butler ; 
and  some  honey-mead  that  the  gij^sy- 
wench  gave  me." 

"  The  gipsy-wench  ?" 

"  The  butler's  girl  of  whom  1  s])oke." 

]\L  du  Laurens  rose  slowly  to  his  feet, 
and,  to  my  amazement,  dealt  the  prostrate 
man  a  hearty  kick;  l)idding  him  at  the 
same  time  to  rise.  "  ( let  uj),  fool!  (iet 
up !  "  he  continued  harshly,  yet  with  a 
ring  of  triumph  in  his  voice  ;  "all  you 
have  got  is  the  colic,  and  it  is  no  more 
than  you  deserve,  (iet  up,  I  say,  and  beg 
his  Alajesty's  pardon  ! " 

"  But,"  the  King  remonstrated  in  a  tone 
of  anger,  "  the  man  is  dying  !  " 

"  He  is  no  more  dying  than  you  are, 
Sire,"  the  other  answered.  "Or,  if  he  is, 
it  is  of  fright.  There,  he  can  stand  as  well 
as  you  or  I !" 

And  to  be  sure,  as  he  spoke.  La  Trape 
scrambled  to  his  feet,  and  with  a  mien 
between  shame  and  doubt  stood  staring  at 


us,  the  very  picture  of  a  simpleton.  It  was 
no  wonder  that  his  jaw  fell,  and  his  impu- 
dent face  burned ;  for  the  room  shook 
\\  ith  such  a  roar  of  laughter — at  first  low, 
and  then  as  the  King  joined  in  it,  swelling 
louder  and  louder — as  few  of  ns  had  ever 
heard.  Though  I  was  not  a  little  mortified 
by  the  way  in  which  we  had  deceived  our- 
selves, I  could  not  help  joining  in  the 
laugh,  particularly  as  the  more  closely  we 
reviewed  the  scene  in  which  we  had  taken 
part,  the  more  absurd  seemed  the  jest.  It 
was  long  before  silence  could  be  obtained; 
but  at  length  Henry,  quite  exhausted  by 
the  violence  of  his  mirth,  held  up  his 
hand.     I  seized  the  opportunity. 

"  Why,  you  rascal !  "  I  said,  addressing 
La  Trape — who  did  not  know  which  way 
to  look — "  where  are  the  ten  crowns  of 
which  vou  defrauded  the  scullion  ?  " 

"  To  be  sure,"  the  King  said,  going  off 
into  another  roar.  "  And  the  third 
puppy  ?  " 

"Yes,"*  I  said,  "you  scoundrel!  And 
the  third  puppy  ?  " 

"Ay,  and  the  gipsy  girl?"  the  King 
continued.  "  The  butler's  wench — what 
of  her?  And  of  your  evil  living?  Begone, 
begone,  rascal ! "  he  continued,  falling 
into  a  fresh  paroxysm.  "  Or  will  you 
kill  us  in  earnest.  Would  nothing  else 
do  for  vou  but  to  die  in  mv  chamber? 
Bci^one  ! " 

1  took  this  as  a  hint  to  clear  the  room, 
not  only  of  La  Trape  himself  but  of  all; 
and    presentlv   onlv   I    and   Du    Laurens 
remained  with  the  King.  It  then  appeared 
that  there  was  still    a   mvsterv,   and    on& 
which  it  behoved  us  to  clear  up ;  inasmucli 
as  Du  Laurens  took  the  cat's  death  very 
seriously,    insisting   that    it   had    died    of 
poison  administered    in    a    most    sinister 
fashion,  and    one  that    could    not   fail  to 
recall  to  our  minds  the  Borgian  Popes.    It 
needed  no   more  than   this  to  direct  vtiy 
suspicions  to  the  Florentines  who  swarmed 
about  the  Queen,  and  against  whom  the 
King  had  let  drop  so   many  threats.     But 
the  indisposition  which  excitement  had  for 
a  time  kept  at  bay  began  to  return  upon 
me,  and  I  was  presently  glad  to  drop  the 
subject  and  retire  to  my  own  apartments, 
leaving  the  King  to  dress. 

Consequently,  I  was  not  with  him  when 
the  strange  discovery  which  followed  was 
made.  In  the  ordinary  course  of  dressing, 
one  of  the  servants  going  to  the  fireplace 
to  throw  away  a  piece  of  waste  linen, 
thought  that  he  heard  a  rat  stir  among  the 
boughs.  He  moved  them,  and  in  a  mo- 
ment a  small  snake  crawled  out,  hissing 
and  darting  out  its  tongue.     It  was  killed, 
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and  then  it  at  once  occurred  to  the  King 
that  he  had  the  secret  of  the  cat's  death. 
He  came  to  me  hot-foot  with  the  news, 
and  found  me  with  Du  Laurens,  who  was 
in  the  act  of  ordering  me  to  bed. 

I  confess  that  I  heard  the  story  almost 
with  apathy,  so  ill  was  I.  Not  so  the 
physician.  After  examining  the  snake, 
which  by  the  King's  orders  had  been 
brought  for  my  inspection,  he  pronounced 
that  it  was  not  of  French  origin.  "  It  has 
escaped  from  some  snake-charmer,"  he 
said. 

The  King  seemed  to  be  incredulous. 

**  I  assure  you  that  I  speak  the  truth. 
Sire,"  Du  Laurens  persisted. 

"  But  how  then  did  it  come  in  my 
room  ?  " 

**  That  is  what  I  should  like  to  know, 
Sire,"  the  physician  answered  severely ; 
"and  yet  I  think  that  I  can  guess.  It  was 
put  there,  I  fancy,  by  the  person  who  sent 
up  the  milk  to  your  chamber." 

**  Why  do  you  say  so  ?"  Henry  asked. 

**  Because,  Sire,  all  snakes  are  inordi- 
nately fond  of  milk." 

"  Ah ! "  the  King  said  slowly,  with  a 
change  of  countenance  and  a  shudder 
which  he  could  not  repress  ;  **  and  there 
was  milk  on  the  floor  in  the  morning." 

**  Yes,  Sire  ;  on  the  floor  and  beside  the 
head  of  your  bed." 

But  at  this  stage  I  was  attacked  by  a  fit 
of  illness  so  severe  that  I  had  to  break  in 
on  the  discussion  and  beg  the  King  to 
withdraw.  The  sickness  increased  on  me 
during  the  day,  and  by  noon  I  was 
prostrate,  neither  taking  interest  in  any- 
thing nor  allowing  others,  who  began  to 
fear  for  niv  life,  to  divert  their  attention. 


After  twenty-four  hours  I  began  to  mend, 
but  still  several  days  elapsed  before  I  was 
able  to  devote  myself  to  business,  and  then 
I  found  that,  the  master-mind  being 
absent,  and  the  King,  as  always,  lukeu-arm 
in  the  pursuit,  nothing  had  been  done  to 
detect  and  punish  the  criminal. 

I  could  not  rest  easy,  however,  with  so 
abominable  a  suspicion  attaching  to  my 
house,  and  as  soon  as  I  could  bend  my 
mind  to  the  matter  I  began  an  inquiry. 
At  the  first  stage,  however,  I  came  to  an 
impasse  :  the  butler,  who  had  long  been  in 
mv  service,  cleared  himself  without  diffi- 
culty,  but  a  few  questions  discovered  the 
fact  that  a  person  who  had  been  in  his 
department  on  the  evening  in  question 
was  now  to  seek,  having,  indeed,  dis- 
appeared from  that  time.  This  was  the 
gipsy-girl  whom  La  Trape  had  mentioned, 
and  whose  presence  in  my  household 
seemed  to  need  the  more  elucidation  the 
farther  I  pushed  the  inquiry.  In  the  end 
I  had  the  butler  punished,  but  though  my 
agents  sought  the  girl  through  Paris,  and 
even  traced  her  to  Meaux,  she  was  never 
discovered. 

The  aff"air,  at  the  King's  instance,  was 
not  made  public  ;  nevertheless,  it  gave  him 
so  strong  a  distaste  for  the  Arsenal  that  he 
did  not  again  visit  me  nor  use  the  rooms 
1  had  prepared.  That  later,  when  the  first 
impression  wore  off",  he  would  have  done 
so,  is  probable  ;  but,  alas !  within  a  few 
months  the  malice  of  his  enemies  prevailed 
over  my  utmost  precautions,  and  robbed 
me  of  the  best  of  masters  —  strangely 
enough,  as  all  the  world  now  knows,  at 
the  corner  of  that  very  Rue  de  la  Feron- 
nerie  which  he  had  seen  in  his  dream. 
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MR.  GEORGE   PALMIER,   J. P.,   AND   READING. 


IT  is  doubtless  an  excellent  sentiment 
which  has  caused  the  people  of 
Reading  to  raise  a  statue  of  Mr.  Cieorge 
Palmer  while  he  is  still  living  in  their 
midst.  But  even  when  Mr.  Palmer  is  no 
more,  they  will  surely  never  need  a  statue 
to  remind  them  of  what  he  was,  for  the 
town — as  it  is  to-day — is  his  best  memorial. 
The  pioneer  of  its  most  important  industry, 
a  leader  in  its  local  government,  its  repre- 
sentative in  the  House  of  Commons, 
Mr.  Palmer  has  for  fifty  years  occupied  a 
position  in  Reading  such  as  has  scarcely 
a  parallel  in  any  other  town.  Almost 
every  citizen  of  Reading  must  feel  that  his 
career  has  had  its  influence  upon  his  own, 
and  there  are  few  passengers  by  the  Great 
Western  Railway  who  do  not  think  of  his 
name  as  the  tall,  smokeless  factories  of  the 
biscuit-town  come  in  view. 

Mr.  Palmer  first  set  foot  in  Reading  in 
1 841.  It  was  then  a  town  of  some  16,000 
inhabitants,  having  many  trades  and  pre- 
eminence in  none.  Its  ancient  fame  for 
woollen  manufacture  had  long  since 
departed,  and  in  place  thereof  it  had  to 
obtain  its  livelihood  by  means  of  a  congeries 
of  small  industries,  such  as  sail-cloth,  shoe- 
strings, hat-bands,  and  pins.  The  late 
Mr.  Thomas  Huntley  had  recently  added 
to  the  number  the  making  of  biscuits,  and 
it  was  to  take  a  partnership  in  this  business 
that  Mr.  Palmer  left  his  native  village  ot 
Long  Sutton,  in  Somersetshire,  where 
his  highly  respected  Quaker  family 
had  long  resided.  There  was  only 
one  biscuit  then  made  on  a  whole- 
sale scale  for  general  consumption,  and 
it  was  to  this  that  the  old  proveri)  "  As 
hard  as  a  captain\s  biscuit "  referred.  The 
young  man — Mr.  Palmer  was  only  twenty- 
three  when  his  name  was  linked  with  that 
of  Mr.  Huntley — went  to  Reading  imbued 
with  the  idea  that  the  commercial  possi- 
bilities of  the  biscuit  did  not  begin  and 
end  with  the  hard  and  unpalatable  kind 
which  was  then  produced  there.  In  the 
course  of  a  short  time  he  introduced 
half-a-dozen  other  varieties,  all  of  which 
were  eagerly  purchased  by  a  surprised 
public.     With    the    introduction    of    free 


trade  in  wheat  in  1846  a  new  era  for 
^Messrs.  Huntley  and  Palmer  began,  and 
with  the  many  different  kinds  of  biscuits 
that  could  then  be  produced  much  more 
cheaply  than  the  old  "captain's  biscuit" — 
which  was  always  sold  at  a  penny — the 
business  of  the  firm  underwent  an  ex- 
pansion such  as  neither  partner  could 
have  anticipated  five  years  before.  In 
order  to  cope  with  the  enormous  demand 
which  had  sprung  up,  new  machinen  had  to 
be  invented,  regarding  which  Mr.  Palmer 
had  many  a  long  consultation  with 
engineers,  whom  he  got  to  carry  out  in 
steel  and  iron  the  ingenious  ideas  he  had 
formed  for  himself.  It  is  to  the  use  of 
this  m.achinery  that  the  Reading  biscuit 
business  owes  much  of  its  success,  and 
to-day  there  are  many  people  who  would 
be  only  too  glad  to  learn  some  of  its 
secrets.  In  1857  Mr.  Huntley  died,  and 
the  rapidly  developing  business  was  left 
entirely  in  the  hands  of  his  junior  partner. 
But  under  Mr.  Palmer's  vigorous  direction, 
assisted  by  two  brothers,  whom  at  this 
juncture  he  took  into  partnership,  it 
flourished  and  prospered  even  more  ex- 
ceedingly, and  with  it  the  fortunes  of 
the  Berkshire  capital. 

In  1 89 1  Mr.  (jeorge  Palmer  celebrated 
his  business  jubilee.  In  the  census  of 
that  year  Readmit  was  returned  as  a  town 
of  60,000  inhabitants,  more  than  a  tenth 
of  this  number  being  employed  in  the 
biscuit  -  factories.  And  on  that  jubilee 
(lay,  three  years  ago  last  November,  Mr. 
Palmer  could  congratulate  himself  upon, 
the  fact  that  in  the  creation  of  the  new 
Reading,  of  which  these  figures  sj)oke, 
the  best  features  of  the  old  had  been 
conserved.  The  i^rowth  of  a  urreat  industry 
has  involved  at  Reading  none  of  those 
sacrifices  of  pleasantness  and  cleanliness 
by  which  it  has  been  too  often  accom- 
panied. Messrs.  Huntley  and  Palmer's 
works  give  forth  no  soot-carrying  smoke 
to  blacken  bricks  and  mortar  and  blight 
the  beauty  of  leaf  and  flower.  Reading  is 
to-day  as  pleasant,  clean,  and  picturesque 
a  town  as  it  was  when  it  sheltered  not  a 
quarter  of  the  present  population. 
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Every  visitor,  indeed,  to  these  works 
leaves  with  the  impression  that  of  all 
industries  carried  on  under  the  modem 
factory  system  that  of  biscuit-making  must 
be  the  freest  from  hygienic  and  aesthetic 
objections.  During  the  last  twenty 
years,  too,  these  visitors  have  been  dis- 
tinguished as  well  as  numerous.  On 
entering,  through  a  broad  archway  in 
King  Street,  the  offices  of  the  firm,  I  am 
shown  several  massive  volumes  of  the 
visitors'  book,  and  turning  over  its  leaves 


for  a  while  in  the  great  packing- rooms, 
where  some  hundreds  of  the  nimble  fingers 
of  young  girls  are  employed  simply  in 
sorting  and  boxing  wafers  and  cracknels, 
rusks  and  gingerbreads,  or  some  of  the 
four  hundred  other  dainty  shapes  and 
forms  into  which  flour  is  converted  at 
Reading. 

The  biscuit- works,  with  such  accessories 
as  carpenters'  shops  and  engineers' 
foundries,  occupy  more  space  than  the 
eye  can  take  in  from  any  available  point 


I  come  across  such  names  as  Lord  Tenny- 
.son  and  Thomas  Carlyle,  the  Prince  of 
Wales  and  the  Duke  of  Cambridge.  One 
of  the  most  recent  volumes  has  a  par- 
ticularly brilliant  group  of  signatures, 
including  that  of  George  Meredith,  who 
in  the  column  headed  "  Profession  or 
Occupation,"  wrote  "literature";  and 
Henry  In'ing,  who  neglected  to  describe 
himself.  Both  gentlemen,  I  learned, 
went  over  the  works  during  the  time 
they  were  on  a  visit  to  .Mr.  Palmer 
at  Reading.  1  doubt  not  they  spent  an 
interesting  hour  or  so  wandering  through 
the  "mills"  and  the  bakeries,  inspecting 
the  great  ovens  and  cauldrons,  and  stopping 


of  view.  You  pass  from  one  building  to 
another  across  bridges  which  have  been 
placed  over  various  branches  of  the  river 
Kennet.  Built  thus,  the  factories  gain 
much  in  picturesque  appearance  and — 
what  is  much  more  to  the  utilitarian 
purpose  —  exceptional  convenience  as 
regards  the  conveyance  of  goods  by 
water,  but  they  have  consequently  suffered 
a  good  deal  on  several  occasions  from 
floods.  But  in  choosing  the  site  of  a 
factory  which  was  to  accommodate  only 
fifty  workpeople,  Mr.  Thomas  Huntley,  in 
1837,  could  never  have  imagined  in  his 
wildest  dreams  the  huge  buildings  that 
now   occupy  the   greater  part  of  the  diy 
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grounii  hctween  the  railway  and  King 
St^^^et.  \\'ilh  thi'  former  tl'icy  have,  of 
course,  long  been  placed  in  dirett  com- 
munication, and  biscuits  noiv  beg'"  their 
journeys    Hi    all    jiarts    of   the    world    in 


inquir\-  at  Reading.  Nor  has  Mr.  Palmer 
been  les.s  energetic  Jn  advancing  similar 
objects  throughout  the  town  generally. 
l-'rom  the  first  year  of  his  coming  to  it  he 
was   one  of  its'  most   active  and   public- 


■trucks  that  arc  brought  right  into 
the  packing- rooms. 

Kxtcnsive  as  the  works  are,  the 
processes  to  he  seen  in  them  are  much 
the  same  throughout — the  mixing  bv 
mechanical  power  of  the  various  ingre- 
dients contained  in  biscuits,  the  cutting 
them  and  stamping  them  with  the  name 
of  the  lirm  and  the  name  which  has  been 
given  to  ihetn,  the  baking  by  gradually 
passing  them  through  long  stone  ovens, 
then  the  sorting  and  packing.  One  <)r 
two  departments,  however,  have  their 
distinctive  features.  That  devoted  to  the 
wedding-cake,  for  example,  where  the 
design  and  its  execution  is  a  work  of  art 
in  which  several  men  of  exceptional  skill 
arc  engaged.  In  another  room  a  number 
of  girls  with  an  artistic  eye  are  emplojed 
in  dcci>rating  cakes  antl  biscuits  in-  means 
of  long  tubes  fdled  with  icing  or  sugar. 

To  anyone  acquainteti  with  Mr.  (ieorge 
Palmer  it  goes  without  saying  that  the 
reading-rooms  and  dining-rooms,  social, 
athletic,  and  benefit  clubs,  and  other 
things  designed  to  promote  the  comfort 
and  happiness  of  the  biscuit -workers  form 
one  of  the  most  interesting  subjects  of 


spirited  ciciKcns,  and  business  never 
claimed — or,  at  any  rate,  never  obtained — 
the  whole  of  his  time.  One  of  the  first 
things  he  did  in  the  town  of  his  adoption 
was  to  join  the  Jlechanics'  Literaij-  and 
Scientific  Institute — one  of  a  number 
which  came  into  existence  early  in  the 
century  under  the  inspiration  of  Lord 
ISrougliam's  movement-^where  he  was 
soon  regarded  as  an  enthusiast  in  the 
cause  of  education.  His  attention  was 
ne.tt  directed  to  the  elementary  schools  of 
the  town,  which,  with  the  help  of  several 
others,  he  was  able  both  to  increase 
and  improve.  Nor  did  the  claims  of 
a  rapidly  growing  business  prevent  him 
offering  his  services  to  his  fellow-citi- 
zens of  the  Town  Council,  which  so 
promptl)'  appreciated  them  that  in  1857 
he  was  elected  Mayor.  In  later  years  Mr. 
Palmer  was  able  to  give  an  even  larger 
portion  of  his  time  to  public  work,  be.cause 
of  the  relief  afforded  to  him  in  the  cares 
of  business  by  three  sons  and  three 
nephews,  all  of  whom  were  carefully 
trained  with  this  purpose  in  view.  He 
was  Vice  -  Chairman  of  Reading's  first 
School  Board,  and  in  1 S78  was  elected  as 
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one  of  its  two  members  of  Parliament. 
Mr.  Palmer  would  probably  have  cntured 
the  House  of  Commons  at  an  earlier  date 
were  it  not  for  disinclination  to  sp^nd  a 
considerable  part  of  the  year  away  from 
home.  Mr.  I%lmcr  voluntarily  ended  his 
Parliamentarv-  life  in  1885,  when  by  the 
Redistribution  Act  the  town  was  deprived 
of  one  of  its  stats.  There  can  be  little 
doubt  that  Reading  would  not  have  fallen 
that  year  to  the  Consenative  party  had 
Mr.  Palmer  again  offered  himself  for 
re-election.  At  any  rate,  with  Mr.  Palmer's 
eldest  son  as  their  candidate  in  iSgi,  the 
Liberals  had  little  itidiculty  in  recapturing 
the  scat. 

One  cannot  go  far  in  Reatling  without 
hearing  of  Mr.  Palmer's  good  tlt-eds.  The 
Palmer  Park  is  one  of  the  first  things 
which  the  stranger  is  taken  to  see.  It  is 
an  open  space  of  about  fifty  acres  on  the 
eastern  outskirts  of  the  town,  presented  to 
the  Corporation  by  ]\Ir.  Palmer  in  recogni- 
tion of  the  fact  that  it  was  tiiere  that  most 
bricks  and  mortar  had  been  used  as  the 
result  of  the  growth  of  the  biscuit  industry. 


the  honorary  freedom  of  the  borough ;  a 
great  procession  ]»assed  through  the  streets 
to  the  park  in  his  honour ;  and  the  statue  in 
Broad  Street  was  unveiled,  which,  with  that 
of  the  Queen  in  the  market-place,  is  one 
of  the  principal  featuresofReadinfi  to-day. 
It  has  taken  its  place  in  local  annals  as  the 
George  Palmer  day.  On  the  following 
evening  Jlr.  Palmer  was  entertained  at 
tiinner  by  all  the  lea<ling  men  of  the  town 
as  its  lirst  honorary  freeman.  Some  jears 
before  this  he  had  more  than  doubled  the 
si/e  of  a  recreation  ground  on  the  banks 
of  the  Thames,  which  the  Corporation,  in 
its  enlightcnmenl,  purchased  about  the 
middle  of  the  century,  making  it  twenty- 
six  acres  instead  of  twelve. 

It  is  on  the  King's  Meadows,  as  the 
ground  is  called,  that  the  cricket  and 
tbolball  clubs  of  Palmer's  works  jilay  their 
matches.  With  other  citizens  of  Reading, 
-Mr.  Palmer  has  shown  an  equal  regard  for 
the  recreation  of  the  people  in  defending 
against  the  claims  of  the  Crown  and 
private  persons  the  common  rights  in 
what    is   known    far   and    wide    as    "  The 
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Furnished  with  a  fine  pavilion  and  tastefully 
laid  out  at  his  expense,  the  park  was 
opened  on  the  day  Mr.  Palmer  celebrated 
his  business  jubilee — Nov.  4,  1891.  On 
the  same  occasion  he  was  presented  with 


Forhury."  This  ojicn  space  was  described 
in  one  of  the  earliest  jiages  of  the  Cor- 
poration records — Reading  was  incor- 
porated in  the  reign  of  Queen  Elizabeth — 
as  "  The  Berie,"  which  is  supposed  to  ba 
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a  corruption  of"  bury"  or  "  buig,"  i.e.,  a 
fortified  place,  and  on  this  supposition  has 
been  founded  the  thesis  that  it  was  the 
site  of  early  Saxon  Reading. 

Whatever  it  was  originally,  "The 
Forbury "  is  now  situated  right  in  the 
centre  of  the  town,  an  exceedingly  con- 
venient and  pleasant  breathing  space  for 
Reading  folk.  In  the  middle  of  the  paths 
and  flower-beds  has  been  erected  the 
colossal  cast-iron  statue  of  an  angr^-  lion, 
which  is  the  memorial  of  the  people  of  the 
county  to  the  300  officers  and  men  of  the 
Berkshire  Regiment  who  lost  their  lives  at 


as  the  abode  of  kings,  the  meeting-place 
of  Parliament,  and  an  interesting  theatre 
in  the  great  rebellious  movements  of  1642 
and  16SS. 

Although  proud  of  its  ancient  history-, 
Reading  is  by  no  means  wanting  in  the 
"  modem  spirit."  Among  the  smaller 
municipalities  there  are  few  more  active 
and  enterprising,  and  the  new  Town  Hall 
and  the  adjacent  buildings  bear  witness  to 
the  civic  feeling  of  its  inhabitants.  In 
1875  the  sum  of  ^10,000  was  spent  upon 
municipal  offices,  and  ;^6o,ooo  upon  a 
building  which  serves  the  varied  purposes 
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the  disastrous  battle  of  IVIaiivand  during 
our  last  Afghan  War.  It  was  the  work  of 
Mr.  George  Simonds,  the  sculptor  of  the 
Palmer  statue,  and  a  Reading  man,  from 
1884  to  1886.  From  the  hillock  near  this 
monument  can  be  enjoyed  a  good  view  of 
the  Thames  scenery,  and  walking  past  a 
pretty  fountain  and  some  rustic  seats,  one 
finds  the  ruins  of  the  famous  abbey  with 
the  foundation  of  which  by  Henrj'  I. 
,  '  ^an  the  history  of  the  town.  These 
/-grown  walls  and  moss-covered  stones 
.till  give  Reading  an  old-world  air  which 
Vieasantlj-  contrasts  with  its  rising  com- 
'lercial  importance.  It  moreover  brings 
lO  mind  the  not  unimportant  part  which 
the  town  has  played  in  the  national  annals 


of  a  town  hall,  public  library,  and  reading- 
room,  museum  and  schools  of  science  and 
art.  The  Corporation  contributed ;^io,ooo 
towards  this  expenditure,  and  provided  the 
site  ;  the  rest  was  raised  by  public  sub- 
scription, the  list  being  headed  by  large 
sums  from  Mr.  George  Palmer  and  his 
brother,  Mr.  William  Isaac  Palmer.  This 
gentleman  was  the  pioneer  of  the  public 
library  movement  in  Reading,  and  in 
recognition  of  the  fact  his  portrait  hangs 
in  the  central  reading'-  room.  In  the 
Council  Chamber,  by  the  way,  the 
portrait  of  Mr.  George  Palmer  has 
recently  been  added  to  those  of  other 
worthies  of  the  town,  including  Talfourd, 
the    judge,    who    was    its    representative 
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for  some  years  in  Pariiament ;  Archbishop 
Laud  and  Sir  Thomas  White,  Lord 
Mayor  of  London  in  1556,  who  were 
both  educated  at  Reading  Grammar 
School ;  and  John  Kendrick.  The  last- 
named,  a  wealthy  clothier,  may  he 
described  as  the  George  Palmer  of 
Reading  in  the  Elizabethan  era.  Amons; 
otherbenefactions  to  the  town,  he  endowcii 
a  house,  which  somehow  or  other  R<rt 
the  name  of  "  The  OraL-le,"  for  the  em- 
ployment of  the  poor  in  woollen  manu- 
facture, then  the  staple  industry'  of  the 
town.  The  scheme  came  to  grief,  as  the 
best-laid  schemes  of  pious  founders  are 
apt  to  do,  and  some  thirty  years  ago  the 
Governors  of  Christ's  Hospital,  to  whom 
old  John  Kendrick  directed  they  should 
revert  in  case  of  misapplication,  madi-  a 
successful  claim  to  the  funds  of  the  chnrity. 
The  Oracle  being  pidk'd  down  soon 
afterwards,  Reading  thus  lost  not  only  a 
valuable  charity,  but  also  a  vcri'  interesting 
memorial  of  its  medieval  life.  Other 
bequests  made  by  John  Kendrick  to  his 
native  town  arc  now  embodied  in  two 
higher  grade  schools  for  boys  and  girls, 
wluch  were  opened  in  1877  in  accordance 
with  a  scheme  of  the  Endowed  Schools 
Commission.  Speaking  of  schools, 
Reading  is  exceptionally  favoured,  I 
believe,  in  both  their  number  and  quality. 
The  historic  Grammar  School  has  of  lau: 
years  been  both  improved  and  enlarged, 
partly  owing  to  the  efforts  of  .Mr.  I'almer, 
who,  while  a  memberof  the  Town  Council, 
was  one  of  its  trustees. 


It  is  characteristic  of  the  man  whose 
career  in  the  Berkshire  town  I  have  been 
describing,  that  at  its  zenith  he  should  be 
content  to  occupy  the  same  moderate- 
sized  residence,  almost  in  the  heart  of  the 
town,  which  he  built  for  himself  as  a  rising 
man  of  business.  The  Acacias  is  not  the 
palatial  country  scat  in  the  picturesque 
neighbourhood  of  Reading  which  one  in 
imagination  pictures  on  hearing  it  spoken 
of  as  the  dwelling-place  of  the  head 
of  the  firm  of  Huntley  and  Palmer. 
It  is  just  an  old-fashioned,  foliage-sur- 
rounded villa  in  the  London  Road,  one 
of  a  number  inhabited  by  professional 
and  other  weli-to-<lo  citizens.  London 
Road  is,  however,  a  very  jileasant,  broad 
thoroughfare,  with  venerable  trees  on 
either  side  ;  and  the  garden  of  The 
Acacias,  as  I  see  it  from  the  drawing- 
room  during  a  conversation  with  Jlr. 
Palmer,  is  all  that  the  heart  can  desire. 
Paithful  throughout  his  three-score  years 
and  ten  to  the  doctrine  of  "plain  living 
and  high  thinking,"  Jlr,  Palmer  has  until 
recently  preserved  much  of  the  vigour  of 
his  youth,  and,  even  while  recovering  from 
a  long  and  severe  illness,  the  Xineleealh 
Cen/iiry  and  CnnUiiiponuy  by  his  side 
bespeak  to  the  observer  the  keen  interest 
be  still  takes  in  public  aflairs. 

Erederick  Dolmax. 
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WHAT  a  glorious  morning !  Why 
doesn't  she  come  ?  Oh,  bother ! 
they  *ve  rung  the  bell.  Our  side  has  got 
first  innings,  and  I  'm  to  go  in  second 
wicket  down.  Well,  I  needn't  get  on  my 
pads  until  the  first  man  is  out.  I  wish 
she  'd  come.  She  told  me  she  was  awfully 
fond  of  cricket,  too.  Time  *s  up  and 
they've  begun.  Well,  these  two  are  good 
for  fifty  between  them,  so  I  needn't  fuss. 
I  hope  old  Conquest  won't  be  the  first  to 
go,  or  he  '11  come  and  talk  to  her  while 
I  'm  in.  I  was  a  fool  to  introduce  him  to 
her  people.  There  she  is  at  last,  behind 
those  carriages.  No,  it  isn't.  What  are 
they  shouting  for  ?  {Looks  back,)  Oh,  a 
wicket  down,  and  Conquest's  too  !  How 
did  the  idiot  manage  it  }  I  believe  he  got 
bowled  on  purpose  to  rile  me.  Well,  I 
must  be  off.  Green 's  in,  and  he  's  un- 
commonly flukey — a  strong  hitter,  but  on 
a  tricky  wicket  like  this  he  '11  get  caught  to 
a  certainty. 

{Arrives  at  Pavilion^  puts  on  pads,  and 
surveys  distant  Enclosure.) 

Hullo,  there  she  is !  Front  row,  too  ! 
Must  have  come  in  the  moment  I  left. 
Ah,  what  rot  it  is !  Here  I  'm  stuck,  and 
Conquest  passes  me  grinning  on  his  way 
out.  I  can't  go  and  sit  by  her  until  my 
turn  comes ;  it 's  too  marked  to  come  on 
to  the  field  from  beside  her — she  wouldn't 
like  it ;  besides,  it 's  bad  form.  Here 
comes  the  ball !  What  a  pace  they  are 
scoring  at !  One  of  them  is  bound  to  be 
out  soon,  and  I  *11  bet  it's  (}reen.  I  sha'n't 
be  in  long,  and  there 's  an  hour  and  a  half 
yet  before  lunch,  so  I  shall  have  lots  of 
time  to  go  to  see  her. 

{Hal/  an  hour  later.) 

If  there's  much  more  of  this  tomfoolery 
I  '11  go.  Conquest 's  been  sitting  beside 
her  for  twenty  minutes,  keeping  me  on  the 
grill.  If  I  didn't  know  a  wicket  would  go 
the  instant  I  started  I  'd  saunter  round. 
How  is  it  I  used  to  love  cricket  so,  and 
to-day  it  seems  to  me  the  most  senseless 


rubbish  on  earth  ?  Another  quarter  gone ; 
at  this  rate  I  sha'n't  see  her  before  lunch. 
Oh,  mercy  !  there 's  Green  out !  Now  I 
can  go.  I  mus'n't  start  before  he  gets 
here — it 's  indecent ;  but,  all  the  same,  I 
never  knew  a  fellow  take  five  minutes  to 
walk  to  the  pavilion  before.  Here  he  is  ; 
now  I  'm  off. 

{After  second  ove^?) 

Talk  about  a  tricky  wicket,  what  did 
they  mean  ?  I  never  played  on  a  better 
one  in  my  life.  It's  perfectly  splendid. 
I  can't  miss  a  ball.  Well,  never  mind ;  if 
she  knows  anything  of  the  game  she  must 
see  1  'm  playing  a  much  better  innings  than 
Conquest  did.  Hallo !  where  is  she  ?  She  dis- 
appeared while  I  was  at  the  other  end  :  that 
fool  who  is  in  with  me  had  the  board  moved 
right  in  front  of  her  and  Conquest,  so 
they  're  behind  it.  They  don't  seem  to 
mind  much.  Oh  !  this  is  fiendish — all  my 
best  strokes  thrown  away  !  I  never  made 
such  a  pretty  cut  in  my  life  as  that.  I 
must  forget  about  her,  and  enjoy  my 
innings  :  if  that  brute  wasn't  beside  her, 
I  could.  Oh !  they  've  come  out,  have 
they  ?  Discovered  they  couldn't  see  the 
wicket  after  staring  ten  minutes  at  the 
board.  I  wish  I  could  get  out,  but  I 
can't.  My  bat  always  seems  to  be  in 
exactly  the  right  place,  and  I  'm  timing  the 
bowling  to  the  fraction  of  a  second.  Good 
idea  for  a  nightmare — fellow  forced  to  go 
on  batting  and  running  when  he  is  dying 
to  be  out !  What  a  lovel>  man  this  is  to 
hit !  —  a  boundary  this  time,  and  no 
mistake  :  it  will  pitch  right  out  of  the 
ground.  I  needn't  run.  Did  she  see  that  ? 
Hallo  !  where  is  she  ?  Good  heavens ! 
she's  exactly  where  the  ball  is  going! 
Oh,  gracious  !  it  '11  hit  her !  I  've  killed 
her  !  No  !  Conquest  starts  up  and  stops 
it  before  it  pitches.  What  an  extraordinary 
thing !  Why  did  they  move  on  to  the  leg 
side  ?  That  idiot  might  have  known  that 
was  my  best  stroke.  I  believe  he  took  her 
there  on  purpose,  so  that  he  might  save 
her.      If  it  was  anyone  else,  I  should  feel 
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grateful  10  him.  I  ran'l  imagine  wliat  I 
should  have  Oonc  if  I  *(1  hit  her.  1  should 
never  have  got  over  it.  I  shall  never  |)ut 
all  my  strength  into  a  stroke  again  while 
she's  on  the  ground.  Never  mimi,"  All's 
well  that  ends  well,"  and  it  will  make  an 
excellent  opening  for  all  sorts  of  tender 
speeches  when  1  do  get  out.  Oh,  bother ! 
the    other    man  '^  out.     He   might   have 


knoHH  Wainwrighl  would  send  him  down 
a  straight  one  presently,  when  he 's  been 
jilaving  for  the  break  every  ball  this  over, 
ihc-n  lie  wouldn't  have  played  in.side  it. 
and  put  it  into  slip's  hands.  I  wish  I  had 
done  n — why  can't  I  Ret  out  ?  I  suppose 
I'm  too  well  principled  not  to  play  all  I 
know.  How  they  dawdle!  It'll  be  lunch 
time  directly,  and  then  1  'II  have  to  finish 
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inings  aften^'ards.     Here  he  is.    Now 

»y,  a  good  one  please."    How  *s  that  ? 

Thank  you,  Mr.  Umpire.     I  believe 

ve  attained  the   unique  position   of 

^  the  only  man  who  was  ever  satisfied 

a  decision  which  gave  him   out  for 

before."     Now  for  the  pavilion,  and 

hooray,   enclosure !      Have    I    been 

)r  nearly  an   hour  ?     Couldn*t   have 

ved  it. 

aches  Enclosure  ami  meets  Conquest.) 

I,  despair !  She  *s  gone,  and  I  'm 
n  to  the  humiliating  expedient  of 
g  Conquest  about  her  movements. 
to  fulfil  a  luncheon  engagement,  had 

{ust  waited  to  sec  the  next  wicket 
could  screw  his  neck  for  his 
\y  patronising  manner.  It  *s  just  like 
:heek  to  chaff  me  about  that  ball — 
In't  have  given  him  a  better  oppor- 
y  if  he  was  a  hero  of  mine !  Can't 
I  him  much  longer.  Hope  I  sha'n't 
lext  to  him  at  lunch. 

{After  luncheon  intenml.) 

*8  over,   and   I    wander    round    dis- 

>late.     What  ages  she  is  in  coming 

I     Well,  they've  begun  again.     She 

be  here  soon.     Let  *s  see — a  quarter 

hour  each  way  and  half  for  luncheon. 
am't  be  here  just  yet.  I  must  possess 
3ul  in  patience.  It 's  glorious  to  think 
'e  the  whole  afternoon  before  me.  On 
rhole,  I  *m  glad  I  went  in  so  early. 
*s  that }  Another  poor  beggar  out 
)efore  wicket.  I  *11  bet  he  's  not  so 
ied  with  the  decision  as  I  was !     Five 

to  go.  I  wish  they  'd  play  more 
ully.  Good  heavens  !  Bobby  *s  taken 
liddle  stump  first  ball !  He  '11  do  the 
trick  soon.  Wretched  creature !  I 
:  knew  him  bowl  so  well  before. 
dawdle,  dawdle;  don't  be  so  quick, 
e  's  no  need  to  run  down  the  pavilion 
.  Here  she  is  at  last !  Oh !  whv 
she  stop  to  talk  to  a  lot  of  people  by 
oor  ?  And  why  does  she  stand  there 
id  of  sitting  down  ?  There  are  lots 
ipty  seats. 

{Ten  minutes  iater,) 

e  has  sat  down  now.  I  can  go  to 
I  try  to  catch  her  eye.  Oh  !  she  has 
ed  up  again,  and  sat  down  in  a  kind 
only-for-a-minute "  way  in  front  of 
Julia.  I  can't  go  there.  She  has 
her  parasol,  so  she'll  come  back 
:ntly.  Oh  I  you  fool,  why  couldn't 
jet  hold  of  it  ?  The  wicket-keeper 
lave  you  to  a  certainty,  if  he  can  only 
mder  it.  It 's  high  enough.  He  's 
ight  out  to  square  leg.     There,  he  has 


you  I  I  told  you  so.  Serve  you  right ! 
Only  three  more  to  come.  Next  man  in. 
Oh  !  be  careful,  do  be  careful !  what  does 
a  run  more  or  less  matter  ?  It 's  a  regular 
rot,  they  are  going  down  like  ninepins. 
These  two  are  flurried.  There  's  an  over- 
throw, (jo  on  ! — no  don't ;  get  back  ! 
Oh  !  he 's  out.  It 's  all  up  with  me.  Our 
**  tail  "  is  perfectly  disgraceful.  Oh,  joy! 
she  *s  moving ;  she  's  coming  this  way. 
No,  she 's  not ;  She 's  going  to  the  tent 
with  Lady  Julia.  Why,  it's  actually  after 
four  o'clock,  and  they  have  gone  to  tea, 
and  there  's  Conquest  gone  too  !  Why 
don't  I  know  Lady  Julia.?  There's  a 
catch  at  cover-point,  right  into  his  hands — 
couldn't  have  missed  it  if  he  'd  tried.  Oh, 
how  fast  the  time  goes !  I  've  been  round 
anil  spoken  to  everyone  I  know  in  the 
enclosure,  and  in  five  minutes  more  we 
shall  have  to  go  out  on  the  field,  and  I 
shall  be  fixed  for  the  afternoon.  I  can't 
hang  about,  and  rush  off"  like  a  lunatic 
when  the  bell  goes.  I  '11  saunter  round  to 
the  pavilion  by  way  of  the  tent,  and  I  may 
meet  her.      {Goes.) 

It 's  all  over.  She  came  out  just  as  I 
passed,  and  I  had  begun  to  apologise  for 
my  hit,  and  she  was  looking  at  me  with 
her  sweet  mischievous  grey  eyes,  when — 
there  was  a  shout,  and  I  discovered  thev 
were  all  coming  out  into  the  field,  and  I 
had  to  hurry  off.  Conquest  was  there 
before  me.  llow  did  he  get  there  ? 
It's  a  mystery  to  me.  I  never  saw  him 
go.  Well,  she 's  sern  me,  and  he  has 
to  field,  too  ;  there 's  some  comfort  in 
that. 

(.SV.v /.;;/.) 

There 's  the  bell !  Hurrah!  Conquest 
and  I  get  into  our  blazers  quicker 
than  anyone,  and  go  up  towards  the 
gate. 

"You've  been  pretty  smart,"  he  says, 
laughing  at  me. 

*'  About  as  smart  as  you,"  I  retort. 

'*  Me  .^  Oh  I  that's  natural,"  he  says, 
in  that  superior  way  of  his.  "  I  want  to 
catch  someone  of  course." 

Hang  his  proprietary  airs  !  Here  they 
are.  She  and  her  mother  at  the  gate.  The 
latter  asks  me  to  dine  with  her  to-night 
informally.  *'  We  are  expecting  your 
friend  IMr.  Conquest,"  she  says.  Some- 
thing in  the  smile  suddenly  lets  a  flood  of 
light  in  on  me.  I  look  at  him.  *'  You 
haven't  congratulated  me  yet,  old  fellow," 
he  says.  '*'rhe  whole  thing  was  settled 
last  night,  and  I  haven't  had  an  oppor- 
tunity for  telling  you  to-day ;  in  fact,  I 
thought  you  would  guess." 
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Oh,  heavens  !  how  thick-lieadeO  1  liasc 
been !  It  is  hard  lo  keep  iiji  a  coni- 
placeiil  grin,  hard  to  staiiimer  mit  coii- 
gralulalions,  hard  to  find  otcusi-s  Hi  got 


off  (tilling,  so  that  I  can  go  away  by 
myself.  Truly,  "  all  things  come  to  liim 
who  waits,"  even  the  knowledge  that  he 
has  been  a  consummate  ass! 


AIX  -  EN  -  PROVENCE. 


By     WALTER      HERRIES      POLLOCK. 


AVERY  strange  contrast  to  life  in 
Marseilles  is  found  by  the  traveller 
who  wends  his  way  from  the  first  business 
city  of  France  to  Aix-en- Provence,  the 
latest  and  dearest  home  of  the  good  King 
Ren6.  At  Marseilles  there  is,  even  in  the 
quietest  comer  of  the  quietest  suburb  that 
belongs  to  the  town,  a  sense  of  bustle, 
active  and  inactive — active  in  the  want  of 
repose,  inactive  in  that  so  little  wool  comes 
from  such  a  deal  of  crv.  'I'he  Marseillais, 
to  speak  of  him  by  the  aggregate,  goes 
beyond  the  Athenians  by  not  only  ever 
seeking  some  new  thing,  but  also  flaunting 
a  contempt  for  those  old  things  which 
ought  to  be  a  great  part  of  what  pride  he 
feels  in  his  native  place.  To  him  antiquity 
means  dry  bones :  they  made  soup  for 
people  of  centuries  ago,  and  there  is  an 
end  of  them.  They  do  not  make  his  soup, 
the  soup  which  he  can  see  smoking  before 
him,  and  he  will  not  or  cannot  perceive 
that  there  would  be  an  actually  com- 
mercial value  in  the  bones  if  he  would 
have  them  properly  arranged,  preserved, 
and  ticketed  for  the  convenience  of 
people,  native  or  foreign,  who  delight 
in  ancient  relics  as  much  as  Sir  Andrew 
did  in  masques  and  revels.  The  day  in 
Marseilles  is  not  only  very  much  the  day  ; 
it  is  also  yesterday,  or  rather  yesterday  is 
completely  swallowed  up  in  it.  And  for 
to-morrow,  that  too  pales  before  the 
flying  moment.  An  enterprise  succeeds — 
let  us  say  for  a  week  ;  at  the  end  of  that 
week  there  is  a  drop  ;  that  drop  means,  in 
nine  cases  out  of  ten  to  the  Marseillais, 
a  permanent  failure ;  and  so  when  the 
following  week  brings  a  renewed  demand 
for  his  wares,  why,  there  are  no  wares 
with  which  to  meet  it.  Instant  and 
incessant  hurrj',  \ery  often  about  nothing, 
is  a  distinctive  mark  of  the  place,  and  its 
influence  is  apparent  everjwhere,  para- 
doxically conjoined  with  want  of  instant 
enterprise.  In  short,  **  bustle,  bustle " 
might  well  be  a  Marseillais  watchword. 

And  the  difference  between  this  bustle 
and  the  ordered  activity  of  Aix-en- 
Provence  is  as  marked  as  it  is  pleasing 
in  fiivour  of  the  last-named  place.     Aix  as 


the  capital  and  university  town  of  Provence 
is  viewed  with  no  special  favour  by 
Marseilles ;  but  it  may  well  be  doubted 
whether  the  people  of  Aix  trouble  their 
heads  over  this  not  unnatural  jealousy. 
The  repose,  without  a  hint  of  laziness, 
that  belongs  to  the  very  atmosphere  of 
the  place  belongs  also  to  the  inhabitants, 
who  are  devout  where  the  Marseillais  are 
childishly  Atheistic  ;  kindly  and  courteous 
where  the  Marseillais  are,  if  not  unkindly, 
decidedly  off-hand.  There  is,  again,  a  quiet 
use  in  Aix,  as  opposed  to  a  restless  waste 
in  Marseilles,  of  time  and  space.  In  Aix 
the  shadow  of  King  Ren^  at  his  best  and 
highest  is  an  enduring  influence ;  at  Mar- 
seilles the  memory  of  the  same  King's 
visits  is  barely  preserved.  It  may  be 
urged  justly  enough  that  the  very  nature 
of  Marseilles,  as  of  a  port  where  ships 
from  all  countries  laden  with  men  of  all 
countries  come  (though  Prohibitive  Duty 
has  much  diminished  the  number),  fights 
strongly  against  peaceful  and  princely 
tranquillity,  even  in  the  midst  of  reposeful 
work,  that  marks  the  inland  capital  ;  but 
one  cannot  help  thinking  that  the  differ- 
ence, perhaps  chiefly  racial,  lies  deeper 
than  this.  The  markets  at  Marseilles  are 
noisy  and  full  of  humour,  but  of  that 
purely  farcical  humour  which  in  real  life 
is  too  near  to  violence,  as  if  the  grossly 
fantastic  decapitations  and  dismemberings 
of  harlequin  in  old-fashioned  pantomime 
were  suddenly  to  come  to  insistent  life. 
The  markets  at  Aix  have  their  humour 
too,  but  it  is  the  humour  of  high  comedy, 
where  the  essence  of  interchanged  repartee 
is  the  underlying  restraint  of  all  that  can 
lead  to  unseemly  speech  or  action.  The 
same  stately  yet  by  no  means  artificial 
air  which  clings  to  the  Cours  and  a//ees 
of  Aix  touches  the  whole  of  Aix  life 
and  manners ;  and  the  same  worrying 
and  artificial  touch  which  disfigures  too 
much  of  modem  Marseilles  clings  also 
too  much  to  the  ways  of  its  modern 
inhabitants. 

But  there  is  no  need  of  contrast  or  com- 
parison to  emphasise  the  gay  tranquillity 
which  is  a  chief  characteristic  of  Aix  and 
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its  people.  The  very  aspect  of  the  Coars 
Mirabeau,  with  King  Rent's  statue  at  its 
upper  end,  to  one  entering  the  town — 
whether  you  see  it  first  in  the  evening 
shade  with  a  vapour  rising  from  the 
fountains  of  warm  water  in  the  middle,  or 
in  the  soft  light  of  early  morning,  or  again 


students  who  throng  the  alUes  going  to 
and  from  their  work.  There  is,  too,  among 
the  students  a  curious  characteristic— 
namely,  that  five  out  of  ten  of  them  have 
precisely  the  look  and  carriage  of  Cam- 
bridge men,  even  to  the  shape  and  colour- 
ing of  the  features.    Other  types,  of  course, 


under  the  full  noonday  sun — conveys  a 
sense  of  repose  in  which  there  is  no  lack 
of  vivacity  and  interest.  And  if  you  happen 
on  the  time  when  the  Cour  d'Assises  and 
the  University  examinations  are  both  in 
full  swing  you  get  as  good  an  opportunity 
as  possible  for  seeing  how  thoroughly  and 
yet  how  pleasantly  the  business  of  life  is 
understood  and  conducted,  both  by  the 
cvocats  and  judges,  distinguished  by  their 
"top"   hats,  and  by  the  professors  and 


are  to  be  found — the  Roman  and  the 
Phcenician,  each  strongly  marked — but  in 
the  general  behaviour  of  all  one  marks 
the  same  air  of  courteous  and  dignified 
activity. 

Of  Aix  the  chief  glory  is  the  Cathedral, 
and  of  the  Cathedral's  glories  the  chiefest 
lies  in  the  pair  of  carved  wooden  doors 
which  give  access  to  it,  and  which,  since 
the  beginning  of  the  si.xth  century,  have 
been  preserved  in  a  way  little  short  of 


AIX-EN-PROVENCE. 


433 


marvellous,  considering  all  the  perils  they 
have  faced,  chiefly  by  dint  of  artfully 
contrived  "  masking "  doors.  The  inner 
doors  are  admitted  to  be  the  most  perfect 
specimen  extant  of  their  kind,  and  even 
the  finest  photographic  rendering  cannot 
well  convey  a  full  idea  of  the  grandeur 
and  delicacy  of  the  carver's  work.  No 
one,  so  far  as  we  can  ascertain,  has  yet 
been  able  to  say  with  absolute  definiteness 
of  what  wood  the  doors  are  made,  so  that 
one  must  needs  fall  back  on  the  cautious 


description  given 
guide  -  book, 
"  Bois  Rouge- 
Atre."  Each 
leaf  contains  six 
upper  panels 
and  a  large 
lower  panel.  In 
the  large  panel 
on  ihe  right  are 
the  figures  of 
Isaiah  and 
Jeremiah  :  on 
the  left  of 
Ezekiel  and 
Daniel.  On  the 
top  panels  the 
twelve  Sybils 
are  represented, 
six  on  each  side. 
The  pride  taken 
in  these  remark- 
able works  of  art 
by  the  sacristan 
who  shows  them 
fully   shared 


excellent    little 


by  the 


nail 


side.  The  Saintes  Maries  took  up 
their  habitation  in  the  Aries  district, 
and  St.  Maximin,  by  divine  order, 
went  in  company  with  Magdalen  to  set  up 
an  oratory,  afterwards  to  become  the 
cathedral,  at  Aix.  Inside  the  church  one 
finds  on  the  right  a  rolonde  of  beautiful 
proportions,  supported  by  columns,  some 
of  which  are  the  very  columns  which 
belonged  to  the  old  Temple  of  Apollo,  on 
the  site  of  which  the  cathedral  was  begun 
and  developed.  The  eye  of  an  expert  in 
architecture  is  needed  to  appreciate  fully 
the  details  of 
the  building  in- 
side, dating  as 
theydo  from  the 
Roman  times  of 
Aquae-Sextiffi 
down  to  King 
Rent's  carefully 
presen'cd  pri- 
vate gallery,  and 
again  down  to 
modern  restora- 
tion and  addi- 
tion through 
almost  infinite 
gradations.  But 
even  a  layman 
may  asse  rt  sa  fe  1  y 


that 


thei 


crowd  which  al 
ways  collects 
when  the  doors 
are  unmasked, 
to  gaze  at  them 
with  admiration 
and  reverence.  And  probably  every  indi- 
vidual in  this  crowd  has  a  Am)  belief  in 
the  beautiful  legend  of  the  cathedral's 
foundation.  According  to  this,  during  the 
persecution  which  followed  on  the  Ascen- 
don  in  Judxa,  Lazarus,  his  two  sisters, 
Martha  and  Magdalen,  the  Saintes  Maries 
(Marie  Jacobs  and  Salom^),  and  other 
disciples  were  turned  adrift  from  Judxa  in 
a  boat  without  sail  or  rudder.  The  boat 
was  miraculously  directed  to  the  shores  of 
Provence,  where  Lazarus  went  to  teach  the 
Gospel  in  Marseilles  (his  place  of  refuge  is 
still  shown  at  St.  Victor).  Ste.  Marthe 
went  to  Tarascon,  where  she  miracu- 
lously taoied  the  Tarasque,  the  monster 
who  bad  devastated   the    whole  country- 


nothing     mean 
(barring     some 

gious  pictures) 
or  uglv  in  the 
whole  efi'cct. 
On  uach  side  of 
the  choir  are 
the  magnificent 
tapestries  from 
St.  Paul's  in 
London, bought 
in  1656,  and 
above  these  the  two  organ-fronts,  one  of 
them  a  dummy,  the  other  the  irue  instru- 
ment, from  which  excellent  music  accom- 
panies excellent  singing  at  Mass. 

The  Archbishop's  Palace  is  worthy  of 
the  illustrious  associations  (Richelieu,  the 
great  Richelieu's  brother,  and  Mazarin  were 
Archbishops  of  Aix)  that  belong  to  it.  The 
entrance,  through  a  garden,  noisy,  but  not 
too  noisy,  with  the  prattle  of  birds,  such  as 
would  have  pleased  Bacon,  is  a  foretaste 
of  the  beauty  found  both  in  the  reception- 
rooms  and  in  the  living-rooms,  in  one  of 
which  there  is  an  exquisite  series  of 
Gobelins  tapestries,  illustrating  the 
main  incidents  in  "  Don  Quixote."  The 
shading,  the  colour,   and  the  expression 
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in    this  beautifully    preserved    work    are 
beyond  praise. 

To  the  theatre  at  Aix  attaches  the  same 
pleasant  air  of  "bygoneity,"  which  is 
characteristic  of  the  whole  place,  inasmuch 
as  it  stands  on  the  site,  or  was  built  within 
the  old  walls,  of  the  royal  tennis-court, 
which  existed  in  1660.  It  stands  flush 
with  the  other  houses  in  the  Rue  de 
rOp<5ra,  and  in  the  daytime  there  is_ 
nothing  to  distinguish  it  from  the  rest  of 
the  street.  Inside  it  is  a  very  well-pro- 
portioned, pretty,  and  somewhat  faded 
hand-box,   and    skilful  management   and 


curtailment  arc 
its  stage  operas 
generally  pre- 
senteiionagraml 
scalu.  On  ihf 
night  of  our  visit 
c;ounod's"Kausi" 

given  rcinarknhiv 


seemed  to  be  In 
nature  somewhat 
vague.  T  h  e 
Faust  was  better 

pretensions,  and 
the  Valentine 
sang  i 


produce  ■ 


vie 


students,  who  had  previously  "  guyed " 
unmercifully  and  not  unjustly  a  curtain- 
raiser  of  unknown  parentage  and  of 
inconceivable  foolishness.  There  was  a 
pathos  mixed  with  the  humour  of  this, 
too,  because  the  players  so  very  much  did 
their  very  best.  Altogether,  the  experience 
was  a  curious  and  a  pleasant  one,  and  the 
beauty  and  strangeness  of  the  quiet  moon- 
lit town  were  all  the  more  felt  by  contrast 
on  coming  into  its  streets  from  this  odd 
and  meritorious  performance. 

Theatrical  in  another  way  is  the  aspect 
of  the  crowd  that  assembles  on  Sunday 
afternoons  in  the  rv/onde  at  the  bottom  of 
the  Cours  Mira- 
heau  to  listen  to 
the  military  band 
discoursing  most 
excellent  music, 
Meyerbeer  is  an 
im  mense  fa  vou  rite 
both  at  Marseilles 
and  at  Aix.  and 
nmch  as  I  adore 
'■Les  Hugue- 
nots," I  must 
confess    to    hav- 


ary  ■ 


en   of 


Benediction 
of  the  Poniards. 
However,  as  I 
have  said,  the 
music  is  very  well 
played,  and  most 
agreeably  illus- 
o  to  speak, 


the 


'arying 


mju 


ed 


voice.  The  Mephistopheles  was  unique. 
He  was  so  ambitious  (and  so  unfortunate) 
in  his  localisation ;  so  earnestly  bent  on 
doing  his  duty  in  the  acting.  One  waited 
almost  as  anxiously  as  he  himself  did  to  see 
if  the  trick  goblet  would  flame  up  at  the 
right  cue,  and  no  one  could  withhold 
sympathy  from  his  conscientious  and  self- 
conscious  effort  to  be  diabolical  and  to 
glide  fiendishly  across  the  stage  in  the 
scene  where  he  cowers  before  the  cross- 
hilts  of  the  swords.  Once  he  broke 
through  his  overmastering  sense  of  re- 
sponsibility to  perform  a  seemingly  spon- 
taneous devil  -  dance  round  Siebel,  and 
the  moment  was  intensely  intense.  Hut 
as  an  all-round  performance  the  thing 
had  real  merit,  and  was  listened  to  attent- 
ively by  an  audience,  partly  composed  of 


groups  that  pass 
and  repass  like  a 
well-managed  stage-crowd.  Many  of  us 
must  have  noticed  one  particular  effect  of 
watching  such  a  crowd  in  an  unoccupied 
mood.  The  attention  is  caught  by  a 
particular  set  of  personages  as  they  cross 
and  recross  the  scene — a  young  mother 
with  a  small  boy  from  a  Lycie,  an  artillery- 
man with  his  sweetheart — some  students 
surrounding  an  evidently  acknowledged 
leader  who  is  adored  also  by  the  attendant 
poodle — the  list  could  be  multiplied  to 
any  extent— and  you  fall  to  castle- building 
as  to  the  past  and  future  of  these  folk. 
Then  weeks,  months,  it  may  be  years,  after- 
wards, the  whole  scene  flashes  back  upon 
you,  recalled,  it  may  be,  by  the  subtle 
reminder  of  the  scent  of  flowers, 
and  straightway  you  find  yourself  exactly 
where  you  left  off  in  your  imaginatioiu 
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concerning  the  passing  people  whom,  till 
that  moment,  one  had  clean  forgotten. 

To  see  all  that  is  of  interest  and 
attraction  in  and  about  Aix  would  take  a 
long  stay,  and  in  a  short  stay  it  is  good 
fortune  to  get  a  fine  afternoon  for  going  to 
see  one  of  the  most  attractive  places  near 
Aix,  Roquefavour,  with  its  magnificent 
aqueduct,  at  sight  of  which  Lamartine 
exclaimed,  *'  The  Roquefavour  aqueduct 
is  one  of  the  wonders  of  the  world  !  "  The 
name  of  the  place  is  supposed  to  be  derived 
from  Rupes  favoriSy  a  name  bestowed  by 
Roman  conquest,  and  it  is  the  support  of 
these  rocks  that  largely  helps  the  imposing 
^andeur  of  the  aqueduct,  of  which  the 
first  stone  was  laid  in  1842.  The  specialty 
of  the  pretty  little  inn  underneath  the 
shadow  of  the  aqueduct  is  krevisses  au 
buisson.  They  are  kept  in  a  miniature 
covered  pond,  and  one  can  eat  them  with 
much  content  in  a  tonnelle  (frequent  trap 
for  mistranslation ! ).  In  the  garden  coming 
back  into  Marseilles  we  have  to  pass  the 
octroi^  which  reminds  one  of  the  party  of 
the  vast  difficulty  he  once  had  in  **  declar- 
ing "  a  sucking-pig  which  he  had  bought 
at  Roquefavour. 

The  officials  were  so  accustomed  to  see 
him  return  with  strange  beasts  for  a  certain 
menagerie  that  when  he  announced  the 
sucking-pig  they  nudged  each  other  in  the 
ribs,  supposed  Monsieur  would  have  his 
joke,  swore  it  was  a  bonne  farce ^  and  alto- 
gether refused  to  believe  save  on  evidence 
of  eyesight. 

So  back  to  dinner  at  the  hotel  to  see  at 
the  little  tables  round  us  the  faces,  by  this 
time  pleasantly  familiar  of  the  frequenters 
for  the  time  being  of  the  place — the  devout 
old  lady  who  may  in  her  youth  have  been 
a  ballet-dancer,  the  gloomy  retired  captain 
whose  gloom  lightens  in  talk  with  a  young 
officer  on  service.  The  beautiful  young  wife 
married  to  a  rich  young  husband,  who  we  feel 
soon  will  end  by  beating  her,  and  the  three 
azHKais  whose  strange  professional  likeness 
recalls  the  name  of  the  defunct  **Trois 
Fr^res."  Perhaps  one's  imagination  libels 
the  young  husband — at  any  rate,  there  is 
nothing  offensive  in  his  bearing ;  and  it  is 
reserved  for  our  last  dejeuner  to  find  a 
couple    of    Marseillais    whose    behaviour 


certainly  has  "  not  that  supreme  repose  " 
sitting  at  the  table  next  to  us.  They 
assume  that  we  do  not  understand  French, 
favoured  by  the  fact  that  the  waiter  has 
completed  his  service  at  our  table,  and 
they  converse  loudly  on  English  ways  and 
customs.  The  woman  is  ignorant  of  these, 
and  seeks  for  information.  The  man 
knows  all  about  it,  and  tells  her** what  lies 
in  his  power."  For  instance,  one  of  us  has 
a  medallion  on  his  watch-chain.  This, 
the  man  explains,  shows  the  extraordinar}' 
desire  of  all  Englishmen  to  appear  decorh. 
With  the  ignorant  this  trick  will  serve,  and 
it  will  be  thought  that  the  medal  has  been 
gained  in  military  or  civil  service.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  (known  to  people  as 
instructed  as  himself),  in  England  all 
decorations  are  worn  on  the  left  coat- 
sleeve,  a  statement  which  causes  complete 
puzzlement  until  we  begin  to  suppose  that 
it  has  some  vague  birth  in  the  mourning 
custom  of  wearing  crape  on  the  left  sleeve 
in  uniform. 

Presently  we  find  the  same  couple 
occupying  the  same  railway  compartment 
with  us  from  Aix  to  Marseilles,  and  still 
gabbling  on  in  the  belief  that  they  are  not 
understood,  from  which  we  learn  that  what, 
from  the  vulgar  Don  Juan  airs  of  the  man, 
one  has  suspected  is,  indeed,  a  fact.  They 
are  **  a  guilty  pair  "  of  the  small  bourgeois 
class,  who  are  returning  from  a  snatched 
expedition  to  Aix,  and  they  talk  so  loudly 
and  openly  about  their  future  plans  for 
evading  the  vigilance  of  lui  that  it  becomes 
intolerable,  and  one  of  our  party  returns, 
to  a  question  in  English  from  another,  a 
Bah  !  as  French  as  he  can  make  it.  It  has 
the  desired  effect,  for  the  woman  plucks  the 
man  by  the  sleeve,  saying  at  last  in  an 
attempt  at  an  undertone,  **Take  care  1  All 
is  perhaps  discovered !  I  heard  him  say 
Bah!*'  Don  Juan  attempts  to  console 
her;  but  he  casts  furtive  glances  which 
seem  to  be  peering  for  the  tri-coloured 
scarf  under  the  English  get-up.  For  the 
rest  of  the  way  there  is  quiet,  and  the  pair 
of  Helots  disappear  out  of  the  carriage  with 
remarkable  speed,  as,  having  left  the  old- 
world  beauty  of  Aix  behind  us,  we  come 
once  more  into  the  new  magnificence  of 
Modem  Marseilles. 


COURTRIGHT  ucnt  quickly  up  the 
stt'ps,  looking  at  his  watdi,  and 
touched  the  bell.  Her  brougham  was 
standing  in  front  of  the  door,  ami  hf  knew 
that  she  would  be  ready. 

She  came  downstairs  in  a  plain  dark 
travelling  gown,  with  the  violfts  he  had 
sent  her  pinned  to  her  top-coat,  and  with 
a  maid,  bearing  her  satchel  and  uniljrelia, 
behind  her. 

"To  the  Forty-second  Street  Station," 
he  said  to  the  man  on  the  box,  and  the 
sleek-looking  cobs  sprang  forward. 

It  was  about  a  year  since  Courtright 
had  first  met  Miss  Schuyler.  The  ac- 
quaintance had  begun  on  board  a  train 
bound  for  California,  and  they  had  be- 
come very  good  friends.  The  following 
winter  found  him  a  steady  caller  at  the 
Schuyler  domicile,  yet  in  no  way  receiving 
preference  above  the  other  men  who  called 
quite  as  frequently,  and  who  were  also 
more  or  less  enamoured  of  Miss  Schuyler's 
healthy  type  of  loveliness.  At  least,  if  he 
was  preferred,  it  was  not  made  known,  and 
he  was  treated  with  the  same  cordial  frank- 
npss  that  characterised  her  manner  toward 
all.  Someone  had  once  sagaciously  re- 
marked that  Constance  Schuyler  could  not 
be  a  flirt,  for  she  was  too  much  interested 
in  every  man  she  met ;  and  perhaps  the 
secret  of  her  popularity  lay  in  the  fact  that 


she  was  interested  in  people,  which  always 
flatters,  and  generally  awakens  interest  in 
return.  Courtright  said  she  possessed 
adaptability  in  a  very  marked  degree,  antl 
that  it  was  that  quality  which  enabled  her 
to  make  friends  with  the  oldest  and 
crustiest  of  bachelors,  or  with  the 
youngest  and  most  swaggering  of  college 
youths  ;  and  that  with  all  her  vivacity  and 
high  spirits  there  was  an  undercurrent  of 
sympathetic  womanliness  that  appealed  to 
you  ;  and  he  summed  it  up  by  saying  that 
she  was  the  most  delightfully  human  and 
thoroughly  lovable  girl  he  had  ever  met. 

In  the  absence  from  town  of  her  father, 
he  had  said  that  he  wanted  the  privilege 
of  escorting  her  to  the  station,  and  as  they 
howled  along  in  the  snug  little  brougham, 
he  told  "".rr  that  there  was  something  else 
he  wanted  ;  and  then  repeated  the  sweet, 
ancient  story  in  a  manly,  nineteenth- 
century  fashion. 

It  was  no  novel  recital  to  Constance 
Schuyler,  yet  she  wondered  why  it  had 
never  before  been  so  hard  to  say  "  No." 
But  she  said  it  very  firmly  and  decidedly, 
for  if  she  loved  him  i^ow  she  had  not  found 
it  out,  and  it  was  much  better  to  tell  him 
how  sure  she  was  rather  than  to  let  him  go 
on  deluding  himself  with  the  vain  idea 
that  some  time  she  might  grow  fond  of 
him.    After  her  frank  words  Courtright, 
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WITH   MADNESS  IN   HIS  METHOD. 


looking  out  of  the  window,  replied  medi- 
tatively— 

'*  No,  I  should  not  want  to  hang  around 
a  woman  for  years,  hoping  that  some  day 
she  might  care  for  me,  and  bothering  her 
about  it.  I  should  want  her  to  come  to 
me  gladly  and  because  she  wanted  to,  and 
I  would  not  marry  Venus  herself  unless 
she  loved  me.'*  Then  he  looked  at  her 
critically  and  continued,  with  delightful 
audacity :  **  I  think  I  could  marry  you, 
though,  if  I  did  persevere,  but  I  should 
always  feel  that  perhaps  you  were  not 
giving  me  your  best  love.  It  seems  to  me 
that  that  sort  of  thing  ought  to  be  spon- 
taneous. I  shouldn't  care  to  be  married  to 
be  gotten  rid  of." 

"  But  you  believe  that  love  is  a  gradual 
growth,  don't  you.^"  Constance  asked, 
wishing,  in  spite  of  herself,  to  explore 
further  into  this  partly  known  but  still 
fascinating  territory. 

"  Not  necessarilv,"  he  answered.  "  Do 
you  remember  the  morning  that  I  first 
saw  you  going  out  to  California  ?  The 
•train  had  stopped,  and  Peters  and  I  got 
out  to  walk  up  and  dcnvn  the  station. 
You  came  out  of  the  car  and  stood  on  the 
platform,  talking  to  someone  below  the 
steps.  I  heard  you  laugh,  and  looked 
up,  and  saw  you  standing  there  with  your 
head  a  little  thrown  back,  and  vour  white 
teeth  and  dimples  showing.  I  think  I 
succumbed  on  the  spot.  I  couldn't  get 
you  out  of  my  thoughts  anyway,  and 
didn't  rest  until  I  had  met  vou.  It 
entailed  two  days  of  conversation  on  the 
general  state  of  the  country  with  your 
father,  in  the  smoking-car,  and  the  con- 
suming of  no  end  of  cigars,  but  I  was 
rewarded  at  last." 

Miss  Schuyler  laughed. 

'*  And  all  the  time  poor  father  never 
suspected  the  deep  scheme  you  were 
laying,  and  gave  you  no  end  of  credit  for 
being  clever,  because  you  listened  to  his 
views  on  the  silver  question  and  the  tarid 
and  everything  else  he  was  interested  in. 
He  used  to  come  back  from  the  smoking- 
car  to  mother  and  me  and  tell  us  about 
the  bright  chap  with  whom  he  had  been 


settling  the  affairs  of  the  nation. 


» >» 


She  congratulated  herself  that  she  had 
steered  the  conversation  off  dangerous 
ground  and  that  it  had  taken  a  less 
serious  turn.  Personalities,  above  all,  she 
felt  were  to  be  avoided.  But  Court  right 
evidently  did  not  agree  with  her,  and 
plunged  boldly  in  again. 

"  I  saw  something  in  your  face  that  day, 
as  you  stood  there,  that  I  had  never  seen 
in  any  woman's  before.     I  don't  believe  I 


could  explain  it  to  you  " — as  she  looked  aX 
him  inquiringly — **but" — coming  down  \.o 
what  he  could  explain — '*  you  know  you'r^^ 
an   awfully  fetching  girl,   Miss   Schuyler^^ 
and  I  think,  even  if  I  were  married  to  you  rr- 
I  'd  always  be  a  little  jealous.     I  used  tcr:=^ 
want  to  make  jelly  of  that  young  Whitne}— a 
who  tried  to  monopolise  you  in  Pasadena — 
You  Te  the  sort  of  girl  " — continuing  to^:= 
analyse  her  as  if  she  were  not  present- 
"  that   will   always    attract    men    without 
effort.      I   suppose   it  *s    magnetism,   and 
besides  " — turning  and  looking  straight  at 
her — **you're   so   peachy,   and    so — so — 
ridiculously  kissable,"  ending  with  a  half- 
apologetic  laugh. 

Constance  Schuyler  grew  **peachier," 
and  felt  that  she  ought  to  frown,  yet  was 
conscious  of  a  little  exultant  feeling  within 
her,  almost  as  if  she  were  glad  Courtright 
thought  all  those  absurd  things  about  her. 
But  she  said  aloud  she  was  very  sorry  he 
felt  as  he  did,  and  that  as  long  as  he  con- 
tinued in  the  same  frame  of  mind  he  must 
not  come  to  see  her,  as  it  would  hardly  be 
fair  for  him,  when  she  felt  so  very  certain 
about  herself.  Then  the  carriage  drew  up 
in  front  of  the  big  red  station,  and  there 
was  not  time  to  answer  this  rather  depress- 
ing remark.  They  passed  through  the 
crowded  waiting-room  out  into  the  vast 
skeleton-like  building  beyond,  and  pro- 
ceeded to  **  walk  a  mile"  to  the  train. 

Courtright  thought  of  her  last  remark, 
and  made   up   his   mind  he  would  never  - 
adhere  to  it.     He  felt  very  downcast  as  h 
realised  that  he  was  giving  her  up,  for  • 
time  at  least,  and  that  she  was  going  ^ 
a  place  where,  of  course,  every  man  the 
would  want   to   marry   her.     He  glanc 
down  sidewise  at  her,  thinking  how  swc^ 
she  was,  and  found  that  she  too  did  n.  * 
look  particularly  cheerful. 

**  Constance,"  he  said  quite  low,  " 
this  is  the  end,  won't  you  let  me  ki 
you  good-bye — ^just  once  ?  " 

Miss   Schuyler  almost  stood  still   wi 
astonishment,    and    grew    at    least   thr^^ 
inches  taller. 

**  Certainly    «^/,"    she    replied,   in  th 
most  emphatic  tones  of  which   she  wa.---' 
capable,  looking  at  him  so  severely  an^^ 
with    such    utter    consternation    on     he:^ 
face  that  Courtright   had   to  bite  his  lip^ 
and  pull  hard  at  his  moustache   to  keep^ 
from  smiling.     She   saw  that  he  wante(i 
to    laugh,    and    felt    that    she    had    not- 
succeeded  in  properly  snubbing  him.    She 
went    on    indignantly,    taking    the     first 
argument    that  came  into  her  mind,  and 
in  which  her  conventional  training    and 
desire  for  appearances  asserted  itself: 
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"  What  a  frantic  idea !  What  would  the 
people  on  the  train  think  of  you  ?  " 

"Oh,  they  wouldn't  think  anything  of 
it,"  he  said  ;  and  added  droUy,   "  I  'd   say 


■  Give  my  love   to   Maria '   or 
like  that,  and  then  simply  kis»  y 

It  sounded  so  absurd  that 
laughed,  in  spite  of  herself,  but  had  ni> 
fear.  In  her  eyes  it  would  have  been  a 
heinous  crime,  and  Courtrighl,  she  knew, 
was  a  man  to  be  trusted.  Then  the  train 
made  a  feint  of  starting  and  they  ran  a 
little  for  fear  of  losing  ii.  There  was  but 
one  chair  vacant  in  the  centre  of  the  car, 
holding  out  its  arms  to  receive  her,  when 
they  entered,  and  she  dropped  into  it, 
panting  a  little. 

"  Good-bye,"  she  said,  looking  up  at  him, 
and  holding  out  a  neat  tan-gioved  hand. 
"  Good-bye,"  he  answered,  taking  it  in  his 
own  and  holding  it  a  second  longer  than 
was  necessary;  and  then,  before  she  knew 
what  he  was  about,  he  stooped,  and  saying, 
"  Give  my  love  to  Maria !  "  lightly  kissed 
her  cheek. 

It  was  only  a  very  little  kiss,  and  landed 
almost  on  her  ear,  just  above  the  high  fur 


collar  of  her  coat,  and  was  taken  through 
one  of  the  little  dotted  veils  she  generally 
wore,  but  it  was  enough  to  send  the  hot 
blood  surging  to  her  eyebrows,  anil  to 
awaken  indignation  and  rebellion 
within  her. 

He  saw  instantly  the  mistake  he 
had  made  and  regretted  bitterly 
the  spirit  of  mischief  that  had 
prompted  him  to  the  act.  She 
was  leaving  him  in  anger,  and 
there  was  not  time  to  prevent  it. 
The  train  was  puffing  and  catching 
its  breath,  as  if  to  collect  enough 
to  propel  it,  and  was  already  slowly 
moving.  He  glanced  down  at  her 
pleadingly. 

"  You  will  send  me  your  card, 
when  you  return.^"  he  said. 

"  Never  ! "'   she  replied  shortly, 
returning  his  glance  with  a  look 
that  contained  fire  and  swords  and 
other  deadly  weapons,  and  almost 
Hi    I  petrified   him   on    the  spot.       He 

was  obliged  to  leave  the  car  or 
go  with  it,  and  he  did  the  former, 
half  dazed,  realising,  as  he  stood 
on  the  platform  watching  the  re- 
ceding train,  that  he  had  gone  a 
step  too  far.  Of  course  she  was 
hurt  and  insulted,  and  he  called 
himself  a  cad,  and  other  hard 
names,  and  said  no  penance  would 
be  too  great  for  him.  Then  an 
idea  came  into  his  troubled  brain, 
and  turning,  he  walked  quickly 
back  lo  put  it  into  execution. 
oscE?"  For  one  hour  Miss  Schuyler 
remained  motionless  in  htr  chair, 
loo  stunned  lo  move.  That  Courtright, 
of  all  men,  should  offer  her  such  an 
affront  had  almost  taken  her  breath  away. 
It  not  only  outraged  her  inbred  ideas 
of  propriety,  but  destroyed  every  particle 
of  her  faith  in  men,  and  she  told  herself 
she  could  "never  forgive  him."  She 
was  still  wearing  her  heavy  coat  in  the 
warm  car,  till  she  felt  her'  forehead  and 
found  that  it  was  feverish,  and  that  she 
herself  was  almost  stifling.  Shpping  off 
the  coat,  she  hung  it  up,  laying  his  violets 
scornfully  on  the  window-sill.  She  would 
not  wear  them.  Then  she  resumed  her 
former  position,  with  her  head  on  the  back 
of  the  chair,  repeating  to  herself,  '■  How 
could  he  do  it  ?    How  could  he  do  it .'" 

The  train  was  pulling  into  Stamford 
when  a  ver^-  small  messenger  boy  boarded 
the  car,  cal'ling,  in  a  voice  that  was  a  credit 
to  his  size — 

"  Is  Miss  Schuyler  here  .' " 

Constance  sprang  to  her  feel.     Her  first 
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thought  was  of  home.  Had  her  mother 
been  taken  suddenly  ill  and  had  they  sent 
for  her  ?  Or  had  her  father  met  with  one 
of  those  horrible  accidents  with  which  the 
papers  abounded  ?  A  thousand  awful 
possibilities  flashed  like  meteors  through 
her  mind,  as  with  trembling  fingers  she 
tore  the  envelope  open. 

''  Regret  exceedingly  my  conduct  on 
train. — Courtright,"  were  the  words  that 
met  her  frightened  eyes.  In  the  reaction 
that  came  she  felt  almost  grateful  to  Court- 
right  for  having  something  for  which  to 
apologise.  'i'hen  the  impropriety  and 
rudeness  of  it  rushed  hack,  and  she 
hardened  her  heart  against  listening  to 
his  repentance.  Of  course  he  regretted 
it — she  would  give  him  credit  for  that — but 
the  act  hail  been  altogether  unpardonable. 
She  repeated  this  to  herself  a  great  many 
times  for  fear  she  might  forget  it. 

The  train  was  now  at  Bridgeport,  but 
she  was  hardly  conscious  that  they  were 
stopping  until  her  reveries  were  suddenly 
broken  bv  aii^ain  hearimi:  her  name.  A 
second  blue-coated  envoy  stood  at  one 
end  of  the  car,  bawling,  like  the  first, 
for  **  IMiss  Constance  Schuyler  !  "  With 
flaming  cheeks  she  half  rose  and 
announced  that  she  answered  to  that 
title,  feeling  that  the  eyes  of  ever}'one 
in  the  car  were  fastened  upon  her,  and 
wishing  that  Courtright  was  out  of  exist- 
ence. What  did  he  mean  ?  she  asked 
angrily.  Had  he  not  made  her  conspicu- 
ous enough  for  one  day  ?  What  would 
these  people  say  of  her,  to  board  a  train 
with  a  man  who  had  kissed  her  good-bye 
and  sent  her  telegrams  at  every  station  ! 
And  what  was  old  Mr.  De  Peyster,  who  sat 
near  her,  and  was  a  political  friend  of  her 
father's,  thinking  of  her,  as  he  lowered  his 
paper  and  peered  over  his  glasses  at  her, 
watching  her  open  the  yellow  envelope  ? 
She  glanced  at  it  leisurely,  knowing  now 
that  there  was  no  cause  for  great  alarm. 

**  I  realise  that  it  was  rude  and  ungentle- 
manly. — C."  she  read. 

Constance's  lip  curled  with  disdain  as 
she  thought  that  she  too  realised  it,  and 
she  took  a  novel  from  her  bag  and  tried  to 
lose  herself  in  it.  But  her  mind,  in  its 
present  volcanic  state,  refused  to  follow 
the  placid  path  of  the  heroine,  and  would 
not  concentrate  itself.  She  kept  her 
eyes  on  the  open  pages,  preferring  not 
to  meet  the  inquisitive  glances  of  those 
near  her.  She  had  never  felt  so  un- 
comfortable, and  blamed  Courtright  more 
than  ever.  The  very  car-wheels  were 
singing  a  monotonous  song,  of  which  the 
refrain  was :   "  Give  my  love  to  Maria — 


Give  my  love — to  Maria,"  at  any  other 
time  appealing  to  her  sense  of  humour,  but 
now  only  fanning  her  ire.  But  it  was  to 
rise  yet  higher,  for  at  New  Haven  a 
third  messenger  entered  and  followed  the 
example  of  his  strong  -  lunged  prede- 
cessors. It  was  the  first  time  she  had 
ever  wished  to  disown  the  proud  name  of 
Schuyler,  and  she  felt  a  further  strong 
inclination  to  throw  the  telegram  unopened 
out  of  the  window.  It  proved  to  be  a 
continuation  of  the  other  two,  reading — 

**  And  sincerely  beg  your  pardon.  Please 
answer. — Courtright." 

But  she  told  the  boy  that  there  was  no 
answer,  and,  signing  the  book,  watched 
him  depart,  as  he  wondered  what  made  the 
young  lady's  cheeks  so  red.  There  was 
no  mistaking  the  fact  that  now  she  was 
an  object  of  much  more  interest  to  the 
occupants  ot  the  car  than  the  books 
and  magazines  they  held.  With  one 
accord  her  travelling  companions  glanced 
curiously  at  her,  and  the  young  man  with 
the  checked  clothes,  who  had  stolen 
furtive  glances  before,  now  stared  at  her 
quite  boldly,  making  her  cheeks  bum  as 
if  all  the  blood  in  her  body  had  settled 
there.  She  thought  her  anger  at  Court- 
right  had  long  since  reached  the  boiling 
point,  but  it  now  bubbled  over  and 
effervTsced.  How  dared  he  humiliate  her 
so  ?  She  would  give  anything  to  escape 
those  awful  looks.  Even  the  porter  and 
the  conductor  were  eyeing  her  suspici- 
ously, conversing  with  heads  together  at 
one  end  of  the  car,  she  felt  sure,  about 
her.  And  when  the  latter  moved  towards 
her  and  stopped  at  her  chair,  she  almost 
thought  he  had  come  to  request  her  to 
leave ;  and  so  he  had,  but  merely  to  the 
car  in  front,  as  she  had  taken  a  seat  in 
the  wrong  one.  She  welcomed  gladly 
any  escape,  and  he  helped  to  move  her 
things.  She  glanced  at  the  violets  on  the 
window-sill,  hesitating  about  taking  them. 
It  was  too  bad  to  leave  them  there  to  fade, 
she  told  herself,  and  snatching  them  up 
hastily  she  followed  the  conductor. 

She  breathed  a  long  sigh  of  relief  when 
she  was  re-established  in  the  preceding 
car,  with  her  back  to  the  **  fresh  "  youth 
and  his  inquisitive  neighbours. 

When  the  train  reached  Hartford,  Con- 
stance watched  the  door  with  anxious 
eyes,  fearing  to  be  confronted  by  a  fourth 
telegraphic  emissary,  but  was  spared  any 
further  ordeal.  The  time  from  now  on 
dragged  wearily,  and  was  spent  in  ringing 
the  changes  on  the  proceedings  of  the 
morning,  and  in  bitter  arraignment  of 
Courtright  for  daring  to  kiss  her»  and  for 


WITH   MADNESS  IN   HIS   METHOD. 


441 


his  inconsiderateness  in  sending  her  the 
telegrams.  As  she  stepped  off  the  train 
in  Boston  she  felt  that  it  had  been  the 
most  uncomfortable  journey  she  had  ever 
taken,  and  that  her  visit  in  Boston  was  not 
commencing  under  the  most  auspicious  of 
circumstances. 

But  after  a  busy  week  of  rushing  from 
one  thing  to  another — recitals,  lectures, 
teas,  and  symphonies,  mornings  with 
Browning  and  afternoons  with  Ibsen, 
Mental  Science,  Darwinian  and  other 
clubs,  with  now  and  then  a  frivolous  dance 
thrown  in — she  found  to  her  surprise  that 
Courtright  still  remained  uppermost  in 
her  thoughts.  Though  his  conduct  yet 
awoke  indignation,  she  was  able  to  review 
it  more  calmly,  and  at  length  caught  her- 
self drawing  comparisons  between  him 
and  the  men  she  now  met,  with  the  credit 
in  his  favour.  She  realised  that  he  was 
a  man  of  daring — one  who  would  make  his 
mark  in  the  world  by  bold  strokes — and 
was  surprised  to  find  how  closely  associated 
he  was  as  well  with  the  little  things  of  her 
life.  Her  very  umbrella  suggested  him,  as 
she  recalled  the  morning  they  had  chanced 
to  meet  on  Broadway,  when  Courtright 
was  up  town  buying  a  wedding  present  for 
someone,  and  had  turned  to  walk  with 
her.  They  were  caught  in  the  rain  that 
soon  fell,  and  he  had  rushed  her  into 
Gorham's  for  shelter,  and  had  insisted  on 
her  choosing  a  pretty  umbrella  from  the 
**  affluence  of  selection  **  offered  them,  and 
she  recalled  how  they  had  gone  home 
together  under  it,  in  preference  to  taking 
a  cab.  It  had  been  such  fun,  and  she 
sighed  to  think  that  it  was  all  over. 
Then  she  went  back  to  that  last  morn- 
ing, and  found  that  out  of  the  chaos 
of  resentment  that  had  then  wrought 
such  tumult  in  her  soul  one  thing 
only  now  seemed  to  stand  out  clearlv  ; 
Courtright  loved  her  and  she  had 
refused  him,  putting  an  end  to  all 
companionship  whatever.  She  thought 
of  the  time  when  she  would  return  home 
and  would  not  see  him,  except  to  meet 
him  occasionally  at  the  big  affairs  to  which- 
they  would  both  be  in\dted.  She  thought 
of  the  walks  and  drives  and  box  parties, 
that  would  continue,  but  at  which  he 
would  be  missing,  and  was  surprised  to 
find  how  unattractive  they  appeared. 
Other  men  would  be  ready  to  step  into  the 
breach,  but  could  they  fill  his  place  }  she 
asked  herself.  Whom  did  she  know  as 
bright  and  amusing  as  he  }  Or  as  thought- 
ful and  kind  ?  Or  even  as  good-looking  } 
she  added,  after  exhausting  all  his  other 
attributes.    The  idea  of  putting  him  out  of 
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her  life  entirely  was  so  distasteful  to  her  that 
she  resolved  to  think  no  more  about  it — a 
little  way  she  had  with  things  she  con- 
sidered unpleasant,  and  which  proved  that 
she  was,  in  her  fashion,  something  of  a 
philosopher. 

Two  weeks  after  Miss  Schuyler's  arrival 
in  Boston  Mrs.  Mortimer  Stanton  gave 
one  of  her  famous  dinners.  When  all 
were  established  in  their  places  she  glanced 
around  the  mahogany  board  at  her  guests 
and  the  perfect  appointments,  drew  a  little 
sigh  breathing  content,  and  said  that  **  it 
was  well."  She  eyed"  Constance  critic- 
ally, affirming  she  had  never  seen  her 
look  better,  and  admiring  again  that 
proud  little  poise  of  head,  more  noticeable 
now  that  the  curves  of  her  neck  and 
shoulders  could  be  seen.  Young  Searles, 
who  sat  on  her  right,  and  between  whon? 
and  Constance  Mrs.  Stanton  hoped  to 
make  a  match,  said  that  he  had  never 
seen  a  head  so  well  set,  and  that  the  poise 
was  bird-like,  and  made  no  secret  of  his 
admiration  of  it.  And  although  Miss 
Schuyler  had  accepted  and  found  rather 
pleasant  his  devotion  on  her  previous 
visit,  and  knew  that  the  Searles's  ancient 
family  tree  and  the  golden  apples  that 
hung  from  it  were  hers  if  she  chose  to 
but  reach  forth  her  hand  for  them,  she 
felt  a  little  wearied  now  by  his  constant 
chatter,  and  turned  to  the  man  on  her 
left,  who  was  new  material,  and,  she 
hoped,  more  interesting.  Since  those 
repentant  telegrams  she  had  received  no 
word  from  Courtright.  To  be  sure,  he 
did  not  know  her  address,  but  he  might 
easily  have  obtained  that,  she  said,  of  her 
father  or  mother  if  he  had  really  cared 
for  it,  and  she  almost  regretted  not  having 
sent  him  some  little  reply. 

The  enlivening  hum  of  conversation 
around  the  table  was  broken  by  Mr. 
Stanton,  who  glanced  across  at  his  young 
guest,  and  said — 

**  By  the  way,  Constance,  a  rather  mys- 
terious episode  occurred  in  the  ofllice  to- 
day that  concerned  you."  The  laughter 
and  talk  almost  ceased. 

"  Someone  called  me  up  on  the  tele- 
phone, and  said,  *  Is  this  Mr.  Mortimer 
Stanton  of  —  Beacon  Street  }  '  *  Yes,* 
I  answered.  *  Good,*  he  said  ;  *  is  Miss 
Schuyler  visiting  you  .''  '*  In  the  silence 
now  the  soft  tread  of  the  servants  moving 
around  the  table  was  the  only  sound. 

*' I  asked  him  what  he  wished  of  you, 
but  he  said,  *  Oh,  nothing,  merely  a  pack- 
age I  have  been  commissioned  to  have 
delivered  to  her,  and  I  wanted  to  make 
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sure  of  her  address.'      He  was  going  to 

shut  me  off,  but  I  told  him  to  hold  on  a 
minute  and  tell  me  who  he  was.  Then  he 
said  his  identity  didn't  made  the  slightest 
difference,  as  he  was  simpl)-  acting  for 
another  party." 

Miss    Schuyler's    heart   gave    a   bound, 
but    she    calmly    reached    for    an    olive. 

"  I  pressed  him  still  further," 
Mr.  Stanton  went  on,  "and  he 
replied,  a  little  impatientlv,  that  it 
wasn't  of  the  least  importance,  but 
that  he  was  from  the  Treasury 
Department," 

Ever)'onc  looked  at  Miss  Schuvlt 


She  had  vavered  long  between  her 
strong  inclination  to  forgive  Courtright 
and  the  very  just  cause  she  felt  she  had  to 
be  angr)-  with  him.  But  she  knew,  now, 
what  she  should  do. 

The  next  day,  when  Jlr.  Stanton's 
olemn-faecd  "  inside  man  "  knocked  on 


1  silently  presented  a  salver 
with  a  box  upon  it,  she  knew 
that  her  heart  had  told  her 
truly.  The  box  contained 
clusters  of  great  double  purple 
and  white  iiolets,  and  a 
note,  with  the  inscription  in 
Courtright's   masculine    hand. 


to  see  if  she  could  solve  the  riddle,  but  she 
laughed,  and  said  that  it  was  probably  a  joke. 
Young  Scarlcs  suggestetl  that  "  perliajis 
the  package  was  banknotes,"  aii<l  sniiu!- 
one  else  asked  if  she  "  couldn't  include 
them  all  in  her  'pull'  in  the  Treasury 
Department  ? "  But  in  her  heart  she 
felt  sure  that  Courtright  was  the  "other 
patty,"  and  that  «ith  the  aid  of  a 
friend  in  Boston  he  was  hunting  her 
out.  The  package,  she  thought,  might 
be  bonbons,  or  some  conciliatory  token, 
and  she  felt  that  in  a  few  days  she 
would  hear  from  him  ;  anil  the  thought 
caused  the  dimples  to  break  out  around 
her  mouth,  and  young  Searles's  conver- 
sation, even,  to  seem  not  so  exhaustingly 
insipid. 


She  tore  the  envelope  open,  letting  it  drop 
to  the  floor,  while  she  read  the  contents 
almost  breathlessly.  He  said  that  as  she 
had  not  answered  the  telegram  ("  sent  in 
serial  form  to  see  if  he  could  not  amuse 
her,  and  take  away  from  the  seriousness  of 
the  situation  "),  nor  written  him  even  one 
line  ti)  say  she  forgave  him,  he  supposed 
that  she  was  still  annoyed.  And  when  he 
thought  jcAt;  he  blushed  with  shame  at 
what  he  had  done,  and  could  say  nothing 
in  justification  unless  it  was  that  their 
conversation  in  the  brougham  had  made 
him  not  quite  himself.  And  he  sent  her 
the  violets,  knowing  she  loved  them,  and 
hoped  that  they,  in  their  sweetness,  would 
plead  for  him  better  than  he  could  for 
himself. 


WITH   ifADNESS   IN   HIS  METHOD. 


++3 


^liss  Schuyler  read  the 
then   read  it  again,  going 


SHE  BUBUD  BEK  FACE  IN  A  COOL  BOWL  C 


a  dinicult  page  of  her  Pysihology 

in  her  schoolgirl  days,  until  she  could 
almost  ha\c  repeated  it  backwards.  She 
put  the  flowers  in  a  cut-glass  bowl 
and  set  it  among  the  silver  things  on 
her  drcssiiig-lalile.  Then  she  went  to 
find  Mrs,  Stanton,  humming  a  snatch 
from  (he  opera  the  liostonians  were 
singing,  and  lolil  her  that  she  really 
could  not  remain  any  longer  than  till 
Saturday. 

The  \  in  Houghtons  gave  a  large 
recejtion  in  Nlw  York  a  few  days  after 
Jliss  ^chuylcrij  return,  with  "dancing 
after  linen  on  the  car<is.  Constance 
attendul  with  her  mother,  and  held  quite 
a  little  court  of  people  who  said  they  were 
thin  ghd  to  see  her  at  home  again, 
am!  «h(j  asked  the  usual  sarcastic  questions 
about  the  Boston  savants."  She  chatted 
with  them  eharmingiy,  listening  ?.ll  the 
tthiL  to  the  names  announced  at  the 
dorr  and  glancing  occasionally  in  that 
direction  But  midnight  came,  and 
Court  right  had  not  apjieared.  She 
took  an  arm  that  was  offered  her, 
and  nio\ed  bloiilj  towards  the  ball-room, 
stopping  in  a  small  conservatory,  for  the 
moment  vaiant  tthile  her  escort  went  to 
bring  her  an  ice  Her  throat  was  parched, 
and  she  conftsstd  to  herself  that  the  even- 
ing had  not  been  a  success.  Then  she 
buried  her  tace  in  a  cool  boul  of  roses 
ling  near,  half  uishing  that  she  were 
of  them.  .As  she  stooped  there, 
■one  moved  swiftly  across  the  floor, 
and  a  dark  head  almost  touched  hers  on 
the  other  side,  while  a  repentant  voice 
inquired  :     "  Did    you    give    my   love    to 


Lifting  her  head,  Constance  saw  Court- 
right  standing  before  her,  looking  at  her 
with  twinkling  eyes.  Their  expression 
was  irresistible.  She  struggled  with  her- 
self but  a  moment;  then  she  threw  back 
her  head  and  laughed  as  she  had  done 
when  he  first  saw  her  in  Colorado.  When 
she  stretched  out  her  hand  it  was  to  put 
it  in  his,  as  she  replied,  "  No — 1  didn't, 
but — I  will." 


TO  PHILUS 


rHILLlS,  men    say     (bat  all    my   vows 
Are.  to   Iby    fortune    paid'. 

Alas'   my   heart    f»    liKlt 
Who    thinU    n>y    love 


-^    ^^ 


knows, 
I    trad* . 

V^^^e    i    oF  ell    tbaic    woodt    th«     loi-d, 

Or>«  berry  from   Iby    band 
More   real    pleasure   would  arfbra 
Than  all  roy   lar^e    coronaand. 
rty   bumble   love  bas  learn'*d  to    live 

On   wliat   tbe    nic«b^    maid, 
Vv'itbout    a  conscious    blosb,  may  rfiv 


Beneatb  the   myrtte  shade 


■^ 
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With  eye  upraised^  his  master* s  looks  to  scan. 
The  joy,  the  solace,  and  the  aid  of  man  ; 
The  rich  man's  guardian  and  the  poor  man's  friend. 
The  only  creature  faithful  to  the  end. 

HERE  is  nothing,"  says  Biilwer 
_  .ytton,  in  his  famous  book,  '*My 
Novel  ** — '*  there  is  nothing  that  more 
moves  us  to  tears  than  the  hearty  kindness 
of  a  dog,  when  something  in  human  beings 
has  pained  or  chilled  us."  Sportsmen 
probably  realise  the  truth  of  this  state- 
ment more  than  anybody  else,  for  the 
reason  that  sportsmen — who  must  not  be 
confounded  with  those  peculiar  creatures 
called  **  sporting  men " — are,  as  a  rule, 
the  most  humane  and  sensitive  of  all 
human  beings.  Sentimentalists,  and  per- 
haps also  the  anti-sporting  community  in 
general,  will  at  first  contradict  this  last 
assertion,  but  a  perusal  of  the  list  of 
names  of  subscribers  to  the  excellent 
institution  about  to  be  described  must 
force  them  quickly  to  retract  their  own 
words  of  contradiction  and  to  admit  that 
though  England  is  the  country  most 
devoted  to  sport  and  to  manly  exercises, 
Englishmen  and  Englishwomen  are  not 
only  sympathetic  and  kind-hearted,  but 
also  opposed  to  cruelty. 

It  was  in  the  year  1859  that  the  late 
Mrs.  Tealby  and  a  friend  first  thought  of 
forming  a  temporary  home  for  lost  and 
starving  dogs  in  an  obscure  road  in 
Holloway,  and  about  the  year  1871,  in  the 
face  of  considerable  opposition,  they  suc- 
ceeded in  starting  at  Battersea  a  small 
place  of  refuge,  which  has  since  developed 
into  the  now  widely  known  Home.  No 
sooner  was  it  opened  than  a  certain  section 
of  the  Press  immediately  began  to  attack 
it  upon  every  side,  and  to  try  its  best  to 
damn  the  institution  as  a  useless,  if  not  an 
objectionable  establishment.  **  What  was 
its  object  }  "  asked  these  ignorant  though 
possibly  well  -  meaning  writers.  '*  Why 
could  not  homeless  dogs  be  destroyed  by 
the  police  ?  "  **  Was  it  not  a  wicked  sin," 
that  was  their  favourite  phrase,  **  to  spend 
money  in  order  to  support  brute  animals 
while  thousands  of  poor  people  were  starv- 
ing ?  "  and  so  on  and  so  on.     But  these 


and  similar  questions  were  soon  satis- 
factorily answered,  and  then  the  indignant 
voice  of  the  Press  gradually  subsided  into 
a  whisper,  and  finally,  for  a  short  time,  it 
became  silent.  When  next  it  spoke  it  had 
changed  its  tone.  Now  it  utters  only 
words  of  praise,  not  merely  with  regard 
to  the  foundress,  her  courage  and  her 
perseverance,  but  respecting  the  home 
itself,  its  excellent  management,  and  its 
great  use. 

As  for  the  object  with  which  the  institu- 
tion was  organised,  it  is  briefly  as  follows : 
The  establishment  was  founded,  according 
to  the  words  of  its  prospectus,  in  order  to 
rescue  lost  dogs  from  misery  and  starva- 
tion ;  in  order  to  clear  the  streets  of  the 
nuisance  and  dangers  of  straying,  owner- 
less dogs  ;  in  order  to  substitute  for  cruel 
processes  of  destroying  life  a  speedy,  pain- 
less, and  therefore  merciful  and  scientific 
method  of  putting  to  death  ;  in  order  to 
find  owners  and  suitable  homes  for  many 
useful  and  valuable  animals ;  in  order, 
lastly,  to  prevent  exorbitant  rewards  being 
extorted  by  unprincipled  and  designing 
persons  as  payment  for  the  recovery  of  lost 
dogs.  Such  dogs  are  now  restored  to 
their  rightful  owners  by  the  managers  of 
the  home  upon  application  being  made  for 
them  by  the  said  owners,  and  the  price 
charged  is  a  sum  equivalent  merely  to  the 
cost  of  keep  during  the  residence  of  the 
dogs  at  the  refuge,  plus  a  small  percentage, 
which  is  added  to  the  fund  for  supporting 
the  institution. 

The  second  question,  **  Why  could  not 
straying  dogs  be  destroyed  by  the  police.-^" 
may  be  dismissed  without  comment  when 
it  is  stated  that  during  the  last  ten  years 
nearly  206,000  dogs,  exclusive  of  cats, 
have  been  admitted  to  the  Home,  most  of 
which  the  police  would  have  been  obliged 
either  to  take  care  of  or  to  put  an  end  to  ; 
and  that  the  number  of  ownerless  dogs 
found  about  the  streets  is  increasing 
annually.  Last  year  the  Home  received  no 
less  than  21,728  dogs  of  all  sorts  and 
conditions,  an  advance  of  4700  on  the 
total  quantity  admitted  in  1893  ;  and 
during  Januar}-,   Februar}%  and  March  of 
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the  current  year  the  number  brought  in 
amounted  to  nearly  7000. 

With  regard  to  the  assertion  that  money 
should  not  be  spent  in  supporting  dumb 
animals  while  human  beings  are  starving, 
has  it  ever  occurred  to  the  originators  of 
this  objection  that,  supposing  a  dogs' 
home  supported  by  voluntar)-  contributions 
did  not  exist,  a  similar  establishment 
would  of  necessity  have  to  be  opened 
immediately,  and  that  the  expense  of 
supporting  it  would  need  to  be  defrayed 
by  the  ratepayers?  For  by  Act  of  Parlia- 
ment 30  and  31  Vict.,  cap.  134,  the 
police  are  authorised  to  take  possession 
of  ownerless  dogs  found  in  the  street,  and 
to  detain  such  do^s  until  the  owners  have 
claimed  them  and  i)aid  all  expenses 
incurred  bv  reason  of  such  detention. 
Indeed,  the  authorities  at  the  Dogs'  Home 
have  no  right  to  receive  dogs  except 
under  the  Act  of  Parliament  which  enables 
the  police  to  take  dogs  from  the  streets, 
so  that  in  reality  the  managers  at  the 
Home  at  Battersea  act  indirectlv,  if  not 
directly,  as  agents  for  the  police,  to  whom 
they  thus  render  great  and  gratuitous 
service. 

At  present  the  Home,  including  kennels, 
yards,  and  outbuildings,  covers  exactly  an 
acre  of  land,  and  though  the  inmates  are 
already  much  cramped  for  space,  there 
will  be  accommodation  for  about  a  thou- 
sand dogs  and  a  hundred  cats  when 
certain  old  and  dilapidated  kennels  have 
been  pulled  down  and  a  new  set 
erected  on  their  site.  Some  four  hundred 
cats  are  admitted  during  the  twelve 
months,  manv  beino:  sent  as  boarders  bv 
persons  leaving  town  for  a  short  time 
only.  The  price  charged  weekly  for  such 
boarders  is  eighteenpence  each.  Phe  dogs 
are  fed  almost  entirely  upon  Spratt's  dog 
biscuits.  Upon  an  average  the  consump- 
tion of  these  biscuits  is  thirty  tons  a  year. 
One  point  that  immediately  strikes  the 
visitor  upon  his  entering  the  yards  is  the 
extreme  neatness  and  cleanliness  prevalent 
everywhere.  Neither  does  any  offensive 
smell  assail  his  nostrils,  though  many  of 
the  dogs  must  be  in  a  dei)lorable  state  in 
ever}'  way  when  first  received.  And  here 
it  may  be  well  to  mention  that  the  regula- 
tions concerning  their  admission  are  as 
excellent  as  they  are  methodical  and 
practical.  When  a  fresh  batch  of  dogs  is 
brought  in  by  the  police  —  some  are 
brought  in  ever}-  day,  driven  in  a  cart — 
all  the  new  arrivals  are  placed  in  a  large 
room  especially  built  and  adapted  for  the 
purpose  and  remote  from  the  kennels. 
Here  they  are  chained  to  the  wall,  out 


of  reach  of  one  another.  They  are  then 
carefully  examined,  numbered,  and  a 
minute  description  of  each  is  inscribed 
in  a  register.  By  means  of  this  plan 
any  individual  dog  applied  for  may  be 
identified  almost  immediately,  and  much 
time  and  trouble  are  thus  saved.  For- 
merly the  dogs  were  destroyed  after  being 
kept  for  three  days,  but  at  the  special 
request  of  her  Majesty  the  Queen,  who, 
together  with  H.R.H.  the  Prince  of  Whales 
and  H.R.H.  the  Duke  of  Cambridge, 
honours  the  home  by  being  its  patron,  no 
dog  is  now  put  an  end  to  within  five  days 
of  the  time  of  its  arrival,  unless  excep- 
tional circumstances  render  immediate 
destruction  necessary.  Valuable  animals 
arc  often  retained  for  a  much  longer  period 
than  five  days.  It  is  satisfactory  to  record 
that  neither  rabies  nor  hydrophobia  has 
been  seen  at  the  Home  for  several  years, 
though  of  course  cases  of  epilepsy  and 
similar  fits,  often  mistaken  for  madness, 
are  fairly  common.  Rabies  and  hydro- 
phobia, indeed,  are  forms  of  disorder 
unknown  at  the  Home.  Last  year  750 
dogs  were  brought  to  Battersea  by  private 
l)ersons.  Of  these,  177  were  given  to  the 
institution  ;  the  remainder  were  taken  there 
by  persons  glad  to  avail  themselves  of  the 
j)ainless  process,  presently  to  be  described, 
of  destroying  their  aged  favourites.  When  it 
becomes  more  widely  known  that  by  merely 
paying  a  shilling  any  person  may  ensure  his 
dog  or  cat  being  put  to  death  absolutely  with- 
out pain,  probably  many  owners  of  dumb 
friends  will  resort  to  the  humane  method 
instead  of  poisoning  or  drowning.  Last 
year  also,  2023  dogs  were  purchased  by 
persons  who  undertook  to  provide  them 
with  comfortable  homes,  and  1427  were 
restored  to  their  proprietors.  Of  the  440 
cats  taken  in  during  the  year,  210  were 
brought  by  their  owners  to  be  temporarily 
boarded ;  the  rest  were  brought  by 
humanely  disposed  persons.  The  majority 
of  the  latter  lot  of  cats  were  in  a  suflfering 
condition,  and  it  was  necessar}^  to  destroy 
them  almost  immediately. 

There  are  ten  kennel-men  or  attendants, 
who  are  fond  of  their  charges  and  like  the 
work.  These  men  have,  so  to  speak, 
grown  up  with  the  establishment,  and  any 
one  of  them  is  able  to  tell  you  anything 
that  you  may  wish  to  know  about  it. 
Almost  needless  it  is  to  add  that  formerly 
they  followed  a  calling  in  the  country.  One 
of  them,  for  instance,  a  finely  set-up,  well- 
built  man,  thoroughly  versed  in  matters 
canine,  and  undoubtedly  a  good  judge  of 
a  dog,  used  to  be  gamekeeper  upon  a  large 
estate  in  Devonshire.     Between  April   i 
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and  Sept.  30  thev  are  on  duty  from  6  a.m. 
until  6  p.m.;  between  Oct.  1  and 
March  31,  from  7  a.m.  until  4  p.m.,  and 
they  have  a  private  reading-room  supplietl 
with  plenty  of  books  and  current  literature. 
Perhaps  the  objects  that  most  interest 
the  general  public  are  the  lethal  chamber, 
invented  by  Dr.  Benjamin  Ward  Richard- 
son, K.R.S.  (now  Sir  Benjamin  Richardson), 
and  erected  at  the  Home  in  1884,  and  the 
crematorium,  which  stands  within  a  few- 
yards  of  it.  By  means  of  the  lethal 
chamber  one  hundred  dogs  may  be  put 
to  a  i)ainless  death  at  one  and  the  same 


chamber  is  so  constructed  that  a  cage,  in 
whichdogsabout  to  be  destroyed  areplaced, 
can  be  run  into  it  with  great  rapidity 
immediately  the  sliding  door  has  been 
raised,  and  can  be  as  quickly  enclosed. 
This,  of  course,  is  effected  by  pulling 
down  the  door  again.  The  cage  consists 
of  a  woo<len  framework  with  light  iron 
bars,  and  a  wooden  door  upon  either  side 
of  it,  two  doors  at  one  end  and  another 
door  upon  the  top.  It  can  be  filled  and 
emptied  through  these  doors  very  quickly. 
In  order  that  it  may  hold  as  many  animals 
as  possible  and  yet  not  cause  them  dis- 


time  and  within  a  few  minutes,  and  in  the 
crematorium  two  hundred  dogs  or  cats 
can  be  consumed  together.  The  lime 
needed  for  the  cremation  lasts  about  eight 
hours.  However,  a  more  lengthy  descrip- 
tion of  the  lethal  chamber  will  no  doubt 
be  of  interest. 

The  chamber  itself,  then,  which  is  built 
of  brick,  is  herraelically  scaled,  except  in 
front,  where  there  is  a  sliding  door,  and 
at  the  escai>e-pipc  or  flue.  Before  the 
doomed  animals  are  placed  within  it  the 
chamber  itself  is  fully  charged  widi  narcotic 
i-apour — that  is  to  say,  an  atmosphere  of 
carbonic  acid,  througn  which  chloroform 
has  been  introduced  in  the  form  of  a 
spiay,  up  to  complete   saturation.     The 


comfort,  ihe  cage  is  divided  into  two  parts 
or  tiers,  the  liooring  of  the  upper  tier 
being  freely  perforated  in  a  way  that 
establishes  a  communication  between  the 
upper  and  lower  divisions,  and  allows  a 
due  distribution  of  the  lethal  atmosphere. 
The  cage  runs  on  8-in.  wheels,  and  travels 
upon  iron  tram -rails.  Immediately  the 
sliding  door  has  been  pushed  up  the  cage 
is  run  into  the  chaml>er  and  the  door 
instantly  closed  again.  The  anaisthetic 
sleep  is  induced  within  one  minute, 
and  death  takes  place  usually  within 
the  two  minutes  that  follow,  though  the 
cage  is  never  withdrawn  within  half  an 
hour.  This  sort  of  death  is  brought  about 
by  anassthesia,  and  not,  as  some  suppose. 
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by  sullbcation  or  asphyxia.  Phjsiologi- 
cally,  there  is  a  tlistinctive  difference 
between  these  two  modes  of  death.  Death 
by  anesthesia  is  death  l>y  sleep  ;  death  by 
asphyxia  is  death  by  deprivation  of  air. 
Death  by  anssthesia  is  typically  repre- 
sented in  death  by  chloroform  ;  death  by 
asphyxia  is  typically  represented  in  drown- 
iag  and  strangulation.  When  properly 
carried  out,  death  by  ancesthesia  is  much 
the  more  certain  and  by  far  the  less 
violent  of  the  two  processes.  The  animals 
sleep  into  deaih,  as  it  hxtc,  no  sign  of  ;t 


drowning,  poisoning  by  prussic  acid, 
shooting,  and  stunning — the  lethal  method 
stands  far  ahead  on  every  ground  of  prac- 
tical readiness,  certainty,  and  humanity. 
I  cannot,  however,  let  this  opportunity 
])ass  of  testifying  that  the  method  for 
twenty  years  carried  out  at  the  Dogs' 
Home  of  killing  with  prussic  acid  has 
been,  by  the  skill  and  experience  of  the 
operators,  brought  to  a  great  state  of  per- 
fection and  painlessness.  The  objections 
to  it  are  moral  and  physical.  It  is  a  tax 
that  few  men  can   usually   bear  to  have 


spasm  or  struggle  being  c\er  jirescntcd  hy 
their  dead  bodies.  The  aniesthetic,  too, 
has  convincingly  been  proved  to  be  pain- 
less, for  we  know  that  human  beings  who 
have  almost  died  while  under  the  influence 
of  chloroform  have  afterwards  declared 
that  they  felt  no  pain  whatsoever  ;  and  at 
present  there  is  no  reason  for  supposing 
that  dumb  animals  are  more  sensitive  than 
men  and  women.  Indeed,  Dr.  Benjamin 
Richardson  himself,  upon  May  15,  1884 — 
the  day  upon  which  his  lethal  chamber 
was  used  for  the  first  lime — spoke  as 
follows — 

"Compared  with  the   other  modes  of 
extinguishing  animal  life — such  as  hanging, 


every  week  to  take  hundreds  of  dogs  one 
after  the  other,  and  by  force  administer  to 
each,  by  the  mouth,  the  deadly  dose  of 
prussic  acid.  Further,  the  poison  is  so 
deadl}'  that  1  look  upon  it  as  almost  a 
miracle  that  no  man  has  been  accidentally 
killed  by  it  during  the  process." 

A  waggish  visitor  the  other  day  standing 
with  a  friend  behind  the  cage  containing 
dogs  and  cats  about  to  be  sent  into  their 
last  long  sleep,  playfully  remarked  that  it 
ivould  be  well  if  some  of  our  criminals  and 
dangerous  and  incurable  madmen  could  be 
sent  shuffling  off  this  mortal  coil  in  a 
similar  sensible  and  painless  manner. 
"  Criminals    and     madmen  .'  "    exclaimed 
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his  friend  with  a  laugh  that  a  certain  well- 
known  novelist  would  undoubtedly  have 
called  "metallic/'  "  say,  rather,  our  labour 
leaders  and  land  agitators,  our  women  who 
did,  and  women  w^ho  could,  our  new 
woman  and  our  bad  musicians.  Well 
might  they  be  shuffled  off,  and  nobody 
would  feel  one  penny  the  worse."  Pos- 
sibly some  of  us  agree  with  him. 

Before  the  crematorium  had  been  built, 
the  dead  bodies  were  sent  bv  rail  into  the 
country  and  there  stacked,  a  bed  of  char- 
coal being  placed  between  each  layer  of 
bodies,  and  the  gruesome  mass  was  ulti- 
mately utilised  as  manure.  But  gradually 
the  exportation  of  **  Londoners,"  as  the 
railwaymen  called  these  bodies,  became 
so  enormous  that  the  shrewd  country 
cousin  took  very  marked  exception  to  this 
steadily  increasing  influx  of  ill-starred 
foreign  produce,  and,  the  supply  having 
evidently  exceeded  the  demand,  further 
consignments  of  "  Londoners "  were 
declined  with  thanks.  At  this  crisis. 
Sir  George  Measom  opportunely  introduced 
his  new  invention.  Had  he  not  done  so, 
it  is  hard  to  say  what  would  have  hap- 
pened, for  much  as  the  town  born  and 
bred  man  may  sneer  at  his  country 
brother,  he  is  but  seldom  able  to  thwart 
him  when  the  latter  has  made  up  his  mind 
to  bring  about  a  change  that  he  deems  to 
be  of  importance. 

Under  no  conditions  whatsoever  are  cither 
dogs  or  cats  supplied  for  purposes  of  vivi- 
section. These  words  are  italicised  because 
there  appears  to  be  a  prevalent  and  grow- 
ing belief  that  the  managers  of  the  home 
supply  hospitals  and  private  persons  with 
living  subjects  upon  which  to  experiment. 
Upon  the  contrary,  the  seventh  '*  Notice  to 


the  Public  "  posted  up  at  the  institution 
distinctly  states  that  "  Animals  are  never 
sold  for  the  purpose  of  physiological, 
pathological,  toxicological,  or  other  ex- 
periments being  made  upon  them ;  they 
are  not  sold  to  any  person  giving  his 
address  at  a  hospital ;  they  are  not  sold  to 
low-class  dealers  ;  and  they  are  not  sold  to 
persons  who  may  be  regarded  as  unlikely 
to  provide  them  with  good  homes.  Every 
buyer  is,  as  a  condition  of  purchase, 
required  to  state  on  the  counterfoil  of  the 
receipt  which  is  delivered  to  him,  and 
which  constitutes  his  title^  the  real  purpose 
-br  which  the  animal  is  required,  and  that 
it  is  not  purchased  and  shall  not  be  used 
for  experimentation." 

The  Duke  of  Portland  is  President  of 
the  home.  Sir  (ieorge  Samuel  Measom, 
J. P.,  is  treasurer  and  chairman  of  the  com- 
mittee, while  Mr.  Henry  J.  Ward  is  the 
secretary  and  acting  manager;  Mr.  A.  J. 
Sewcll,  ^LR.C.V.S.,  is  the  hon.  inspecting 
veterinary  surgeon.  The  place  is  well 
worth  seeing — the  average  daily  number 
of  inmates  being  over  five  hundred.  It  is 
open  to  visitors  nearly  all  day,  except  on 
Sundays,  Christmas  Days,  and  Good 
Fridays.  It  is  situated  within  twenty 
minutes'  drive  of  Piccadillv  Circus,  and 
it  may  be  reached  by  train  direct  from 
Victoria  or  London  Bridge,  or  by  boat. 
Battersea  railway  station  almost  adjoins 
the  Home.  Battersea  Park  pier  lies 
within  five  minutes*  walk  of  it.  Owing 
to  the  rapidly  increasing  number  of  dogs 
sent  to  the  refuge  month  by  month,  and 
also  to  the  recent  death  of  many  of  the 
regular  subscribers,  the  Home  is  at  the 
present  time  sadly  in  need  of  funds.  It 
certainly  deserves  support. 
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7"0U   come   at  a  liniciv 

said  Anthony  Jones,  yawning  and 
acing  his  long  thin  fingers  behind  his 
as  I  entered  his  luxurious  den  in  the 
son  Avenue  flat.  "  Perhaps  you  can 
:  my  interest  in  existence,  which  is 
ng  perilously  low." 
'ou don't  look  as  though  jou  were  a 
\  to  depression,"  I  rejoined. 
ly,  but  I  am,"  returned  he.  He  drew 
ciystal  flask,  silver- topped  and  half 
if  a  clear  yellow  liquor,  from  the 
t-pocket  of  his  dressing -gown,  and 
it  to  the  ligln.  "  With  this  weapon 
it  the  black  mood  when  it  conies 
me.  You  have  never  tried  cocaine?" 
idded,  meeting  my  curious  look. 
?  The  better  for  you,  then !   It  grows 

a  man " 

.ike  thief-catching."  I  put  in. 
Ih  no,  my  good  Sir ! "  cried  he. 
;re  is  no  intellectual  enjoyment  in 
:t  of  arrest  of  any  higher  calibre  than 
est  experienced  by  a  clever  terrier 
aking  a  rat.  But  in  measuring  the 
capacities  of  other  men's  minds,  in 
ing  a  certain  degree  of  imaginative- 
bridled  by  logic,  to  bear  upon  the 
bilities  of  certain  modes  of  action 
ed  —  in  extremity  or  otherwise — by 
duals  in  whom  certain  propensities 
lOvvn  to  exist,  and  wilh  whom  certain 
es  must  be  uppermost — in  this  there 
:asure  of  a  keen  and  subtle  kind. 
le-way.  if  you  have  no  particular 
^ement  to-night.  Inspector,  I  should 
id  of  your  companionship." 
o  need  of  a  revolver  and  a  warrant 
me,  I  suppose  ? "  1  said  jokingly. 


"Excellent!  "  cried  Anthony  Jones,  with 
more  amusement  than  the  poor  jest  war- 
ranted. "  I  rejoice  to  meet  with  this  kind 
of  spirit  in  Mulberry  Street.  Bring  the 
articles  you  have  mentioned  by  all  means. 
We  are  going  into  the  kind  of  company 
where  the  last-named  particularly  may  be 
used  to  advantage." 

"  And  in  whose  name  is  the  warrant  to 
be  made  out,  Sir.^"  said  1  jokingly, 

"  In  the  Devil's,"  returned  my  friend 
quite  gravely.  "  Yo\  I  doubt,  Vedder, 
whether  an_v  other  title  would  be  so  appo- 
site. And  now  I  have  a  couple  of  ques- 
tions to  ask  vou." 

"  All  right,  Sir,     For  Number  One " 

"  Have  you  any  reason  to  btUcie  that 
your  features  and  general  appearance  are 
familiar  to  the  criminal  population  of  this 
city.'  Would  you  be  easily  spotted  in  a 
crowded  public  place  of  entertainmei:t,  for 
instance,  as  a  detective  officer  ?  " 

"  I  think  it  verj'  unlikely,"  I  answered. 
"  Until  a  few  weeks  ago  I  nore  a  full 
beard  ;  now.  as  you  see,  with  the  exception 
of  a  small  moustache,  I  am  clean-shaven." 

"  1  understand,"  returned  he,  with  a 
fleeting  twinkle  in  his  keen  eye.  "  Ladies 
are  sometimes  arbiirarj'  in  these  matters — 
eh.  Vedder .- " 

"  Vou  have  hit  the  mark,  as  you  usually 
do,"  I  answered.  "  Wilh  regard  to  question 
Number  Two .-  " 

"  Question  Number  Two  is  this  :  Has 
any  well-known  jail-bird  been  arrested 
within  the  last  three  hours  .^" 

"  Houston  Street  telephoned  up  to 
Mulberry  Street  early  in  the  forenoon  to 
say  they  had  got  Sleeman,"  I  answered. 
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**  Sleeman,"  muspd  Jones.  *'  Do  you 
mean  the  confidence-operative,  pickpocket, 
and  blackleg,  who  has  been  wanted  for 
the  last  three  months  with  regard  to  the 
nobbling  of  Judge  Brooker's  mare  at 
Sheepshead  Bay,  in  the  June  of  last  year  .'^^ 

"  The  same,"  I  said.  "  And  glad  I  am 
we  've  got  him !  A  slippery  subject,  if 
ever  there  was  one." 

Anthony  Jones's  next  question  was  a 
curious  one.  *'  Would  it  be  possible  for 
vou  to  obtain  an  inventorv  of  the  various 
articles  of  property  found  upon  Sleeman 
at  the  time  of  his  arrest  ?" 

"Certainly,"  I  answered,  after  a  moment's 
hesitation.  '*  There  is  a  te]e|)hone  belong- 
ing to  this  establishment  ?" 

'*  Yes,  communicating  with  Madison 
Street  Police  Station.  They  will  hitch 
you  on  to  Houston  Street,  of  course." 

I  telephoned  as  suggested.  Within  a 
few  minutes  the  answer  came  back. 
Sleeman  had  had  upon  him  at  the  time 
of  his  seizure  thirtv  dollars  in  genuine 
paper  currency,  one  hundred  and  fifty 
dollars  in  counterfeit  notes,  a  five- 
chambered  revolver,  a  gold  watch  with 
nickel  chain,  a  diamond  pin,  a  bunch  of 
skeleton  keys,  ditto  the  real  article,  a 
memorandum-book,  and  a  black  and  white 
card  of  rather  peculiar  shape. 

Anthony  Jones  leaned  eagerly  across  the 
table. 

"  Could  you  procure  the  loan  ot  that  card 
for  twenty-four  hours  }  " 

I  could,  and  did.  Within  ten  minutes 
there  lay  before  us  on  the  table  a  piece  of 
cardboard  shaped  in  eccentric  fashion.  In 
appearance  it  was  like  one  of  the  litho- 
graphed bookmark  advertisements  gener- 
ally slipped  by  enterprising  dry-goods 
firms  between  the  leaves  of  magazines, 
and  represented  a  common  shiny  black- 
leather  handbag  lettered  in  white  with  the 
initials  "J.  R."  The  reverse  was  plain, 
and  bore  an  advertisement  roughly 
printed — 

A    RECEPTION 

Will  be  given  to 

MR.      SWAGG       OF      LONDON 

{^The  Man  That  Never  Got  Nahhed) 

By 

The  Leading  Operatives  of  New  York 

At  Cassidy's, 

Sept.  6, 

At  Twelve  sharp, 

No.  69. 

Od'  Bring  the   Word,  and  be  in  Time, 

**  I   wonder,"   said   I,  **  who   Mr.  Swagg 
of  London  may  be  when  he's  at  home ; 


and  whether  there  are  any  more  of  these 
oddly  shaped  tickets  going  around  }  " 

For  answer,  Anthony  Jones  drew  from 
his  vest-pocket  and  laid  silently  beside  the 
first  ticket  a  second — its  counterpart  in 
ever}'  respect,  except  that  the  number  was 
100.  I  looked  up  in  surprise.  **  How 
on  earth,"  I  cried,  **  did  vou  get  hold  of 
this  }  " 

"  It  came  into  my  possession,"  said 
Anthony  Jones,  *'  by  a  fortuitous  accident. 
Last  night  I  attended  a  pugilistic  meeting 
out  Jersey  City  way.  An  alarm  of  police 
was  given  ;  and  in  the  scuffle  of  dispersion 
it  occurred  to  a  smart  young  gentleman  of 
the  light-fingered  fraternity  to  endeavour 
to  pick  my  pocket.  I  was  too  quick  for 
him,  however,  and  seized  him  by  the  arm. 
He  had  a  coat  hanging  over  it,  in  accord- 
ance with  the  rules  of  his  profession,  and, 
though  he  got  away,  the  garment  remained 
in  my  possession,  in  the  inner  breast- 
pocket was  a  note-case,  filled  with  flash 
greenbacks,  and,  tucked  inside  the  lining, 
I  discovered  the  fellow  to  Sleeman's  card. 
It  struck  me  as  curious ;  and  knowing 
something  of  the  proprietor  of  Cassidy's 
Music  Hall " 

*'  An  old  thief.  Sir,"  said  I,  **  and  time- 
expired  ticket-of-leave  man.  And  his  hall 
is  the  lowest  in  the  Bowery." 

"  You  will  have  an  opportunity  of 
renewing  your  impressions  of  it  to-night." 

"  Are  you  going  there.  Sir  }  " 

"We  are  going  to  make  use  of  the 
tickets  belonging  to  Mr.  Sleeman  and  my 
pickpocket  friend,  without  permission  of 
either  gentleman.  I  have  a  curiosity  to 
see  this  sensational  Mr.  Swagg.  I  may 
be  unable  to  gratify  it — that  is,  supposing 
the  numbers  of  these  tickets  have  not  been 
stopped  ;  in  which  case " 

My  companion  pulled  up  suddenly  in 
the  long  springy  stride  with  which  he  paced 
the  room — **  we  shall  find  ourselves  in 
what  my  English  friends  call  *  a  hat.* 
Remember,  you  have  given  me  your 
assurance  that  you  are  not  likely  to  be 
recognised  in  queer  or  dangerous  company. 
If  you  have  not  told  the  truth  in  this, 
you  are  riskipg  your  life,  let  me  tell 
you,  Mr.  Vedder,  in  accompanying  me 
to-night.** 

I  repeated  the  assurance  I  had  previously 
given. 

**  I  shall  have  no  compunction  in  asking 
you  to  be  my  companion,  then,"  said  my 
friend. 

He  twirled  one  of  the  black-and-white 
tickets  between  his  forefinger  and  thumb, 
and  looked  at  me  with  rather  a  quizzical 
smile. 
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•*  Look  again  at  these  initials,"  said  he. 
**  Do  the  letters  *  J.R.,*  especially  in  con- 
junction with  a  shiny  black  bag,  awaken 
no  associations  in  your  mind,  Inspector  ? 
Think  once  more." 

I  thought  to  no  purpose. 

**  Never  mind,"  said  Jones.  "  The 
question  was  an  idle  one,  put  it  by.  J. 
and  R.  are  two  ver}'  ordinary  letters  of  the 
alphabet,  taken  singly  or  in  juxtaposition. 
A  black  bag  of  shiny  leather  is  the  com- 
mon repository'  of  the  papers  of  business 
men  or  the  *  jemmy'  of  the  burglar." 

**  Talking  of  burglars,"  I  said,  ''  we 
have  an  extradition  warrant  for  the  arrest 
of  the  English  operative,  Rudge,  on  a 
charge  of  housebreaking  and  murder." 

**  Rudge  !  **  Anthony  Jones  selected  a 
cigar  from  his  case  and  lighted  it  with 
deliberation.  "A clever  scoundrel, Vedder." 

**  Clever !  "  I  ejaculated.  "  The  engineer 
of  all  the  big  burglaries  and  portico- 
robberies  that  have  taken  place  in  the 
English  metropolis  and  provinces  during 
the  past  ten  years.  It  was  he  who  carried 
off  the  Marchioness  of  Grandford's  rope 
of  black  pearls  and  the  hereditary 
diamonds  of  the  Crown  Princess  of 
Polania.  The  feats  of  misdirected  inge- 
nuity and  criminal  daring  achieved  by  the 
man  would  fill  a  volume,  Sir." 

*'  He  has  never  been  caught,  I  believe  ?" 
interrogated  Anthony  Jones,  tipping  the 
ash  from  his  cigar. 

**  Never  !  Nor  has  he  ever  been  baffled 
in  his  designs — forced  to  drop  the  greater 
part  of  his  booty  and  bolt  for  it  —  save 
once  ;  and  that  was  when  Police-constable 
Vandellar  caught  him  in  Standish  House, 
Piccadilly,  when  the  Earl  and  Countess 
were  out  of  town.  He  was  filling  his 
pockets  with  the  contents  of  the  glass 
tables  in  the  celebrated  curio-room  when 
the  constable  came  on  him.  Shots  were 
exchanged,  and  there  was  a  hot  chase, 
but  Rudge  got  away,  wounded  as  he 
was " 

**  To  .live  to  rob  another  day." 

**  And  to  pay  out  the  poor  fellow  who  so 
nearly  nabbed  him.  It  seems  he  was  shot 
in  the  face  and  badly  disfigured,  and  he 
swore  to  be  revenged  upon  the  man  who 
had  done  it." 

**  And  kept  his  word  ?  " 

**  Like  the  cool,  cunning,  determined 
dexil  that  he  is." 

**  Ay,"  said  Jones.  "  Murder  was  not  his 
line,  but  once  he  made  up  his  mind  to  do 
it  there  might  be  no  doubt  of  its  being 
done  with  completeness  and  originality." 

"Vandellar  was  regularly  trapped," 
said  I ;  **  decoyed  into  a  lonely  spot  and 


knocked  on  the  head  before  being  immo- 
lated after  a  fashion  fiendish  enough  to 
make  a  Red  Indian  shudder.  You  remem- 
ber the  particulars  ?  " 

**  Clearly,"  said  Jones.  **  They — for  I 
fancv  there  must  have  been  a  woman  in 
the  business — they  decoyed  Vandellar  into 
a  warehouse  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
South  Audley  Street,  employed  by  a  firm 
of  cleaners  for  the  storage  of  chemicals, 
stunned  and  bound  him,  and  had  the 
elaboration  to  break  a  glass  carboy  of 
sulphuric  acid  over  his  head  before  they 
left  him.  I  would  stake  my  professional — 
your  professional — reputation,"  he  ended, 
**that  that  was  the  woman's  idea.  Our 
friend  Jonas,  clever  as  he  is,  would  never 
have  hit  upon  it  by  himself." 

*' Jonas?" 

**  1  speak  of  Jonas  Rudge." 

**  I  beg  your  pardon.  His  Christian 
name  had  slipped  my  memory." 

"  It  is  useful,  sometimes,  to  have  a  good 
memory  for  Christian  names.  And  so  our 
friend  Mr.  Jonas  Rudge  is  supposed  to  be 
in  New  York  }  " 

*'  *  Conjectured '  would  be  the  word. 
It  is  only  *  supposed  *  that  he  has  left 
England." 

Anthony  Jones  uttered  an  impatient 
snarl. 

"  Only  supposed  !  when  the  man's  dis- 
figured face  should  have — but  there 's  no 
complaint  so  hopeless  of  cure  as  official 
ophthalmia !  " 

We  parted,  to  meet  again  at  a  given 
point  upon  the  northern  outskirts  of  New 
York,  at  a  quarter  to  twelve.  The  charac- 
ter of  the  streets  began  to  change  as  we 
drew  near  our  destination.  The  Bowery, 
with  its  rows  of  cheap  stores,  where  half 
the  stock  seems  to  be  displayed  upon  the 
sidewalks ;  its  fruit,  pea-nut,  and  soda- 
water  stalls  impeding  the  pedestrian's 
progress  at  every  step ;  its  noisy- throated 
hawkers,  its  brazen  women,  its  quadruple 
lines  of  horse-car  tracks,  and  its  rumbling, 
puffing,  elevated  trains,  is  probably  the 
most  bewildering  maze  that  ever  a  stranger 
tried  in  vain  to  thread.  But  it  seemed 
familiar  ground  to  Mr.  Anthony  Jones. 

*'  This  is  the  crucible,  Vedder,"  said  he, 
*'  in  which  all  the  vices  of  humanity  are 
melted  down  into  one  amalgam.  By  the 
way  " — he  handed  me  Sleeman's  card — 
"  I  should  advise  you  to  put  that  in  the 
upper  pocket  of  your  vest,  so  that  it  can 
be  got  at  easily,  and  in  case  of  a  password 
being  demanded." 

"Which  it  will  be,"  said  I,  "and  a 
mighty  tough  job  we  shall  have  to  play 
our  hand  without  it." 
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"  I  'm  going  to  do  a  bluff,  Vedder,^  said 
my  companion,  with  a  dry  chuckle. 
"  Remember,  if  I  can't  cany  it  through,  it 
means  figfiting,  so  keep  close  to  me  ;  say 
as  I  say,  do  as  I  do ;  and  have  your 
revolver  readv." 

"  All  right,'"  said  I. 

We  pulled  up  suddenly  on  the  borders 
of  a  dense  throng,  crowded  about  the 
gaudy,  glaring  entrance  of  the  low  concert- 
hall  run  by  Cassidy.  A  curious  feature 
struck  me  in  the  composition  of  the  crowd. 
I  twitched  my  companion's  sleeve. 

**  Take  out  your  breastpin,  and  dam  it 
under  your  coat-lapei,"  I  whispered,  **and 
fasten  your  watch  to  both  your  key-chains, 
if  you  can  do  so  without  being  seen. 
Every  loose  character  in  New  York  seems 
to  be  round  here  to-night." 

Even  as  I  spoke  a  lean,  sinuous  hand 
grabbed  at  Jones's  guard-chain,  but  with 
a  movement  of  surprising  sleight  he  caught 
the  wrist  and  held  it  like  a  vice. 

As  the  thief,  released,  dived  into  the 
crowd,  it  swayed  and  closed  about  us  ;  we 
were  carried  forwards  with  the  impetus  of 
the  rush,  and  when  we  found  our  feet  again 
we  were  in  front  of  a  railed-off  pay  bureau, 
out  of  which  looked  a  red-faced  corpulent 
man  (Cassidy  in  person),  adorned  with  a 
glaring  plaid  necktie  ;  his  greasy  fingers 
sparkling  with  diamond  rings. 

•*  Throw  back  your  coat  and  show  the 
black  ticket,"  whispered  the  voice  of 
Jones  close  by  my  ear. 

**  Free  show  to-night,  spnny-boy,"  I 
heard  the  red- faced  Cassidy  say  to  a 
dissipated-looking  young  tough  who  put 
down  some  money  on  the  rubber  cushion 
before  him.  "You've  got  to  show  a 
different  kind  of  metal  to  that  if  you  want 
to  come  in." 

The  tough  made  a  halting  reply.  There 
was  a  hoarse  laugh  as  a  dozen  stalwart 
arms  seized  the  unfortunate,  and  he  was 
rapidly  passed  over  the  heads  of  the  crowd 
until  his  howls  and  struggles  ended  at  its 
limits. 

The  turn  of  my  companion  came.  His 
head  and  shoulders  blocked  the  pay-hole. 
Jammed  against  his  back,  my  arms 
pinioned  to  my  sides,  I  listened  with  all 
my  ears — 

"  Whin  does  he  hail  from  f  "  was  asked. 

** London**  was  the  prompt  reply. 

"  What  luggage  *s  hegotf  " 

*'  The  black  bag**  I  heard  whispered  back. 

My  turn  came.  Cassidy  put  out  one 
greasy,  glittering  hand ;  pulled  the  black 
ticket  out  of  my  vest-pocket ;  inspected  it, 
ticked  off  the  number,  and  asked — 

"  Whef€  does  he  haU  from  ?  ** 


"  London,"  I  answered. 

'*  What  luggage 's  he  got  ?  ** 

For  a  moment  I  hesitated ;  then»  spurred 
by  the  peril  of  the  position,  ansirered  as 
my  companion  had  done — 

"  The  black  bag." 

"  Pass,"  said  Cassidy,  gruffly. 

A  turnstile  clicked,  and  I  and  Jones  were 
able  to  stretch  our  limbs  in  comparative 
freedom.  We  hurried  with  others  down 
a  sloping,  sawdust-covered  stone  passage, 
and  found  ourselves  in  the  concert-haJl, 
already  well  filled,  and  momentarily 
becoming  crowded.  The  actual  air  was 
foul  with  the  fumes  of  liquor  and  tobacco, 
the  customary  nightly  throng  of  patrons 
having  only  just  dispersed ;  and,  morally, 
the  atmosphere  was  bad  enough  to  have 
poisoned  an  inspector  of  prisons.  Faces 
upon  faces  were  there  that  I  personally 
recognised  as  belonging  to  well-known 
criminals.  Scarcely  a  nationality  but  had 
its  representative,  though  the  Irish,  French, 
and  American  predominated  ;  not  a  vice 
or  crime  prevalent  in  our  great  city  but 
had  its  lodging  within  those  walls. 
Gamblers,  swindlers,  banco-steerers,  saw- 
dust agents,  pickpockets,  confidence* 
operators,  burglars,  blacklegs  like  Sleeman, 
man-trappers  and  their  decoys,  rubbed 
shoulders  with  their  companions,  male 
and  female,  in  the  great  fraternity  of  law* 
breakers.  If  our  Mulberrv  Street  men 
could  have  made  a  raid  on  Cassidy's  that 
night  what  a  haul  we  should  have  had! 
I  reflected,  and  glanced  towards  my  neigh- 
bour, wondering  whether  a  corresponding 
idea  had  happened  to  cross  his  mind.  But 
he  did  not  return  my  glance :  he  ^"as 
gazing  earnestly  towards  one  of  the  two 
little  gaudy  private  boxes  that  were  set 
one  on  either  side  of  the  showy  stage 
proscenium.  The  curtain  of  the  box  was 
down,  but  it  quivered  as  though  some 
occupant  was  taking  a  seat  behind  it; 
and  in  that  moment  a  murmur  broke  out 
which  swelled  to  a  thunder  of  applause. 

**  Hats  off!  "  cried  somebody,  and  in  an 
instant  the  order  was  obeyed.  Then  the 
greasy  proprietor  of  Cassidy's  made  his 
appearance  in  the  opposite  box,  was 
greeted  with  shouts  of  approbation,  and 
as  the  orchestra  struck  up,  the  doors  of 
the  music-hall  were  closed  and  bolted  by 
two  brawny  coloured  men.  Then,  and 
not  till  then,  the  drawn  curtains  of  the 
mysterious  box  were  opened  a  little  by  a 
man's  hand — a  hairy,  dusky,  ape*like  hand, 
that  gave  me  a  strange  sensation  as  I  looked 
upon  it. 

The  performance  began.  It  imm  about 
as  bad,  speaking  in  every  sense,  as  th& 
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whisky  and  the  tobacco  that  circulated 
free  of  charge.  The  audience  took  quietly 
what  they  were  weJl  accustomed  to.  It 
was  evident  that  the  tit-bit  was  to  be  kept 
for  the  last. 

It  came.  Down  tumbled  a  black  velvet 
curtain  upon  the  outrageous  capers  of  a 
brazen  Terpsichore,  and  the  corpulent 
Cassidv,  in  the  midst  of  thunders  of 
applause,  came  to  the  front  of  his  box. 
He  spoke  in  a  smooth,  oily  voice,  turning 
his  blazing  red  face  from  side  to  side  as 
his  patrons  stimulated  him  with  cheers  and 
verbal  encouragements. 

'*  Me  havin'  been  put  forwards  by 
general  vote,"  he  began,  '*  as  all  gentle- 
men sports  and  distinguished  patrons 
present  here  knows,  it  won^t  be  took 
rough  ef  I  says  as  what  we  've  'ssembled 
heer  tergither  to  do,  wc  'vc  got  lo  do 
mighty  quick."  (Applause,  and  shouts  of 
**  That 's  so!  "  and  ''  Let  her  rip,  Mike  !  ") 
Not  as  I  'm  afraid  of  any  laywayin'  or 
police  reshin'.  We  ain't  showin'  so  much 
as  a  yallcr  crack  through  our  outside 
shutters,  an*  ef  we  caught  a  Mulberry 
Street  man  or  two  smellin'  round  inside, 
I  reckon  he  wouldn't  answer  to  his  squad 
number  again.  I  guess  he  'd  be  split  out, 
would  that  man,  an'  salted  down,  so's  to 
keep  between  boards  till  the  Day  o' 
Jedgment."  (Fierce  laughter  and  more 
applause.)  '*  Wall  now,  I  guess  ye've 
had  'nough  o'  me.  All  I  've  got  to  do, 
boys,  is  to  introduce  the  greatest  " — 
(applause) — **the  most  distinguished" — 
(great  applause) — **  and  the  most  success- 
ful of  livin*  operatives  to  them  as  hev 
given  this  entertainment  in  his  honour  to- 
night !  '*  Immense  applause,  in  the  midst 
of  which  Cassidy  retired ;  and  the  black 
velvet  curtain  rose  amid  a  scene  of  enthu- 
siasm which  I  have  never  seen  equalled. 

Men  and  women  yelled,  the  whole 
assemblage  leaped  to  their  feet,  as  against 
the  dazzling  glare  of  a  background  of 
electric  lights  was  revealed  a  solitary 
figure — the  figure  of  an  undersized,  meanly 
made  man,  most  shabbily  attired  in  an  old 
greatcoat  and  a  peaked  skin-cap  of  reddish 
hair,  with  lappets  for  the  ears.  He  moved, 
in  obedience  to  an  audible  direction  given 
from  the  wings,  a  little  down  the  stage, 
with  a  crouching,  skulking,  yet  supple 
movement,  which  irresistibly  recalled  the 
gait  of  a  wild  beast  in  its  den.  And  the 
yell  of  applause  rang  out  again  from  the 
hundreds  of  steaming  throats  around  me, 
as  he  shifted  his  hand  from  behind  him, 
and  showed  a  shabby  black  bag.  Even 
before  Mr.  Swagg  of  London  opened  the 
receptacle  and  took  from  it  the  short  bar 


of  iron  usually  known  in  the  cant  of  the 
burglar's  trade  as  a  "jemmy"  and  a 
bundle  of  silken  cords,  whicli  when 
unrolled  proved  to  be  a  ladder,  furnished 
with  steel  grip-hooks  at  either  end,  I 
knew  who  he  was  !  I  'm  not  imaginative, 
but  a  vision  rose  before  me  of  the  interior 
of  the  London  warehouse,  murkv  with 
shadows,  illuminated  by  the  glare  of  the 
burglar's  dark  lantern,  or  the  fitful  glimmer 
of  a  street  lamp  from  outside,  and  the 
bound,  helpless  figure  of  the  doomed 
constable  N'andellar  lying  on  the  floor 
amid  the  boxes  and  crates,  and  that  beast- 
like creature  skulking  from  the  scene  of 
his  horrible  revenge. 

The  cynosure  of  every  evil  eyt-,  the  awe 
and  admiration  of  every  depraved  nature 
in  that  vast  assemblage,  Jonas  Rudge 
stood  before  the  footlights  of  Cassidy's 
Music-Hall,  drinking  in  the  incense  of 
the  popular  applause. 

"  Vive  Monsuur  Jonas!''  sang  out  the 
high  musical  voice  of  a  Frenchwoman 
from  behind  us,  antl  the  burden  was  taken 
up  in  a  thuntlering  cheer.  Then  the  black 
curtain  came  slowly  down  and  covered  up 
the  man  with  the  black  ba*^. 

The  sensation  of  the  evening  was  over. 

The  mercurial  audience  sprang  to  their 
feet,  but  tht'  doors  of  egress  remained 
barred.  1  glanced  at  my  companion, 
with  a  thumping  heart.  He  was  lighting 
a  cigar.  He  ofi'ered  me  one  antl  a  match, 
and  as  he  leaned  to  nie  1  caught  his 
whisper — 

'*  That  is  to  make  time  for  our  friend 
Mr.  Swagg  to  get  away.  Too  much 
admiration  is  as  inconvenient  as  too  much 
of  the  other  thini^  sometimes." 

"  What  do  you  propose  to  do .-' "  I 
murmured  back. 

Jones  did  not  answer  :  he  was  looking 
at  a  beautiful  but  dissipated-looking  young 
woman,  elegantly  dressed  and  blazing  with 
jewellery,  who  was,  if  one  might  judge  by 
the  foreign  vivacity  of  her  gestures,  trying 
to  persuade  one  of  Cassidy's  black  janitors 
to  let  her  pass  out.  The  negro  obstinately 
shook  his  liead ;  the  young  woman  re- 
turned disappointed  to  her  seat  behind  us. 
We  saw  her  scribbling  something  with  a 
pencil  on  a  card  as  the  final  moments  of 
detention  passed.  Then,  with  a  clang, 
the  bars  fell,  and  the  seething  crowd  of 
criminals  rolled  out  on  the  sidewalk. 

It  was  nearly  two  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing. A  coldish  breeze  blew  from  the 
north  -  west.  The  cheap  stores  were 
closed ;  the  hawkers  had  gone ;  the  loco- 
motives no  longer  thundered  overhead.  I 
whiffed  in  the   cool  air  with  satisfaction 


before  I  realiscil  that  ] 
no  lon^i'f  !>>■  my  ^'''"'■ 
him,  Amlioiiy  Joni's  n 

whist  tinjis. 
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Sir! 


one  another" :;  faces.     "  What  is  to  l> 
"  Have  you  eiijoveii  llieevi'nins's 


lamps  and  KleaminR  panels  showing  up 
hrillianily  in  the  jjri-y  of  the  ilawn.  In  a 
monu-ni  [iim-s's  manner  changed. 

'■  .\fler  tliat  carriage.  <|uiik  !  "  he  cried 
in  au  ra),'cr  uniiiTtonc,  ijartinj,'  forwards  in 
pursuit.  ■■  Run  as  haril  as  you  can  and  as 
noisdi'sslv.     She  's  (fot  liim',  after  all !  " 

'■  She.-''  I  imerroj,'aiftl  monosvllabieally, 
for  tlie  ])aci'  at  wliich  we  ran  wa.s  breathing. 


tainini-nt,  Insptcttjr  r"  lie  asked,  his  eyes 
twinkling  sarcaslicallj-. 

"  Sir,  Sir,  this  is  no  lime  for  joking. 
Remember  all  thai  hangs  at  slake,"  I 
urged.  '■  luery  nmment  we  lose  now 
takes  him  farthiT  iVoin  us." 

At  that  niomciit,  from  the  opening  of  a 
street  that  ran  at  right  angles  with  ibe 
thoroughfare  in  which  we  stood,  a  hand- 
some private  brougham  dashed;  its  lighted 


'■  Mademoiselle  Fanny ! "  Jones  returned, 
looking  round  at  me  as  he  stretched  his 
long,  light,  sinewy  limbs  to  the  gallop  of  a 
bloiulhounil  hot  upon  the  trail. 

'■  Fannv  .-     Who  on  eartli- " 

•■  Is  she  ?  Well,  judging  by  her  lastc  in 
dress  and  jewellery,"  responded  my  tireless 
companion,  "  <)ne  might  say  she  was  a 
princess  ;  going  by  the  kind  of  company 
she  keeps,  one  might  pn>nounce  her  to  be 
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a  demi-mondaine ;  deducing  from  her 
vanity,  her  worship  of  success  and  notoriety, 
and  her  determination  to  gratify  her  own 
idiotic  whims  at  any  cost,  one  might  come 
to  the  conclusion  that  she  was  only  a 
woman  after  all !  " 

He  spoke  and  ran,  without  an  appear- 
ance of  effort,  while  I  laboured  by  his 
side. 

**  It  was  she,  then " 

**  Who  expressed  chagrin  at  not  being 
allowed  to  leave  the  hall  as  soon  as  the 
curtain  fell.  Then  she  wrote  something 
upon  a  card." 

"  Yes,  I  saw  that." 

**As  the  crowd  hustled  out,  I  jostled 
her — quite  by  accident.  She  dropped  the 
card ;  I  picked  it  up  and  gave  it  to  her, 
not,  however,  without  seeing  what  was 
written  upon  it — in  French." 

"  Well  ?  " 

**A  pressing  invitation  to  supper,  and 
an  intimation  that  she  and  her  brougham 
would  be  found  waiting  at  the  comer  of 
the  cross  street,  in  which  I  fancy  there  is 
some  building  through  which  entrance  to 
and  egress  from  Cassidy*s  saloon  may  be 
secretly  obtained.  Halloa  !  Was  that  a 
scream  ?  " 

The  brougham  came  to  a  sudden  halt, 
as  though  the  check-string  had  been 
violently  tugged.  The  door  flew  open, 
and  an  undersized  shabby  man  in  a  grey 
tweed  suit  leaped  nimbly  out  and  dived 
with  extraordinary  swiftness  into  a  side 
alley  that  turned  off  sharply  at  right  angles 
with  the  street. 

"After  him!"  cried  Jones,  and  after 
him  we  went,  straining  to  the  top  of 
speed,  hot  in  pursuit  of  the  quarry,  which 
ran  like  an  ape,  its  arms  (extraordinarily 
long)  bent  outwards  and  dangling ;  its 
head  moving  warily  from  side  to  side. 
Through  a  labyrinth  of  other  alleys,  foul 
and  malodorous ;  along  cross  streets  so 
absolutely  deserted  that  the  open  windows 
of  the  bedchambers  in  the  upper  storeys  of 
the  houses  looked  like  dead  jaws  gaping, 
we  followed,  our  strident  breathing  and 
the  quick  beat  of  our  footfalls  on  the 
asphalt  alone  breaking  the  silence  of  the 
grey  dawn.  We  pressed  the  creature 
before  us  hardly,  I  know,  for  once  I  heard 
him  utter  a  bestial  cr}%  and  once  caught 
over  his  shoulder  a  look  of  livid  terror 
mingled  with  a  kind  of  obscene  anger  and 
despair  that  made  me  shudder.  The 
next  moment  he  doubled  to  the  left, 
and  vanished  through  an  open  door\vay, 
leading  to  a  stable,  judging  from  the 
nature  of  the  litter  scattered  before 
the      stone      threshold      and     a     warm 
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ammoniacal  odour  that  whiffed  at  us  out 
of  the  darkness. 

"  He  has  gone  up  into  the  loft  ! "  cried 
Jones  under  his  breath,  pointing  at  a  black 
square  opening  in  the  planked  floor  above. 
In  an  instant  he  was  up  the  rickety  ladder, 
while  the  startled  horses  stamped  and 
snorted  at  their  cribs,  and  a  clucking  hen 
scared  out  into  the  growing  daylight, 
affrighted  at  the  incursion  of  strangers 
into  her  quiet  roost.  As  I  hesitated 
between  the  necessity  of  keeping  guard 
on  the  doorway  and  the  obligation  of 
following  Jones,  whose  footsteps  shook  the 
planks  overhead,  as  he  rummaged  in  the 
loft,  there  was  a  scraping,  rasping  sound, 
and  then  a  blood-curdling  yell,  so  fierce 
and  so  inhuman  that  I  sickened  as  I 
rushed  in  the  direction  whence  it  pro- 
ceeded. 

The  loft  was  dark,  save  for  a  few  rays 
of  pale  light  that  stabbed  through  the 
broken  slates  of  the  roof.  I  could  only 
see  a  dark  mass  wallowing  upon  the  floor, 
and  hear  the  hoarse,  hurried  breathing  of 
two  people. 

**  Here,  Vedder,  quick  !  "  panted  a  voice 
I  recognised  as  Jones's. 

I  groped  to  him,  and  leant  all  my 
weight,  in  the  darkness,  upon  something 
rough  and  hairy  that  writhed  and  struggled 
beneath  our  united  efforts  with  unnatural 
strength.     Then — 

**  Curse  the  brute,  he  has  bitten  me  to 
the    bone ! "    panted    Jones.      **  Only    a 

minute,  and Your  handkerchief!     I 

have  lost  mine." 

I  felt  my  handkerchief  snatched  from 
my  breast-pocket.  Then  through  the 
darkness  stole  a  subtle,  penetrating  odour, 
and  the  creature  with  which  we  struggled 
grew  weaker  as  the  chloroform-saturated 
linen  was  pressed  upon  his  mouth  and 
nostrils.  Then  the  tense  sinews  yielded, 
and  Mr.  Swagg  of  London  was  dragged 
down  the  ladder,  inert  and  helpless  as  the 
victim  of  his  own  insatiate  lust  of  revenge. 
Before  he  recovered  he  was  securely  bound 
with  a  spare  halter,  and  with  the  assistance 
of  a  passing  "  night-hawk,"  one  of  those 
cabs  that  prowl  the  streets  until  dawn, 
looking  for  belated  passengers — conveyed 
to  a  place  of  safety. 

I  subjoin  a  cutting  from  the  iVnv  Vork 
Advertiser  issue  of  the  following  day — 

MYSTERIOUS   ROBBERY. 

**  Mdlle.  Fannv  Leveaux,  a  well-known 
member  of  the  fashionable  New  York 
half-world,  was  robbed  of  some  valuable 
jewels  in  the  small  hours  of  yesterday 
morning,    under    i)eculiar    circumstances. 

u  u 


MR.   SWAGG  OF   LONDON. 


mi  he 
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her  journey  the  check- 
string  was  violently 
pulled  and  the  man 
made  off,  leaving 
Mademoiselle  Fanny 
in  a  fainting  coo- 
tlition.  Her  diamond 
necklace  had  been 
torn  from  her  throat, 
■  ear-rings 
!  of  unustial 
id  lustre) 
wrenched  from  her 
ears  with  such  brutal 
force  as  to  bruise  and 
tear  the  flesh  of  the 
unfortunate  woman, 
who,  when  discovered 
by  the  police,  was 
bleeding  and  uncon- 
scious. Up  to  the 
present  no  clue  has 
been  gained  as  to  the 
identiiy  of  the  perpe- 
trator of  the  outrage, 
nor,  it  is  feared,  will 
the  stolen  valuables 
uvet  be  recovered." 

The  reporter  was 
wrong.  'i'he  jewels 
ii'crx  recovered  and 
restored  to  their 
owner,  who,  it  is  to 
be  hoped,  learned  a 
lesson  of  prudence 
from  her  painful 
adventure.  As  to 
-Mr.  Swagg  of  London, 
he  is  in  safe  keep- 
ing, and  will,  in  the 
course  of  a  few 
days,  be  shipped  for 
Kngiand,  under  the 
careful  guardianship 
of  Inspectors  Cardew 

The  credit  of  the 
catch,  in  official 
circles,  is  another's ; 
but  that  Jonas  Rudge 
is  no  longer  free  to 
continue  his  depre- 
dations upon  society 
is  really  owing  to 
'  i  marvellous 


The  woman  was  (supposedly)  conveying      the  sleuth-hound  i 

an    admirer    home     to     supper     in     her      insight,  and  the  intrepid   promptitude  of 

brougham;  and  at  a  certain  point  upon      Mr.  Anthony  Jones  of  New  York. 


A       BRAVE       LITTLE       LASS. 


By  MARY   GAUNT. 


JENNY,  Jenny!  Drat  her!  Where 
is  the  girl  1  Oh  I  there  you  are. 
What  *s  come  to  them  calves,  Jen  ? 
They  ain't  in  the  yard." 

Jenny,  in  a  long  lilac  print  pinafore,  her 
sandy  hair  twisted  into  a  tight  little  pig- 
tail, stood  in  the  door  of  the  hut  with  her 
finger  in  her  mouth,  and  looked  dubiously 
over  the  dilapidated  dog-leg  fence  which 
made  up  the  calf-paddock.  Her  mother 
was  looking  into  it  too,  and  so  were  the 
cows,  the  red-and-white  bald-faced  heifer 
and  the  black  poley  cow,  but  there  were 
no  calves  to  be  seen. 

**  Jen,  where  are  them  calves  ?  " 

"  I  dunno.  They  *ve  strayed  out  of  that 
there  gap.  They  can  do  without  their 
mothers  now,  fine" 

She  stepped  down  beside  her  own 
mother,  and  together  they  inspected  the 
scene  of  the  disaster.  The  hills  rose  up 
all  round — not  very  high  hills,  but  covered 
to  the  very  tops  with  thick  vegetation,  and 
shutting  in  on  every  side  the  tiny  clearing 
on  which  the  hut  stood. 

"Your  dad  *  11  be  that  waxy!"  sighed 
Mrs.  Brooke  mournfully.  *'Them  calves 
was  worth " 

**  He  hadn't  orter  let  that  gap  alone," 
said  Jenny  practically.  **  The  calves  ain't 
gone  far.  I  saw  'em  a  little  while  back. 
They  '11  be  down  by  the  swamp." 

"  Think  so  ? "  asked  her  mother,  who 
had  fallen  into  the  habit  of  consulting  her 
little  ten-year-old  daughter  on  all  occa- 
sions. 

"  Certain  sure.  Me  and  Jim  '11  soon 
fetch  'em  back." 

The  woman  looked  up  at  the  evening 
sky  doubtfully.  It  was  late  in  April,  and 
up  in  the  hills  here  the  first  signs  of 
winter  were  already  showing  themselves. 
The  last  rays  of  the  sunset  were  still 
lingering  on  the  hill-tops  to  the  west,  but 
to  the  east  the  clouds  were  dark  and  lower- 
ing, and  a  mournful  wind  was  sighing 
down  the  gullv.  The  unpainted  weather- 
board hut  looked  comfortless  and  lonely, 
but  at  least  the  fire  on  the  open  hearth 
glowed  bright  and  cheerful,  and  seemed 


to  beckon  them  inside — to  order  them  to 
come  in,  and  leave  the  recreant  calves  to 
themselves. 

A  baby's  cry — the  cry  of  a  very  young 
child — came  from  the  interior,  and  Mrs. 
Brooke  turned  slowly  back. 

"  Baby 's  that  bad,"  she  said  doubtfully, 
"  that  cold  's  goin'  to  turn  to  brownkitus, 
I  guess,  and  I  durstn't  take  her  outside. 
Your  dad  '11  be  home  at  ten,  and  the  very 
first  question  '11  be  along  o'  those  calves." 

**  Me  and  Jim  '11  fetch  'em  back,"  said 
the  girl  again,  looking  sturdily  away  at  the 
lowering  eastern  sky.  **  It 's  goin'  to  pour, 
but  that  won't  matter  if  you  keep  up  a  good 
fire.  We  'II  be  back  in  half  an  hour. 
**  Hi !  "  she  raised  her  voice,  **  you  Jim !" 

Jimmy  emerged  from  the  hut,  a  little 
tow-headed  boy  of  eight  at  least,  and  close 
at  his  heels  followed  another  small  boy, 
two  years  younger. 

*'Now,  Billy,"  said  his  mother,  reproach- 
fully, catching  him  by  the  collar,  **  What'd 
you  come  out  for,  catching  your  death  of 
cold  ?  Just  you  run  inside  now  and  mind 
baby.  Jim,  you  get  that  red  comforter  of 
your  dad's,  and  go  help  sis  look  for  the 
calves.  Here,  Jen,  you'd  best  take  my 
crossover." 

She  stripped  off  the  grey  worsted  wrap 
she  had  round  her,  and  her  little  daughter 
soberly  wrapped  it  round  her  slight  child's 
figure,  while  Jim  retired  into  the  hut  and 
returned  dragging  after  him  a  long  red 
comforter. 

**  Drat  the  boy!"  said  his  mother,  snatch- 
ing it  from  him  and  administering  a  sharp 
box  on  the  ear,  born  of  vexation  and 
anxiety,  "  look  to  him  draggin'  it  all 
through  the  muck  !  " 

She  tied  it  round  his  neck  with  an  angry 
jerk,  and  Billy,  looking  on,  took  a  solemn 
resolution. 

"  Ain't  goin'  to  mind  no  baby,"  he  said, 
taking  a  suck  at  his  thumb,  **  I  'm  agoin' 
'long  with  Jim." 

*'  Oh,  you  are,  are  you  ?  We  '11  just  see 
about  that :  just  you  be  off  into  the  house 
now  in  a  brace  of  shakes." 

He  looked  at  her  doubtfully,  made  sure 
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that  she  really  meant  what  she  said,  then 
opened  his  mouth  and  burst  into  a  loud 
roar. 

**  Let  him  come  'long,"  said  Jenny,  **  't 
won't  be  far,  and  he  can  have  his  tea  when 
he  comes  back." 

**  Well,  you  look  after  him  then,  and 
don't  go  lettin'  him  fall  into  no  creeks 
now  like  you  done  on  Sunday.  Such  a 
muck  as  the  boy  was  in  !  Here,  now,  best 
come  in  an'  get  a  piece  each,  an'  I  'II  put 
somethin*  round  Bill's  neck." 

The  last  ray  of  sunlight  had  died  from 
the  hill-tops  when  the  little  party  started 
down  the  gully,  with  their  backs  towards 
the  cheerful  glow  from  the  hut  door,  and 
their  faces  towards  the  dismal  swamp. 
The  wail  of  the  curlew  rose  on  the  wind, 
and  the  mournful  croaking  of  multitudes 
of  frogs  broke  the  stillness,  seeming  to 
emphasise  the  coming  darkness.  They 
looked  three  such  helpless  mites  as  they 
set  out  that  the  mother,  as  she  watched 
them,  had  more  than  half  a  mind  to  call 
them  back  and  tell  them  to  let  the  calves 
alone  ;  but  the  thought  of  her  man  coming 
back  and  finding  those  calves  gone  stayed 
her  tongue.  After  all,  why  shouldn't  they 
go  }  They  had  gone  often  before,  and 
the  track  to  the  swamp  was  as  plainly 
marked  as  the  main  road. 

**  Don't  be  long,"  she  called  after  them, 
straining  her  eyes  to  distinguish  them  in 
the  gathering  gloom ;  '*  don't  be  long 
now.  If  you  can't  find  them  dratted 
calves,  come  right  home.  It'll  be  dark  as 
pitch  soon." 

Jenny  looked  back  over  her  shoulder. 

**All  right.  Mam,"  she  said.  **  Bill's 
too  small  to  go  far." 

The  path  was  narrow,  the  veriest  bush 
track,  made  by  the  cows  going  clown  to 
water,  and  the  scrub  on  either  side  was 
thick  and  close,  mostly  ti-tree  and  fern, 
with  supple-jack  twisting  and  twining 
itself  in  and  out  round  the  trunks  of  the 
small  trees,  so  that  there  was  not  room  for 
the  three  to  walk  abreast.  Jim,  munching 
away  at  his  piece,  went  on  ahead,  walking 
sturdily,  a  stick  over  his  shoulder,  and 
behind  him  came  his  sister  and  the  smaller 
boy.  Billy  objected  to  this  procedure. 
He  wanted  to  walk  ahead  with  Jim,  but 
Jim  was  important,  and  would  have  none 
of  him,  and  Jenny  kept  him  by  her  side 
because  she  had  a  wholesome  fear  of 
snakes.  True,  the  summer  was  gone,  but 
this  was  a  bad  place  for  snakes  in  the 
hot  weather,  and  it  was  just  as  well  to  be 
careful  now  ;  so  while  with  one  hand  she 
held  a  cloth  over  her  head,  with  the  other 
she  tried  to  keep  Billy's  straying  footsteps 


in  the  straight  path.  He  shook  off  her 
protecting  hand  angrily;  very  well  he 
knew  he  was  of  the  superior  sex  ;  and  only 
the  strong  feeling  that  she  was  responsible 
for  his  well-being  made  her  pocket  her 
"piece,"  and  use  her  spare  hand  to  catch 
him  by  his  sullen  shoulder  and  keep  him 
in  the  centre  of  the  path. 

It  began  to  rain,  not  heavily,  but  a  thick 
misty  rain,  that  seemed  to  blot  out  even 
the  scrub  on  either  hand,  and  Jenny  and 
her  unwilling  companion  stopped  dead. 

"Jim,"  she  called  out,  "it's  rainin' ! 
We  'd  better  let  them  calves  alone." 

"  I  can  see  the  water-hole  ! "  called 
back  Jim  mendaciouslv. 

"0*h,  all  right!"  'said  Jenny.  She 
always  had  a  bad  time  with  these  boys. 
She  was  supposed  by  family  tradition  to 
look  after  them,  and  was  in  every  way 
responsible  when  they  went  out  together, 
but  being  only  a  girl  they  were  fully 
aware  of  their  own  supreme  superiority, 
and  treated  her  with  contempt.  Now  she 
wanted  to  turn  back.  The  dark,  cold, 
wet  night  frightened  her  ;  but  J  im,  who 
felt  no  responsibility,  wanted  to  go  on, 
and  of  course  he  had  his  way.  Presently 
the  path  grew  a  little  broader,  the  croak- 
ing of  the  frogs  grew  louder,  the  ground 
underfoot  was  soft  and  boggy,  and  reeds 
mingled  among  the  ti-tree  scrub.  Then 
the  water-hole  did  come  in  sight,  black 
water  with  hardly  a  gleam  in  it  under  the 
sullen  sky.  But  the  faintest  glimmer  of 
twilight  lingered,  just  light  enough  to  see 
that  the  strayed  calves  were  not  there. 
All  the  edges  of  the  water-hole  were 
trampled  though,  and  Jim,  wise  little 
bush-boy  as  he  was,  stooped  down  and 
examined  the  marks. 

"They're  not  here,"  said  Jenny;  "we 
can't  look  any  more  to-night." 

"  Oh,  can't  we .-'"  said  Jim  with  scorn. 
"  You  bet  vour  sweet  life  we  can.  Here's 
their  tracks — see  the  little  'uns,  littler  nor 
the  cows  'ud  make — they  've  just  gone  into 
the  scrub  there  to  sleep." 

He  stood  up  and  pointed  a  little  to  the 
left. 

"  There,  there,  I  b'lieve  I  see  the  red 
'un  !  Shoo,  shoo,  you  beast,  shoo  !  "  and 
he  ran  into  the  scrub,  and  in  a  moment 
was  lost  to  sight  among  the  ferns  and 
ti-tree.  If  it  had  been  broad  daylight  she 
could  not  have  seen  him,  and  his  pleasing 
little  fiction  that  he  saw  the  red  calf  was, 
as  she  knew  well  enough,  but  a  fiction  to 
get  a  little  longer  time  out  in  the  night. 
They  did  not  go  out  at  night  as  a  rule ; 
they  were  very  seldom  out  in  the  rain,  and 
the  joy  of  going  home   legitimately  wet 
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through  and  being  coddled  up  over  the 
fire  and  given  hot  tea  was  looming  large 
before  Jim*s  eyes.  It  was  just  as  well  to 
make  the  most  of  it,  and  he  rushed 
whooping  into  the  scrub  on  the  very 
slenderest  pretext.  Jenny  stood  by  the 
water-hole  hesitating.  Bill  was  wriggling 
in  her  grasp,  fretfully  demanding  to  be 
allowed  to  follow  his  brother,  and  that 
brother's  whoops  resounded  cheerfully  on 
the  night  air,  mingling  with  the  echo 
which  came  back  from  the  surrounding 
hills. 

"  Lemme  go — I  wanter  go — lemme  go! " 

She  paused  a  moment.  It  ivas  wrong  to 
go  into  the  scrub,  very  wrong  at  this  hour 
of  the  night,  but  perhaps,  after  all,  Jim  had 
found  the  calves — he  was  yelling  enough 
to  have  found  fifty — and  calves  were  such 
stupid,  bothersome  things,  he  would  want 
all  their  help  to  get  them  out  of  that 
scrub. 

**Comc  on  then,  Bill,"  she  said  a  little 
fretfully — the  responsibility  ^vas  weighing 
heavily  on  her  mind — "come  on  then; 
but  just  you  mind  and  stick  close  to  me  : 
the  bunyip  might  come  and  eat  you  up  if 
you  was  to  get  away  alone." 

'*  He  W  eat  you  too,"  suggested  Bill 
defiantly  ;  nevertheless,  he  put  a  hand  on 
her  dress. 

**No,  he  wouldn't;  he  don't  like  big 
gurrls." 

Then  she  went  inside  the  line  of  ferns, 
and  raised  her  voice — 

"Jimmy,  J-i-m-m-y !  " 

There  came  back  an  answering  hail — 

"  I  'm  here.     Come  on  !  " 

"  Have  you  got  the  calves  ?"  at  the  top 
of  her  voice. 

"  No-o  !  "  in  ecjually  loud  tones  ;  "  but 
here  \s  the  track  I  'm  followin'.  They 
must  be  somewhere  abouts." 

Jenny's  heart  sank. 

"Come  back,  Jim;  it's  quite  dark,  an' 
it 's  rainin'  fits." 

"  You  come  on  and  I  '11  come  back  "  ; 
but  the  voice  sounded  farther  away  this 
time. 

Jenny  caught  Billy  by  the  hand  and 
began  to  run  in  the  direction  of  the  sound. 
It  was  pitch  dark  here  in  the  scrub  ;  it 
was  pitch  dark  outside  for  that  matter,  and 
the  .scrub  was  so  thick  that  their  hands 
and  faces  were  scratched  as  they  forced 
their  way  through  it.  The  long  jfronds  of 
the  tree-ferns  were  laden  with  moisture,  and 
rained  down  heavy  showers  upon  them 
as  they  passed,  and  the  thorny  shrubs 
scratched  their  faces  and  hands  and  tore 
at  their  clothes.  Jim's  voice  sounded 
farther  and  farther  off,  and  a  panic  seized 


upon  the  girl,  a  panic  that  communicated 
itself  to  the  child  at  her  side.  There  was 
hardly  any  need  to  grasp  so  tightly  his  hot 
little  hand ;  he  held  on  to  her  firmly 
enough  as  she  dragged  him  across  the 
tussocks  and  under  the  branches,  heedless 
now  of  the  snakes  she  had  feared  so  much 
at  their  setting  out,  for  fainter  and  fainter 
sounded  the  voice  of  the  boy  on  ahead. 
She  had  entirely  forgotten  the  calves  now. 
Where  was  Jimmy  got  to  }  where  was  he 
leading  them  to  }  If  he  should  get  lost  in 
the  gully,  in  this  dense  bush,  in  this  dark- 
ness, how  should  she  ever  find  him  again  } 
How  should  she  ever  face  her  mother  and 
tell  her  that  she  had  let  Jimmy  lose  him- 
self, how  tell  her  father  that  he  was  lost 
as  well  as  the  calves  ?  She  hardly  under- 
stood her  father's  attitude  towards  his 
children  :  she  did  not  quite  know  which 
he  would  value  most,  Jimmy  or  the  calves; 
but  she  was  quite  sure  he  would  be  ver}' 
angry  with  her  on  both  counts. 

"Jimmy,  Jimmy,  Jimmy!"  and  Bill 
joined  his  voice  to  hers  and  made  the 
echoes  ring  again.  There  was  a  faint 
answer  more  to  the  left,  and  Jenny  turned 
at  once  with  another  shout — 

"Jim,  stop  this  minute!  Stop,  Jim,  do 
stop  !  " 

But  there  was  no  answer,  and  Jenny  fled 
on,  the  very  act  of  running  terrifying  her 
still  more.  All  was  so  silent  when  her 
own  voice  died  away ;  she  strained  her 
ears,  and  there  was  only  the  sound  of 
their  own  fleeing  footsteps  and  the  crash 
of  breaking  branches  as  they  forced  their 
way  through,  but  not  a  sign,  not  a  sound 
that  might  tell  of  the  presence  of  Jim. 
Only  a  minute  passed,  but  it  seemed  to 
her  hours,  and  she  redoubled  her  efforts. 
Bill  began  to  sob,  she  wrenched  so  hard 
at  his  arm,  and  finally  he  caught  his  foot 
in  one  of  the  twining  creepers.  She  gave 
a  tug,  which  failed  to  free  him,  and  down 
he  came  with  a  loud  outcry  to  the  ground. 

She  stopped  then,  she  had  to  stop,  and 
set  him  on  his  feet  again ;  but  the  creeper 
was  firmly  twisted,  and  Billy  had  hurt 
himself,  and,  regarding  her  as  the  author 
of  his  woe,  doubled  his  little  fists  and 
pommelled  into  her  face  as  she  bent  over 
him,  roaring  lustily  meanwhile.  Just  for 
one  brief  moment  she  forgot  Jim,  wonder- 
ing if  some  new  trouble  had  overtaken  her, 
but  the  thrust  of  those  little  fists  in  her 
face  had  at  once  a  reassuring  effect.  She 
knew  well  enough  Bill  wouldn't  hit  her  if 
he  was  hurt,  and  she  shook  him  smartly. 

"  Be  quiet,  you  dratted  nuisance,  do ! 
See  if  I  don't  tell  your  mam  on  you  when 
I  get  you  home !  " 
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A  shaking  was  totally  unexpected  on 
Bill's  part.  His  sister  was  his  willing 
slave  as  a  rule,  and  he  rode  rough-shod 
over  her.  She  had  never  to  his  know- 
ledge objected  to  be  pommelled  before, 
and  in  his  astonishment  he  stopped  roaring 
for  a  moment,  then  shrieked  again,  indig- 
nation coming  to  the  aid  of  his  lungs,  and 
hit  out  wildly. 

A  crash  among  the  bushes  alongside 
them  made  Jenny  start  in  terror  and 
stopped  the  boy's  mouth. 

*'  Ou,  Jen  !  "  he  sobbed,  suddenly  cling- 
ing to  her  ;  '*  is  it  the  bunyip  or  a  wolf.'* " 

A  mournful  blood-curdling  whoop  close 
alongside  made  the  boy  shriek  with  terror, 
but  Jenny  sat  up  with  sudden  relief. 

**Jim,  you  scallawag,  you  just  do  that 
again  and  see  if  1  won't  make  it  hot  for 
you  when  I  catches  you  !  " 

**  But  you  can't  catch  me,"  came  back 
Jim's  voice,  half  defiant,  half  repentant. 

**  I  ain't  agoin'  to  try,"  she  said  indig- 
nantly. "  I  'm  just  agoin'  straight  home, 
calves  or  no  calves,  and  you  can  stop  right 
here,  if  you  like  ;  I  ain't  goin'  to  have  no 
truck  with  you.  Come  on.  Bill,  the  bunyip 
can  have  Jim." 

"There  ain't  no  bunyip,"  said  Jim,  but 
there  was  no  conviction  in  his  voice.  He 
had  just  begun  to  realise  that  it  was  very 
dark  and  very  cold  and  he  was  getting  very 
tired.  He  began  to  think  he  would  rather 
not  be  alone  in  this  dark  bush  with  the 
rain  pourin'JS^pwn  steadily  and  the  wind 
wailing  overhead^^t  would  be  so  nice  to 
be  sitting  over  theN^l^^^home,  drinking 
hot  tea  and  warming  ^B^l  toes ;  but  if 
Jenny  left  him  alone  heY(^  .  .  ! 

*'  Nits,  Jin,  nits !     I  '11  come  along." 

'*  You  orter  to  'a  done  that  before,"  she 
said  resentfully,  but  Jenny's  resentment 
was  warranted  not  to  last  long. 

He  stepped  out  from  behind  a  tall  tree- 
fern  and  caught  hold  of  Bill's  hand,  that 
young  gentleman  making  no  resistance.  It 
was  an  honour  to  hold  Jim's  hand  ;  he  was 
quite  independent  of  Jenny's  help  now, 
and  in  a  lordly  way  desired  her  to  stop 
behind. 

**  Which  way,  Jen  ?"  asked  Jim. 

'*  How  do  1  know  !  The  way  we  come, 
oi  course." 

There  is  a  momentarv  hesitation.  It  is 
so  dark  now,  and  the  rain  is  falling  so  fast. 
Then  Jenny  bravely  plucks  up  her  courage ; 
surely  it  is  easy  enough  to  go  back  the  way 
they  came. 

"  This  way.    Look  out,  Bill,  don't  fall!" 

So  the  girl  goes  on  ahead,  looking  over 
her  shoulder  at  almost  every  step  to  see 
that  the  little  dim  dark  figures  are  following. 


The  branches  are  so  hearvy  with  moisture, 
the  scrub  is  so  thick — thicker  than  ever — 
but  she  pushes  on,  holding  back  the 
branches  when  she  can,  clearing  away 
the  impediments  in  the  way  as  much 
as  possible,  that  these  ungrateful  little 
brothers  coming  after  her  may  have  an 
easier  path.  They  seem  to  have  gone 
such  a  long  way — such  a  ver}'  long  way — 
and  there  is  no  sign  of  the  water-hole  ;  it 
seems  almost  like  the  middle  of  the  night, 
and  the  curlews  are  wailing  so  mourn- 
fully. They  can't  surely  be  far  away  from 
the  swamp :  curlews  never  go  far  away 
from  water ;  but  then,  again,  on  the  other 
hand,  they  can  be  heard  such  a  very  long 
way  oflT.  Still,  they  must  reach  the  water- 
hole  soon  ;  it  would  never  do  for  Bill  to 
be  out  all  night,  and  he  so  croupy. 

She  turns  back  and  catches  hold  of  him. 

**  Bill,  have  you  got  that  there  towel 
round  your  neck  .^ " 

The  towel  is  there  right  enough,  but  his 
clothes  are  damp  and  his  boots  are  sop- 
ping ;  his  little  hands,  though,  are  warm 
enough  as  yet,  and  Jenny  feels  if  she  can 
only  get  him  home  before  her  father 
arrives  the  worst  will  be  a  scolding  for 
her.  Can  she,  though  .''  And  the  water- 
hole  seems  such  a  cruel  long  way.  Her 
legs  are  beginning  to  ache,  and  behind 
she  can  hear  Bill  whimpering  to  himself. 

*'  Stop,  that.  Bill,  or  the  bunyip  '11  have 
you  !  " 

It  is  too  much  for  Bill  ;  he  has  been 
walking  for  the  last  hour,  though  he  does 
not  know  it,  and  he  is  thoroughly  tired 
out.  With  one  stifled  sob  he  forgets  his 
manhood,  and  flings  himself  against  his 
sister,  grasping  her  round  the  waist  with 
both  his  fat  little  hands. 

'*  No,  no,  don't  let  the  bunyip  come  !  " 

In  an  instant  her  soft  heart  melts.  She 
has  used  the  bunyip  threat  mechanically : 
it  was  the  one  that  was  always  on  her 
mother's  lips  all  through  her  brief  child- 
hood ;  the  one  she  uses  now  as  a  means  of 
coercion  for  the  little  boys.  Jenny  has 
heard  at  the^State  school  she  went  to  last 
summer  that  there  is  no  such  thing  as  a 
bunyip  ;  nothing  to  be  afraid  of  in  all  the 
Australian  bush;  and  now  that  she  feels 
this  childish  form  clinging  to  her  in  an 
agony  of  fear  and  terror,  she  puts  her 
arms  round  him  and  says  consolingly — 

**  Be  a  good  boy.  Bill ;  be  a  good  boy. 
There  ain't  no  bunyip  ;  really  and  truly 
there  ain't.  1  'm  telling  you  true ;  strike 
me  dead  if  I  ain't.  Don't  cr}',  and^*ll 
cany-  you  on  her  back  a  bit."  ^^ 

She  stooped  down  and  he  climbecP 
solemnly,    gripping   her  hard   round  lae 


A  BRAVE 


neck.  Then  Jim  came  quietly  to  her  side 
and  caught  hold  of  her  dress.  Nothing 
could  have  told  her  more  plainly  that  he 
was  dead  beat ;  he  too  was  longing  for  the 
cosy  fireside  and  the  warm  tea.  And  it 
seemed  so  far  away — so  very  far  away. 

**  Jim,  do  you  see  the  w^er-hole  ?  " 

"  No,  sis." 

A  little  farther  on  and  Billy  seemed 
aimost  an  unbearable  weight.  A  long  fern 
/rond,  heavy  with  moisture,  hit  her  full  in 
the  face  with  a  smart  blow,  and  she 
stumbled  and  fell  against  a  bank  of  earth, 
which  she  was  quite  sure  was  not  there 
when  they  passed  that  way  before.  It  was 
so  dark,  too,  so  pitch  dark,  and  Billy  was 
so  heavy,  she  could  not  carry  him  much 
farther. 

**  Jim,  donU  you  see  the  water-hole  ?  " 

"  No,  sis ;  there  ain't  no  water-hole,"  and 
Jim  at  last  forgot  his  manhood  and  wept 
aloud,  and  Billy  joined  in  with  a  wail, 
hammering  on  Jenny's  shoulders  with  his 
little  fists. 

**  I  want  my  mam — I  want  my  mam." 

"  Oh,  don't  cry,  don't  cry  !  Please,  Jim, 
don't  cry." 

Poor  little  mite  !  she  was  but  a  child  her- 
self— only  a  little  maid  of  ten,  and  these 
other  two  smaller  children  were  entirely 
dependent  on  her.  They  were  lost — quite 
lost — she  realised  that  to  the  uttermost, 
out  in  the  black,  dark  night,  in  the  rain 
and  the  cold  and  the  dark,  and  they  would 
die — perhaps  die — and  it  was  all  her  fault. 
She  had  not  lived  all  the  years  of  her  life 
out  here  in  the  hills  without  knowing  what 
being  lost  meant.  Her  father  had  found 
a  lost  man  once  last  summer  down  in  one 
of  the  gullies  not  far  from  their  hut,  and 
she  and  her  mother  had  gone  to  look  at 
him.  Such  a  ghastly  sight  as  he  was,  with 
his  clothes  half  torn  off  him,  and  his  face 
half  eaten  away  by  the  animals.  What 
animals  ?  Wombats,  or  rats,  or  mice,  or 
what  ?  And  he  was  a  man  with  grey  hair, 
and  they  were  only  little  children.  The 
little  boys  were  crying  so. 

**  Oh,  hush,  boys,  don't  cr>' !  Dad  '11 
come  to  look  for  us,"  and  the  boys  cried 
louder  than  ever. 

Then  an  idea  struck  Jim,  and  he  stopped 
for  a  moment. 

"  He  '11  whack  you  for  losin'  us." 

"  You  ran  into  the  scrub,  and  I  had  to 
come  after  you." 

"You  didn't  orter  have  let  me,"  said 
Jim,  and  he  howled  again. 

She  had  set  Bill  down  now  ;  her  arms 
and  her  legs  ached  so,  she  felt  it  was  a 
physical  impossibility  to  carry  him  any 
longer,  but  she  held  tight  to  his  hand,  and 
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feeling  up  against  the  bank,  found  it 
shelved  in  a  little,  and  so  formed  a  shelter 
from  the  driving  rain. 

"  If  you  was  to  lie  down  here,  boys,  and 
get  to  sleep  a  bit " 

**  There  's  a  snake  or  a  wolf  in  there,  I 


know,"  said  Jim,  and  Billy  hung  back. 

Jenny  was  desperate.  Down  on  her 
knees  she  went,  feeling  with  her  hands ; 
if  a  snake  did  bite  her,  what  matter.'* 
There  was  nothing  that  she  could  feel, 
and  the  bracken  growing  there  was  quite 
dry — the  overhanging  bank  sheltered  it. 

**  There  ain't  nothin*  there,  Jim,  there 
ain't,  s'help  me.  Lie  down  like  a  good 
boy  and  keep  Bill  warm.  Go  to  sleep,  an'  in 
the  momin'  we'll  easy  find  our  way  home." 

**  I  want  my  tea,"  wailed  Bill,  taking  up 
a  new  refrain  ;  **  I  want  my  tea." 

**  I  '11  have  to  eat  the  grass,"  said  Jim, 
*'rm  that  hungr}'." 

Jenny  hesitated  a  moment.  In  her 
pocket  was  still  that  *'  piece,"  grown  pre- 
cious now,  that  her  mother  had  given  her 
when  she  set  out.  The  bovs  had  eaten 
theirs,  ages  ago  it  seemed,  but  she  had 
not  touched  hers  yet,  and  she  was  so 
hungry — so  hungry.  She  had  had  nothing 
since  their  twelve  o'clock  dinner,  and  the 
boys  had  had  plenty  of  snacks.  She  was 
so  busy,  she  had  not  time  to  think  about 
eating,  and  they  had  nothing  to  do,  so 
were  always  coming  in  for  a  drink  or  a 
piece  of  bread.  ]\Iust  she  give  them  this 
piece  of  bread  .''  They  would  go  to  sleep 
soon  and  would  forget  it ;  but  suppose  they 
were  lost  for  ever  and  she  were  so  greedy 
as  to  eat  that  last  |)iece  of  bread — so 
wicked.  God  would  never  love  her  if  she 
did  ;  Jesus  would  hate  her.  The  thought 
was  so  appalling  that  she  drew  the  slice 
out  of  her  damp  pocket  and  hastily  divided 
it  into  two  pieces.  It  would  have  been 
better  to  have  waited  till  morning,  she 
knew  that  quite  well,  but  she  doubted  her 
abilitv  to  wait  with  that  bread  in  her 
pocket. 

**  Here,  Jim;  here.  Bill;  it's  all  I've 
got." 

They  snatched  it  eagerly,  and  she  heard 
them  munching  in  the  darkness.  They 
never  thanked  her,  never  gave  her  a 
thought,  never  seemed  to  remember  she 
had  had  nothing  since  twelve  o'clock,  and 
that  her  mouth  was  watering  for  that  bit  of 
bread.  She  picked  the  crumbs  out  of  her 
pocket,  and  they  were  delicious,  and  when 
the  last  one  was  gone  she  chewed  a  branch 
of  bracken.  Then  another  thought  struck 
her,  and  she  began  pulling  up  the  bracken 
and  covering  the  little  boys  with  it  as  they 
lay  on  the  ground. 
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Billy  called  out  that  it  pricked  him,  and 
she  felt  round  wildly  for  something  to  put 
between,  but  there  was  nothing :  all  their 
outside  clothes  were  damp  with  the  rain, 
and  Billy  croupy!     The  only  thing  she 
possessed  that  was  not  wet  through  was 
her  own  warm  petticoat,  and,  without  a 
moment's  hesitation,  she  slipped  it  off  and 
put  it  over  the  boys.     With  the  ferns  on 
top  and  the  overhanging  bank  sheltering 
them,  they  were  not  so  badly  off,  and  she 
snuggled  down  beside  them.     There  was 
not  quite  as  much  fern  as  she  would  have 
liked,  and  the  loss  of  the  petticoat  made 
her  feel  cold ;   but  in  spite  of  everything 
she  could  hardly  keep  her  eyes  open.   The 
other  two  were  already  asleep,  and  they 
had   not  said  their  prayers.     It  troubled 
her  a  little,  and  she  kept  turning  it  over  in 
her  mind :    ought    she   to   waken    them, 
and  make  them  kneel  down  and  say  their 
prayers,  ought  she  ?  And  they  would  cry  and 
be  frightened  perhaps  in  the  dark  ;  but  still 
perhaps  she  was  very  wicked  to  let  them. 
She   rose   to    her    knees,   and    the   wind 
coming  under  the  heap   of  bracken   she 
had  made  pierced  cold  and  chill  through 
under  her  damp  frock,  and  then  she  took  a 
resolution  that  many  an  idler  head  might 
have  envied.     She  would  let  them  sleep  ; 
what  was  the  good  of  wakening  them  to 
trouble  ?    And  if  it  was  wicked,  it  was  not 
their  fault :  they  were  only  little  boys,  and 
could  not  be  expected  to  know ;  but  she, 
Jenny  Brooke,  she  was  a  great  girl,  almost 
grown  up— on  her  head  be  the  sin.     And 
she  scrambled  up  to  her  knees  and  prayed 
fervently  childish  prayers  that  the  Great 
Father  who  dwelt  up  in  the  far  away  blue 
sky  would   take   care  of  these  little  lost 
children  crouching  under  the   bank  and 
send  their  own  father  to  them,  and — and — 
it  would  come  in,  though  she  could  not 
help  feeling  it  was  very  wrong  to  trouble 
the   Great   God   with   such   a    trifle — not 
make  that  father  very  angry  with  her  for 
getting  lost.     Then  she  crept  down  under 
the  fern  again,  as  close  to  Billy  as  she 
could,  stuffing  the   bracken    down    tight 
between  them  to   keep   her  wet  clothes 
from  touching  him.     It  was  rather  cold  at 
her  back,  but  that  could  not  be  helped, 
and  then  the  tired  eyes  shut  and  she  was 
sound  asleep. 

So  soundly  they  slept,  nothing  disturbed 
them.  A  big  grey  owl  hooted  solemnly  in 
the  tree  overhead,  and  a  little  white  one, 
more  ciuious  and  venturesome,  flitted 
down  like  some  disembodied  spirit  and 
looked  closely,  first  with  his  head  on  one 
side  and  then  on  the  other,  at  this  fimnv 
little  heap  down  among  the  scnib  whicn 


never  had  been  there  before ;  and  a.  flod 
of  grey  wallaby  came  slowly  hopping  ptst, 
feeding  as  they  went,  unconsciotts  of  the 
close  proximity  of  humani^. 
But  nothing  disturbed  tne  little  ones. 


Once  in  his-dc€ama^Bill  mve-A-grMi m 
and  Jenny,  only  half  awake  and  scaxoelf 
conscious  of  where  she  was,  stretched  out 
a  protecting  hand. 

"Hush-a-by,  Bill,  hush-a-by,  sis's 
here,"  and  BUI  never  woke  at  aJl,  and 
she,  opening  her  eyes,  was  barely  coa- 
scious  that  the  bank  that  overhung  them 
was  not  the  unceiled  roof  of  their  own 
little  room  at  home.  But  early  in  th« 
morning,  just  as  the  first  faint  streaks  € 
light  were  appearing  in  the  sky,  just 
break  in  the  heavy  cloud  of  grey  to  tk 
east.  Bill  wakened  up  thoroughly,  aii< 
pushing  off  the  covering  that  had  kel 
him  snug  and  warm,  raised  a  cry  that  ¥^ 
more  of  astonishment  than  of  fear  ^ 
terror.  But  it  effectually  roused  the  otlm^ 
two.  Jenny  wakened  with  that  overpowi^' 
ing  sense  of  something  fatally  wtojP 
which  is  probably,  as  we  have  all  suffer^ 
from  it,  common  to  all  humanity,  and  JiJ 
sat  up  and  rubbed  his  eyes. 

**  Oh,  my,  sis  ;  here's  a  go." 

**  We  '11  just  go  straight  home,"  she  sai^ 
with  a  determination  that  impressed  tB^ 
younger  child. 

**  D'you  know  the  way  }" 

There  was  a  sudden  sinking  at  h^ 
heart ;  did  she  know  the  way  ?  It  w^ 
all  so  alike,  this  fern  gully  and  ti-tr^ 
scrub ;  but  she  repressed  it  as  bravely  ^ 
might  have  done  an  older  and  wiscf 
woman.  Right  in  front  of  them  ros* 
the  steep  side  of  a  hill,  not  so  very  hiritf 
perhaps,  but  almost  perpendicular,  oh^ 
pointed  to  it.  The  grey  mists  of  the  earij 
morning  wreathed  it  round,  drops  of  watec 
hung  on  every  fern-frond,  on  every  branchy 
on  every  tiny  leaf,  and  the  top,  miles  awaj* 
it  seemed  to  the  children,  was  hiddea 
away  in  the  mist. 

"  We  '11  get  along  up  there.  We  caa 
see  our  place  from  the  top." 

"  Are  you  sure  ?  "  asked  Jim  doubtfiilly. 

"  Certain  sure." 

"  I  wants  my  break'us,"  sobbed  thelitde 
boy  suddenly,  realising  how  affairs  stood. 

She  turned  out  her  pocket ;  but  no,  she 
had  been  too  hungry  the  night  before-Hiot 
a  crumb  was  left,  and  he  sobbed  on  drearily. 

"  What  does  people  eat  out  in  the  bun, 
Jen  ?  "  asked  Jim,  looking  round  him  at 
the  light  broadening  every  instant, 

"  I  dunno,  I  reUy  dunno,"  and  a  sob 
bom  of  the  full  r^isation  of  her  own 
helplessness  choked  in  her  thxoat.  , 
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**  Sometimes  they  dies  like  the  old  man 
on  the  Narling  Creek,  doesn't  they  ?  "  said 
Jim,  apparently  with -the  calmness  of  de- 
spair, and  then  he  asked  apparently  for 
information. 

**  Will  we  die,  Jen  }  The  water-rats  had  eat 
his  face.    He  hadn't  got  no  nose  nor  eyes." 

Poor  little  girl !  Poor  little  child  !  They 
appealed  to  her — they  seemed  to  think  she 
knew  everything;  and  she  wanted  her 
mother,  oh,  so  badly !  and  the  misty  hill 
in  front  grew  mistier  than  ever. 

*•  Will  we,  Jen  ?  " 

**  No,  Jim,  no,  course  not.  We  Ve  goin' 
home." 

**  But  which  way  ?  " 

"  Up  the  hill,  course." 

It  is  astonishing  how  little  children  will 
adapt  themselves  to  circumstances.  They 
were  so  little,  so  helpless,  so  hungry  ;  but 
the  boys  seemed  to  understand  at  last  that 
their  sister  had  done  all  in  her  power  for 
them.  Even  Bill  stopped  crying,  and 
listened  as  she  told  them  to  suck  the  fern- 
fronds.  Pulling  up  the  bracken  by  the  roots, 
she  scraped  away  the  earth  and  gave  it 
them  to  chew.  There  was  little  enough 
of  sustenance  in  it,  little  enough,  but  still 
it  seemed  to  stay  their  appetites,  and  by 
the  time  Jenny  had  put  on  her  warm  petti- 
coat and  shaken  the  boys  out  and  brushed 
them  down,  they  were  quiet  enough,  and 
content  to  start  for  home. 

The  sun  peeped  over  the  shoulder  of 
the  hill,  dispersing  the  mists  and  setting  a 
diamond  on  every  leaf-point,  and  the  little 
ones,  holding  each  other's  hands,  faced 
towards  it,  and  turned  up  hill,  as  every  lost 
child  does.  The  way  was  so  rough — so 
cruelly  rough — and  the  shrub  thicker  than 
ever  it  had  been  the  night  before.  The 
sun  was  the  other  side  of  the  hill,  and  the 
shadows  were  deep.  Ferns  and  ti-tree  and 
twining  creeper,  fallen  logs,  half  buried  in 
decaying  vegetation,  and  saplings  growing 
close  and  tall,  all  these  the  children  faced 
without  a  murmur,  for  was  not  this  the  way 
to  mother  and  home  ?  It  was  not  a  very 
high  hill,  as  hills  go,  but  it  was  very  steep, 
and  over  and  over  again  the  little  feet  were 
obliged  to  turn  back  from  the  obstacles 
that  stood  in  their  path,  but  they  did  it 
patiently  and  without  a  murmur,  and 
always  kept  their  faces  turned  up  the  hill. 
So  long  it  seemed — so  terribly  long — they 
were  warm  enough  now  with  exertion, 
though  the  sun  was  on  the  other  side  of 
the  hill ;  but  at  last  Bill,  lagging  on  to  his 
sister's  hand,  began  to  whimper. 

**  I  'se  so  tired — I  is  so  tired." 

Jenny  sat  down  on  a  log,  and  took  him 
on  her  knee. 


**  We  '11  just  have  to  stop,  Jim,  and  let 
him  rest." 

"  I  'm  tired  too,  and  I  'm  that  hungry." 

Jenny's  back  was  aching,  for  Bill  had 
dragged  on  her  all  the  morning,  and  she 
slipped  down  on  to  the  ground,  so  that 
the  log  might  give  her  some  sort  of  sup- 
port, then  she  held  the  little  boy  tight 
in  her  arms  to  comfort  him  as  best  she 
might ;  and  Jim,  who  had  forgotten  all  his 
manhood  in  his  longing  for  care  and 
comfort,  curled  himself  up  on  the  ground 
beside  her,  and  put  his  head  on  her  other 
shoulder,  and  cried  a  little  quietly  to 
himself.  What  could  she  do  ?  The  tears 
would  come,  though  she  brushed  them 
bravely  away.  She  was  a  great  girl ;  she 
mustn't  cry;  she  must  take  care  of  the 
boys.  Bill,  comforted  and  sustained  by 
her  encircling  arms,  dropped  off  to  sleep, 
and  soon  Jim's  sobbing  ceased,  and  he, 
too,  was  unconscious.  She  was  glad  they 
were  asleep  for  a  little ;  but  it  seemed  to 
make  her  own  share  of  trouble  doubly 
heavy  to  bear.  What  could  she  do  with 
these  little  children — what  could  she  do  } 
They  were  not  near  the  top  of  the  hill  yet, 
the  top  of  the  hill  from  which  she  only 
hoped  they  might  see  their  home  in  the 
gully  beyond.  Hope  is  so  strong  in  a 
child's  breast.  She  could  not  remember 
having  climbed  a  hill  like  this  the  night 
before  ;  but  vet  she  felt  certain  that  over 
there,  down  in  the  gully,  she  should  see 
the  hut  which  her  soul  longed  for.  She 
was  tired,  too — so  tired  ;  and  she  wanted 
her  mother  quite  as  badly  as  the  boys. 
The  salt  tears  trickled  down  her  little 
sunburnt  face ;  but  she  suppressed  her 
sobs,  for  she  would  not  waken  them. 
Then  she,  too,  slept. 

The  sun  was  right  over  the  hill  now, 
and  his  warm  rays  kept  them  from  feeling 
cold  ;  the  mists  had  dispersed,  and  a  mid- 
day stillness  was  over  all  things.  They 
had  toiled  so  hard  all  the  morning,  and 
they  were  so  weary.  Jenny  stirred  un- 
easily in  her  sleep :  the  weight  of  the 
sleeping  boys  cramped  her.  Bill  slipped 
from  her  lap,  and  Jim's  head  had  fallen 
from  her  shoulder,  and  she  settled  herself 
down  more  easily  and  slept  again. 

When  she  did  wake  it  was  with  the 
startled  consciousness  that  she  had 
neglected  her  duty.  Here  they  were,  she, 
a  great  girl  and  her  two  little  brothers, 
lost  in  the  bush,  and  instead  of  looking 
for  the  way  home  and  taking  care  of  them 
properly  she  had  been  sleeping  away  the 
whole  afternoon.  She  guessed  it  was 
long  after  dinner-time,  and  her  limbs 
were  so  cramped  she  could  hardly  move. 
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Hastily  she  wakened  the  boys,  and  rising 
up  stretched  out  her  arms.  The  ground 
was  so  hard  and  the  boys  so  heavy,  she 
felt  so  stiff  and  weary,  hardly  refreshed  at 
all  by  the  long  sleep  which  had  kept  her 
so  long  from  home.  And  she  was  so 
hungry — so  desperately  hungry — she  had 
had  nothing  for  over  twenty-four  hours 
now,  and  the  hunger  was  a  positive  pain. 
She  stretched  out  her  hand  and  put  a 
handful  of  leaves  from  the  gum-tree  close 
at  hand  into  her  mouth ;  they  were  hard 
and  dry  and  tasted  strongly  of  the 
eucalyptus,  but  something  in  them, 
whether  it  was  the  mere  fact  of  eating 
something,  even  though  it  was  only  the 
gum-leaves,  seemed  to  give  her  strength 
and  arrest  for  the  moment  the  cravings  of 
hunger. 

"  I  want  a  drink  !  '*  said  Bill.  "  I  want 
a  drink ! " 

Jenny  looked  round  her  helplessly.  The 
sun  had  long  ago  dried  up  the  dews  of  the 
early  morning,  and  she  could  no  more 
get  water  than  she  could  get  milk  or  tea. 

•*  We  '11  have  to  climb  over  the  hill. 
Bill.  Be  a  good  boy;  we'll  be  home 
soon." 

**  I  'm  awful  hungry,"  said  Jim. 

**  Eat  leaves  like  I  do,"  she  suggested. 
**  Let's  pertend  it's  bread-and-honey." 

Such  a  mournful  little  pretence  as  it 
was,  but  the  boys  followed  her  advice  in 
all  sober  seriousness,  filled  their  mouths 
with  the  astringent  hot-tasting  eucalyptus 
leaves,  munched  them  with  difficulty, 
asked  for  more,  and  then,  when  possibly 
the  pangs  of  hunger  had  been  allayed  a 
little.  Bill  began  to  sob  again. 

"  I  wants  my  din-din !  I  wants  my 
din-din ! " 

"  Oh  !  don't.  Bill,  don't !  We  '11  go  on 
home  and  get  our  teas.     Come  on,  then." 

So  they  started  up  the  hill  again.  The 
sun  had  crept  right  round  and  was  falling 
full  upon  them,  and  here,  where  the  scrub 
was  more  open,  their  shadows  loomed 
gigantic  on  the  steep  hillside.  Bill 
laughed  at  first  when  he  saw  them,  and 
then,  terrified,  hid  his  face  in  his  sister's 
dress. 

"Hush,  hush,  Bill!  Don't  be  silly. 
It 's  on'y  the  shadow.  Bill.  Tell  him,  Jim, 
it's  on'y  the  shadow.  See  here,  it's  on'y 
a  little  way  to  the  top  now." 

Only  a  little  way,  but  so  steep,  and  they 
were  so  weary.  The  boys  clung  to  the 
girl  and  weighed  her  down,  and  every 
step  she  took  she  felt  that  leaden  weights 
were  on  her  feet.  Would  they  never  reach 
the  to])  ?  Never  reach  it,  and  see  the  hut 
down  in  the  gully  beyond  ?    She  was  so 


sure  the  hut  was  there.  If  it  were  not— 4f 
it  were  not — but  no,  she  could  not — she 
dared  not  think  of  th^.t.  It  must  be  there, 
else  before  her  rose  up  another  vision  of 
the  dark  cold  night,  and  the  horrible  man's 
face  that  the  water-rats  had  eaten,*  and  be 
was  a  grown  man  and  they  were  only  little 
children. 

And  at  last  they  reached  the  top,  and 
all  below  them  lay  the  gully  bathed  in  the 
evening  sunlight,  just  a  mountain  gullj  as 
yet  untouched  by  the  hand  of  man,  thicklj 
grown  with  gum-trees  and  ti-tree  scnib, 
and  beyond  range  upon  range  of  blue  hills 
fading  away  in  the  blue  distance,  but  not 
a  hut,  not  a  fence,  not  a  smoke  even, 
nothing  to  show  that  man  had  ever  been 
there.  The  little  boys  looked  round 
eagerly,  then  they  looked  at  Jenny.  She 
had  promised  they  should  see  their  home; 
they  were  hungry,  weary,  and  parched 
with  thirst,  but  their  eyes  could  not  see  it, 
and  they  looked  to  her  to  point  it  out 
to  them. 

**  Jen,  Jen,  where 's " 

But  Jenny,  in  her  overpowering  desola- 
tion let  go  her  hands,  and  flung  herself 
down  on   her  knees,  wailing  and  crying 
and  wringing  her  hands.   Brave  little  soull 
she  had  made  so  sure  of  seeing  home  firom 
the  hill-top,  so  sure,  and  now  before  her 
loomed  up  only  the  dreary  dark  cold  night, 
only  the  vision  of  the  ghastly  thing  eaten 
by  the  water-rats  her  dad  had  found  down 
by  the  Naring  Creek.  And  as  she  cried  on, 
the  boys,  realising  that  their  last  hope  was 
gone,  sat  down  on  the  ground  beside  her 
and  sobbed,  clutching  at  her  dress  and 
moaning.  They  were  only  little  despairing 
children,  and  God   had  forgotten  them, 
only  they  clung  to  each  other,  deriving, 
maybe,  just  a  touch  of  hope  and  comfort 
from  the  touch  of  each  other's  warm  little 
hands. 

Lower  and  lower  sank  the  sun,  the 
shadow  of  the  great  hill  stretched  right 
across  the  gully,  blotting  out  the  outlines 
of  the  hills  beyond ;  a  chill  wind  came  op 
from  the  south,  and  the  birds  and  insects 
began  chirping  their  good-bye  to  the  day. 
They  seemed  to  say  to  Jenny  there  was  no 
hope  for  the  little  children,  none  whatever. 
Then  the  sun  sank  behind  the  hills,  and 
the  stars  came  out  one  by  one.  It  wasn't 
any  good  to  go  on,  she  hadn't  the  faintest 
notion  where  home  lay  now;  it  wasn't 
down  in  the  gully  beyond  there,  and  thqr 
might  just  as  well  stav  where  they  were 
till — till — ^till  what  ?  in  her  weariness  and 
bitter  disappointment  the  little  maid  conUI 
hardly  sav  what  she  expected  to  come  next, 
only  she  luiew  she  was  very  weary,  so  weaiy 
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she  hardly  seemed  to  notice  the  boys 
sobbing,  hardly  seemed  to  care  if  they 
did  cr>'.  How  could  she  help  them  when 
she  was  weary  and  aching,  and  her  throat 
was  parched  and  dr>%  and  the  hunger  was 
become  a  gnawing  pain. 

Then  she  roused  herself.  How  cruel 
she  was,  how  wicked  to  be  unkind  to  her 
little  brothers  !  Perhaps  that  was  why 
God  was  punishing  her  so  dreadfully.  And 
then  she  wondered  vaguely  and  childishly 
why  He  hurt  the  boys  too,  and  why  He 
didn't  take  them  safe  home,  that  great  God 
who  lived  beyond  the  sky.  It  wouldn't 
have  been  much  for  Him  to  do,  and  clearly 
she  saw  that  she  must  have  been  ver^' 
naughty  indeed  when  He  did  not  do  it. 

And  with  the  darkness  came  the  cold. 
On  the  top  of  the  hill  here  it  blew  very 
chill,  and  she  made  another  effort,  and 
with  much  persuasion  induced  the  tired 
little  boys  to  move  on  just  a  little  way  over 
the  shoulder  of  the  hill  till  they  got  the 
trunk  of  a  big  gum-tree  between  them  and 
the  cutting  wind.  They  were  too  wear}' 
to  gather  bracken,  too  worn  out  to  do  any- 
thing but  snuggle  up  as  close  to  each 
other  as  they  could  among  the  roots  of 
the  great  tree,  and  Jenny,  with  her  own 
shortcomings  large  before  her  eyes — she 
had  brought  them  to  this — took  off  both 
her  skirts,  leaving  herself  only  her  lilac 
print  pinafore,  and  wrapped  them  round 
her  brothers.  They  dropped  off,  sobbing 
themselves  to  sleep,  and  she  did  not 
remind  them  of  their  prayers  :  she  was 
^lad  they  should  sleep  ;  but  for  herself  she 
knelt  down  and  prayed  ;  and  she  did  not 
pray  this  time  that  God  would  not  make 
her  father  angr>' — if  only  he  came  she  did 
not  mind  whether  he  were  angry  or  not. 
But  when  she  came  to  lie  down  beside  the 
boys  she  was  so  cold  their  closeness  did 
not  seem  to  warm  her,  and  she  slept  and 
wakened  and  slept  again,  and  hardly 
remembered  where  she  was,  except  that 
always  strong  upon  her  was  the  over- 
powering sense  that  she  was  responsible 
for  the  boys :  she  must  take  care  of  them  ; 
she  must  be  good  to  them. 

Morning  came,  and  brought  the  April 
sunshine  again,  the  sunshine  that  was  not 
strong  enough  to  take  the  chill  out  of  the 
air,  and  the  children  ate  gum-leaves,  and 
pulled  up  bracken  roots  and  sucked  at 
them  to  stay  the  cravings  of  hunger  ;  and 
then — Jenny  could  hardly  have  told  how — 
she  only  dimly  remembered  they  had 
laboriouslv  climbed  down  hill — she  found 
herself  stooping  down  over  a  water-hole  in 
a  creek,  sucking  up  the  pleasant  cool 
water  eagerly,  holding  tight  on  to  Bill  lest 


he  should  fall  in.  And  then  again  she 
lost  consciousness,  and  remembered  only 
dimly  struggling  through  dense  scrub  till 
the  sun  went  down  again  and  the  stars 
came  out  in  the  sky,  and  it  was  time  for 
her  to  say  her  prayers  again  and  take  off 
her  clothes  and  wrap  up  the  boys  in  them. 
There  was  a  strange  aching  in  her  limbs  ; 
it  was  so  cold — so  cold,  and  they  were  too 
tired  to  move  any  farther,  too  weary  even 
to  be  frightened,  when  there  was  a  great 
crashing  in  the  scrub  alongside.  It  might 
be  the  bunyip  ;  it  might  be  a  wolf;  it 
might  be  anything.  Jenny  only  half 
raised  herself  and  put  a  protecting  arm 
across  her  brothers.  She  could  do  no 
more.  If  God  wouldn't  take  care  of  them 
they  'd  have  to  die. 

And  when  the  sun  got  up  next  morning, 
he  found  his  way  under  the  tangled  fern 
and  undergrowth  down  by  the  creek,  and 
touched  the  children's  faces  and  roused 
them  again  ;  but  they  were  too  tired  to 
go  on,  too  tired  to  move  even,  too  tired 
to  be  surprised,  even  though  they  saw 
close  beside  them  the  red  calf  and  the 
poley  cow's  black  and  white  heifer  calf 
that  they  had  gone  out  to  look  for  in  the 
rain  years  and  years  ago.  The  boys  were 
fairly  warm  in  their  sister's  clothes,  and 
they  lay  and  stared  up  at  the  blue  sky 
which  peeped  down  at  them  through  the 
branches,  and  Jenny  was  too  sick  and 
worn  to  notice  anything.  Here  were  the 
calves — oh  vcs,  here  thev  were ;  but  she 
was  numbed  with  cold,  and  could  only 
think  how  they  were  lost — lost,  and  the 
water-rats  would  cat  them  like  they  had 
the  man  down  by  Naring  Creek. 

In  the  distance  was  a  shouting  of  men's 
voices,  and  Jenny  stirred  a  little.  The 
boys  took  no  notice,  it  seemed  to  have 
nothing  to  do  with  them  ;  then  she  sat  up, 
and  the  sounds  came  nearer.  Oh,  yes,  of 
course,  they  were  looking  for  the  calves, 
and  dad  would  be  that  waxy — but — but  the 
boys — they  wanted  their  dinner,  and  she 
tried  to  cooey,  but  it  seemed  as  if  the 
sound  was  lost  in  her  throat.  She  tried 
again,  and  then  the  thought  came  to  her 
that  these  might  be  bad  men,  robbers,  and 
she  cowered  down,  and  put  her  arm  across 
the  little  boys.  Nearer  came  the  men's 
shouting  —  nearer,  nearer.  The  scrub 
parted  just  in  front  of  them,  and  a  huge 
man — he  seemed  huge  to  the  frightened 
child — a  man  with  a  big  black  beard,  stood 
in  front  of  them,  looking  down  at  them 
with  pitying  eyes. 

"Jumping  Jehoshaphat  ! "  he  cried. 
**  Here  arc  the  kiddies  !  Alive,  too,  by 
the  Lord  !    Pass  the  word  to  Brooke  there." 
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Then  Jenny  dimly  understood  that  all 
was  well,  and  that  this  bearded  man  did 
not  intend  to  hurt  them.  He  was  calling 
for  their  father,  and  the  old  fear  of  him 
welled  up  in  her  heart. 

"I'm  real  sorry,  real  sorry!"  she 
gasped.  "  I  didn't  go  for  to  lose  'em ! 
He  'II  be  waxy — he  '11  bo  that  waxy !  " 

"Bless  my  soul  alive!"  The  man 
made  one  step  forward  and  picked  her  up 
in  his  arms.  "  Poor  little  lass,  don't  be 
afeard.  Dad's  pretty  nigh  mad  at  the 
thought  on  losing  ye !  And  she 's 
gived  her  clothes  to  the  little  uns  an'  is 
pretty  nigh  perished.    A  brave  little  lass !  " 

They  came  crowding  up  then — men 
from  all  sides,  it  seemed  to  Jenny,  looking 
on  with  dim  frightened  eyes,  and  they 
shouted  and  cheered,  and  her  father  came 
through  and  took  her  in  his  arms  and 
kissed  her.      Waxv  .'     Oh,  no  ;  dad  wasn't 


waxy — he  was  sobbing,  great  strong  man 
as  he  was,  just  like  little  Bill  himself. 

And  they  bore  them  home  in  triumph. 
It  was  only  over  the  hill  there,  only  just 
over  the  hill,  and  for  the  first  time  in  all 
her  hard  little  life  Jenny  found  herself 
petted  and  cosy  and  warm,  drinking  hrolh 
and  warm  tea,  and  at  leisure  to  sit  and 
look  into  the  glowing  coals  without  any 
duties  on  her  shoulders,  nothing  whatever 
to  do  but  to  lie  still  and  be  happy. 

"  The  calves,  dad,"  she  said  at  last— 
"  the  calves^ — did  you  see  'em  all  right  ? 
Did  you  get  'em  .-'  " 

"I> they  calves!"  said  the  man,  and 

he    stroked    the    sandy     head.      "  1 '« 

gotten  you,  an'  that's  best.     D they 

two  blasted  calves  !  " 

.\nd  when  Jenny  said  her  prayers  that 
night,  she  felt  God  had  indeed  been  good 
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PER   all."  said  the 

.Major.   "Peace 

and  all  his  rascally 

fratemily  are  but 

nglers.     Now,  for 

thods  of  thieving 

>e  dacoit  of  India. 

is  a  fine  art,  and 

as  superior 

Northern  confreres 

native  jugglers   are 

self-termed    wizards 

half    London   crowd 

This  assertion  of  the 
Major's  was  made  one  even- 
ing as  we  sat,  some  three  or 

able  smoking-room  of  an 
Atlantic  liner,  enjoying  our  last  pipe  before  turning  in.  The  conversation  had  turned 
on  thieves  and  their  ways  and  the  various  contrivances  with  which  they  carried  out 
their  plans  as  revealed  in  the  published  accounts  of  certain  celebrated  robberies. 

One  of  our  little  group  was  a  New  Yorker,  who  spoke  with  pride  of  the  skill 
of  his  countrymen,   and,   be   it  added,  of  his  countrywomen,   who,   from  drawing   a 
breast-pin  with  their  teeth  in  an  affected  embrace  to  "  cracking "  a  bank-safe  under 
No.  144.     September  1895.  1  1     1 
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the  nose  of  the  watchman,  sustained  the 
national  reputation  for  smartness  to  the 
admiration  of  the  detective  world. 

A  I^ndoner,  on  the  other  hand,  con- 
tended that  the  celebrated  Charles  Peace 
had  reached  the  pinnacle  of  his  profession, 
not  only  on  account  of  the  ingenuity  of 
his  instruments  and  his  methods  of 
operating  them,  but  from  the  masterly 
manner  in  which  he  hoodwinked  his 
neighbours  as  well  as  the  entire  college  of 
Scotland  Yard. 

The  argument  was  getting  somewhat 
warm  when  the  Major,  who  had  been  a 
silent  listener,  broke  in  as  above,  and  as 
his  remark  indicated  something  out  of  the 
common,  we  pressed  him  to  tell  us  his 
experience. 

With  a  slight  show  of  reluctance,  as  if 
he  did  not  care  to  speak  about  his  own 
exploit,  he  consented,  and  taking  a  big  gulp 
of  whisky -and -soda  from  his  glass,  he 
commenced,  while  the  rest  of  us  settled 
ourselves  comfortablv  with  fresh-filled 
pipes  for  his  stor}'. 

**  I  was  comparing,"  he  began,  **  wizards 
with  jugglers,  and,  as  you  are  all  aware, 
the  tricks  of  our  countrvmen  owe  no  small 
measure  of  their  success  to  voluminous 
coat-sleeves  and  hidden  pockets,  besides 
stage  appliances.  The  native  of  India, 
on  the  contrar)',  has  nothing  on  but  a 
scanty  breech-cloth,  and  performs  his  feats 
in  your  verandah  or  at  your  door-step, 
with  absolutely  nothing  to  assist  him. 

•*  For  instance,  with  a  little  soil  scraped 
up  in  your  compound  and  placed  upon  a 
handkerchief,  he  will  make  a  mango-seed 
in  a  few  minutes  grow  into  a  little  tree 
and  bear  fruit,  and  that  under  vour  own 
eyes  and  at  your  very  feet ;  and  the  cele- 
brated basket  trick  will  be  done  before 
you,  and  often  as  I  have  witnessed  it,  I 
nave  no  more  idea  to-day  than  I  had  at 
the  beginning  as  to  how  the  girl  inside 
disappears  after  being  apparently  speared 
from  without,  for  after  the  basket  is  turned 
upside  down  she  will  be  found  fifty  yards 
away.  Modem  discoveries  suggest  hypno- 
tism and  many  other  learned  terms,  but 
upon  my  word,  I  am  half  inclined  to 
believe  that  these  jugglers  are  in  direct 
league  with  the  Evil  One. 

•*Some  thirty  years  ago,  when  I  first 
joined  my  regiment  in  India,  we  were 
quartered  in  an  out-of-the-way  place  that 
had  been  of  some  strategic  importance, 
although  now,  with  our  improved  facilities 
for  transportation,  it  has  long  ceased  to  be 
a  militan*  post.  It  was  situated  upon  the 
Ganges,  which,  as  you  doubtless  know, 
b  regarded  with  superstitious  veneration 


l^  the  natives  thronghoat  the  contiiieiit 
We  often  hear  of  the  longing  of  the 
Egyptian  for  the  sweet  waters  of  the 
NUe,  a  feeling  that  can  be  only  properif 
appreciated  by  those  who  have  resided  ia 
that  sun-baked  and  thirs^  land ;  bat  ia 
India  the  natives  connect  the  Ganges  with 
their  religious  belief,  and  andertaSDe  laog 
pilgrimages  to  participate  in  the  festivab 
held  periodically  in  the  temples  in  die 
many  ancient  cities  situated  upon  its 
banks,  and  above  all  to  bathe  in  its  saoed 
waters. 

''Shortly  after  we  reached  oar  new 
quarters  rumours  began  to  spread  of  die 
depredations  of  a  certain  dacoit  named 
Sadthu,  whose  boldness  only  equalled  hb 
success.  I  must  tell  you  that  a  dacoit  u  a 
professional  robber,  who,  generally  with  a 
gang  of  others,  frequents  a  certain  district, 
plundering  wayfarers,  hesitating  ,  not  at 
murder  when  it  suits  his  purpose.  Doubt- 
less the  system  had  its  origin  in  the  bodies 
of  disbanded  soldiery  who  in  times  of 
peace  found  themselves  without  a  means 
of  livelihood,  and  naturally  took  to  the 
road  as  they  did  in  our  own  land  in  bygone 
days.  In  the  subjugation  of  India  the 
British  had  no  little  difficulty  in  hunting 
down  these  robber  hordes  who  had  so  long 
fleeced  the  timid  natives,  and  after  the 
iVIutiny  of  '57,  when  our  rule  was  estab- 
lished on  a  firmer  basis  than  ever,  oar 
power  was  such  that  but  few  cared  to 
resume  the  predator)'  vocation  which 
experience  proved  must  end  in  ultimate 
detection  and  death. 

**  It  was  with  no  little  interest,  therefore, 
that  we  heard  of  Sadthu,  though  we  did 
not  at  first  realise  the  full  extent  of  his 
enormities.  At  length,  however,  some- 
thing occurred  that  startled  us  into  activity, 
and  made  ever}'  man  in  the  regiment 
clamour  for  his  capture. 

'*  It  happened  that  a  great  festival  was 
approaching,  one  that  was  only  held  at 
long  inter\'als,  and  on  account  of  its 
importance  thousands  thronged  to  the 
city.  For  many  days  previous  parties  of 
worshippers  were  to  be  met,  travel-worn 
and  wear}',  old  and  young,  on  foot  and  in 
bullock-cart,  all  chattering  of  the  cele- 
bration they  were  about  to  join  in,  the 
youthful  members  describing  to  one 
another  the  brilliant  pageants  they  would 
witness,  the  aged  quietly  speaking  of  the 
merit  that  should  accrue  to  them  there- 
from. 

"  On  their  arriN^al  the  pilgrims  thronged 
to  the  bathing-places  to  wash  off  the 
stains  of  travel,  and  it  was  a  common 
practice  for   two   or  three  of  us  of  an 
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evening  to  stroll  down  to  the  bund  and 
gaze  on  the  strange  and  interesting  scene. 

**  Among  those  who  bathed  were  many 
wealthy  natives,  whose  wives  and  daugh- 
ters were  decked  with  heavy  bangles  and 
armlets  of  gold  and  silver,  which,  in 
accordance  with  their  general  practice, 
they  did  not  remove,  chiefly  because  they 
fitted  their  rounded  limbs  too  well  to  be 
easily  lost. 

'*  One  day  as  I  happened  to  be  passing  in 
company  with  a  couple  of  brother  officers 
there  arose  a  great  hubbub  of  people 
talking  and  gesticulating ;  but  as  this  was 
no  uncommon  occurrence  we  did  not  pay 
much  attention  to  it,  and  were  passing  on 
when  we  noticed  that  a  particular  party  of 
bathers  had  withdrawn  to  the  bank  and 
were  raising  a  dismal  wail  of  lamentation. 
Wondering  what  could  be  the  matter,  wc 
asked  one  of  a  group  of  excited  spectators, 
and  learned  that  a  woman  had  suddenly 
disappeared  beneath  the  surface  of  the 
river  and  had  not  risen  again.  Thinking 
that  this  was  merely  an  ordinary  case  of 
drowning  we  continued  our  way. 

**  Next  day,  however,  and  on  several 
succeeding  days  the  same  thing  occurred, 
and  the  natives  began  to  be  much  alarmed, 
and  many  stories  were  afloat  to  account 
for  the  extraordinarv  loss  of  life.  The 
majority  of  the  people  attributed  it  to  an 
evil  spirit,  who,  they  declared,  claimed  a 
victim  every  year,  though  they  admitted 
they  had  never  known  so  many  to  be  taken 
away  at  once.  Others  thought  that  the 
alligators  were  to  blame,  and  certainly 
there  were  sufficient  in  the  river  to  make 
this  appear  a  reasonable  explanation.  In 
the  course  of  a  few  days  some  six  or  seven 
women  had  disappeared,  and,  strange  to 
say,  all  of  high  caste,  and  consequently 
well  adorned  with  valuable  jewellery.  At 
length,  certain  of  the  leading  townspeople 
appealed  to  those  of  us  who  were  known 
to  be  addicted  to  shikar  to  rid  them  of 
the  scaly  monsters  on  whom  they  laid  the 
blame. 

**  In  the  meantime  we  had  talked  this 
matter  over  between  ourselves,  and,  while 
willing  enough  to  do  a  little  potting  at  the 
alligators,  were  convinced,  nevertheless, 
that  there  was  some  deep  roguery  at  work. 

**  So  the  next  morning  at  dawn,  taking  a 
boat,  and  with  a  couple  of  natives  to 
paddle,  we  floated  about  the  river,  killing 
some  half-dozen  alligators,  and  wounding  a 
good  many  more.  As  we  were  thinking  of 
returning,  one  of  us  suggested  landing  on 
the  opposite  bank  and  resting  for  a  little 
while  in  the  shade  of  a  tope  of  trees  which 
grew  close  to  the  water's  edge.  Accordingly 


we  did  so,  leaving  the  natives  in  the 
boat  while  we  stretched  ourselves  on  the 
turf,  smoking  our  cheroots. 

*'  Presently,  one  of  our  party  who  had 
strolled  off"  a  little  w^ay  returned  and 
announced  that  he  had  made  a  curious 
discovery,  asking  us  to  accompany  him. 
We  followed  him  to  a  part  of  the  tope 
where,  carefully  concealed  under  a  heap 
of  rubbish,  lay  a  long  coil  of  rope,  at  one 
end  of  which  was  fastened  a  heavy  iron 
weight  and  a  shackle,  such  as  would 
conveniently  hold  a  man  by  the  ankle. 
The  rope  was  wet,  and  had  been  apparently 
recently  used,  but  what  its  object  was  we 
could  not  for  the  moment  tell. 

**  As  we  stood  idly  gazing  at  it  a  sudden 
thought  struck  me,  and  I  felt  sure  that  it 
was  in  some  way  connected  with  the  mys- 
terious disappearance  of  the  bathers,  and 
so  1  told  my  companions,  who  agreed  with 
me.  We  then  hurried  back  to  the  boat  so 
as  not  to  be  discovered,  and  to  perfect 
our  plans  for  the  capture  of  the  miscreants 
who  were  operating  the  diabolical  concern. 
So,  saying  nothing  of  our  discovery,  we 
recrossed  the  river  and  returned  to  our 
quarters. 

*'  Our  mess  bungalow  was  situated  on  a 
slight  elevation  commanding  a  lovely  view 
of  the  river,  and  we  determined  after 
breakfast  to  watch  the  tope  from  the 
verandah,  in  order,  if  possible,  to  solve 
this  mystery,  taking  it  in  turns  to  look  out 
for  anv  communication  between  it  and  the 
bathing-place  just  opposite. 

*'  Por  some  hours  we  kept  steady  watch 
from  a  comfortable  lounging-chair  in  a 
shady  comer,  every  now  and  again 
examining  the  grove  through  a  telescope. 
Nothing,  however,  occurred,  and  we  were 
beginning  to  think  that  we  were  on  the 
wrong  track.  At  length,  about  two  o'clock, 
it  being  my  turn,  1  took  up  the  telescope 
and  commenced  my  watch. 

**  The  heat  was  now  intense,  and  there 
was  not  a  breath  of  air  stirring.  The  very 
natives  refrained  from  venturing  forth, 
preferring  to  sleep  away  the  oppressive 
noontide.  The  river  shone  like  a  mirror, 
and  over  the  land  the  heated  air  quivered 
like  the  breath  of  a  furnace,  rendering  the 
distant  temples  with  their  minarets  and 
gilded  domes  indistinct  in  the  haze.  I 
was  just  thinking  that  my  watch  would  be 
as  fruitless  as  the  rest,  anil  was  about  to 
shut  up  the  glass,  when  1  caught  a  glimpse 
of  a  little  canoe  floating  stealthily  down 
the  opposite  side.  Wondering  what  could 
be  going  on  at  this  hour,  I  continued  to 
watch  it,  and  saw  it  quietly  disappear  into 
some   reeds  close  by  the  spot  where  we 
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ourselves  had  landed.  Then,  as  if  it  had 
been  expected,  three  natives  appeared 
from  beneath  the  trees,  dragging  some- 
thing behind  them,  though  what  it  was  I 
could  not  make  out,  as  they  too  entered 
the  reeds. 

"Calling  the  other  men  who  were 
interested  with  myself  in  the  matter,  I 
told  what  had  occurred.  In  a  short  while 
we  saw  the  canoe  reappear,  paddled  by  a 
native  who  skilfully  took  it  up  stream  for 
some  little  distance,  and  then  allowed  it  to 
drift  across  to  the  bathing-place. 

"  Our  glasses  were  carefully  taking  in 
every  detail  when  presently  we  noticed  by 
the  wake  of  the  canoe  that  a  rope  was 
trailing  behind  it,  and  on  looking  back  to 
the  shore  distinctly  saw  the  three  natives 
pa3dng  it  out  from  a  coil  which  lay  beside 
them. 

"  The  plot  was  now  obvious ;  the 
weighted  end  would  be  dropped  at  the 
bathing-place,  the  shackle  to  be  after- 
wards attached  to  the  leg  of  the  victim, 
who  at  a  given  signal  would  be  dragged 
across  the  river  and  despoiled  of  her 
jewellery. 

"  Hastily  taking  counsel  together,  we 
decided  on  a  plan  to  capture  the  gang  on 
the  opposite  bank,  and,  if  possible,  the 
chief  actor,  whose  duty  it  was  to  mingle 
with  the  bathers.  Quickly  retiring  to  our 
bungalows  we  put  off  our  conspicuous 
white  clothes  and  donned  our  hunting 
garb  of  neutral  tint.  Then  four  of  us,  1 
being  one  of  the  number,  took  a  boat,  and 
crossing  the  river  below  a  bend,  well  out 
of  sight,  proceeded  to  make  our  way  to 
the  tope. 

"  By  this  time  the  whole  mess  knew  our 
plans,  and  offers  of  assistance  showered 
upon  us,  but  we  declined  them,  fearing  lest 
too  many  might  betray  us,  and  merely 
deputed  to  two  others  the  task  of  identi- 
fying, if  possible,  the  bather. 

"Once  landed  on  the  other  side,  we 
made  a  detour,  carrying  our  rifles  with  us, 
and  thus  cautiously  approached  the  tope, 
after  which  we  proceeded  to  stalk  our  game. 
Fortunately,  there  was  sufficient  under- 
brush to  afford  us  cover,  and  as  there  were 
numerous  cattle-tracks  leading  through  it, 
we  were  able  to  move  without  noise. 

"  With  the  greatest  care  we  went  forward, 
and  at  length  reached  the  spot  where  the 
rope  had  been  concealed.  Peering  through 
the  bushes,  we  could  see  the  river  close 
by,  and  with  stealthy  tread  we  drew  nearer 
the  place  where  the  men  must  be  lying. 

"At  length,  looking  from  bemnd  the 
tree-trunks  against  which  we  had  con- 
cealed ourselves,  we  saw  the  three  natives. 


One  was  sitting  up  on  the  bank,  sazing 
intently  at  the  bathing -place,  which  was 
now  being  throng^  with  people ;  ttie  two 
others  were  actually  squatting  on  their 
haunches,  enjoying  their  hubble-babbles, 
or  short  hookahs,  as  unconcernedly  as  if 
engaged  in  the  most  peaceful  of  pursuits. 

•*  We  had  feared  being  too  late,  for  our 
progress  had  been  necessarily  slow,  but 
we  had  time  to  place  ourselves  well  before 
the  critical  moment  arrived. 

"  Presently  the  watcher  uttered  an 
exclamation,  at  which  the  other  two 
sprang  to  their  feet,  and  across  the  water 
came  the  sound  of  lamentation  which 
indicated  the  death  of  another  victim. 

**  Seizing  the  rope,  the  men  began 
hauling  in  silently,  fathom  by  £athom, 
while  I  felt  my  heart  beat  violently  in 
anticipation  of  the  dreadful  prize  that  they 
must  in  a  few  minutes  bring  to  the  surface. 

"The  rope  was  a  long  one,   for  the 
river    was    of   considerable    width,    and 
judging  by  their  efforts,  their  task  was  no 
easy  one.   Three  or  four  times  they  stopped 
for  breath,  and  at  length  one  of  them, 
pointing  to  a  knot,  remarked  with  a  ghastly 
laugh  that  they  would  soon  bring  me  fi^ 
to  land.     He  was  right,  for  in  a  little  while 
there  was  a  swirl  in  the  water,  and  the 
foremost  man,  stepping  into  the    reeds, 
stooped    down  low    and   dragged    up   a 
human  leg  shackled  by  the  ankle,  which 
he  dexterously  disengaged.   Then,  assisted 
by  the  others,  he  pulled  the  body  to  land. 
It  was  that  of  a  beautifully  formed  girl, 
perfectly  nude,  for  the  passage  through  the 
river  had  detached  any  garment  she  mig^ 
have  had  on.     Her  arms  and  ankles  were 
loaded   with  bangles,   and  her    jewelled 
necklaces   and  earrings  showed  that  she 
had  been  well  chosen. 

"  Bending  over  the  girl,  the  three  men 
began  detaching  her  ornaments,  and  one 
drew  his  knife  to  slit  open  the  ears,  in 
order  better  to  remove  the  rings. 

"We  had,  unperceived,  reduced  our 
distance  to  but  a  few  yards,  so  intent  were 
they  upon  their  prey,  and  with  a  shoot  of 
rage  rushed  upon  them.  Two  went  down 
under  our  attack,  but  the  third  man  with 
the  knife — ^a  big,  ferocious  ruffian — backed 
into  the  water  grinning  defiance.  Level- 
ling my  rifle  at  him,  I  called  to  him  to 
come  in  or  I  would  shoot.  He  looked 
behind  him  as  if  calculating  the  chances 
of  escape  by  swimming;  then,  suddenly 
bending  almost  double,  he  made  a  dash 
past  me.  Dropping  my  rifle,  I  sprang  at 
him  and  grappled  him,  and  togedier  we 
rolled  in  Uie  mud,  and  but  for  the 
assistance   of  my  companions  he  would 
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undoubtedly  have  escaped,  for  he  was 
immensely  powerful,  and  as  active  as  a 
tiger.  As  it  was,  he  managed  to  get  his 
knife  into  my  arm."  (Here  the  Major, 
baring  a  muscular  limb,  disclosed  the  scar 
of  what  must  have  been  a  nasty  cut.) 

**  However,  we  captured  all  three,  and, 
tied  hand  and  foot,  got  them  across  the 
river  with  the  body  of  the  victim,  which 
we  reverently  wrapped  up  in  a  shawl  taken 
from  one  of  the  men. 

**In  the  investigation  that  followed  it  was 
discovered  that  the  leader  of  the  gang,  he 
whose  duty  it  was  to  select  and  capture 
the  victim,  was  none  other  than  Sadthu 
the  dacoit,  and  he,  unfortunately,  had 
escaped.  Being  an  expert  diver,  his  trick 
was  to  mingle  with  the  bathers,  and  when 
the  girl  he  had  already  marked  down 
approached  the  edge  of  the  stone  terrace 
which  formed  the  bathing-place,  he  would 
swim  under  water  and  pull  her  down,  fasten 
the  shackle  to  her  ankle,  and  drop  her 
into  the  depth,  whence  the  iron  weight 
would  prevent  her  rising. 

**  Search  was  made  in  the  tope,  and  in 
an  abandoned  well  were  found  the  bodies 
of  a  dozen  unfortunate  people  that  this 
gang  had  thus  murdered. 

**  Of  course,  there  was  a  tremendous 
excitement  over  our  capture,  and  had  the 
natives  had  their  way  the  prisoners  would 
have  been  torn  in  pieces,  for  mild  as  the 
Hindoo  is,  he  is  worse  than  a  wild  beast 
when  his  passions  are  once  aroused. 
However,  they  were  duly  tried  by  British 
law,  and  sentenced  to  be  hanged,  and 
were  executed  amid  the  execrations  of 
their  countrj^men. 

**  In  the  meanwhile,  Sadthu,  the  leader  of 
the  gang,  had  made  good  his  escape,  and 
although  no  effort  was  spared  to  cap- 
ture him,  he  completed  eluded  detection. 
A  free  pardon  was  offered  to  any  one  of 
the  prisoners  who  would  turn  Queen's 
evidence  and  bring  him  to  justice,  but 
they  indignantly  scorned  to  save  their 
lives  at  the  expense  of  their  chieftain. 

***Ye  may  search,'  said  they,  *  from 
the  snowy  summit  of  Kinchingunga  to  the 
far  side  of  the  Kalapani  [the  sea]  but  ye 
shall  never  find  him ;  and  yet  will  he  be 
with  you,  and  ye  shall  know  him  not.* 
And  such  was  his  facility  for  disguise  that 
it  would  seem  that  they  had  good  ground 
for  their  belief  in  his  power,  and,  as  we 
afterwards  learned,  he  was  actually  at  the 
time  in  the  Court-House,  dressed  as  a 
Fahkeer,  listening  to  the  trial. 

**  But  Sadthu  had  not  wiped  out  the 
score  he  had  registered  against  us  who 
had   captured   his    companions,    and    he 


proceeded  to  take  his  revenge.  One 
night  the  mess  plate  disappeared,  and 
great  was  our  wrath  to  miss  the  familiar 
ornaments,  endeared  to  us  by  tradition 
and  association,  from  our  dining  -  table. 
The  servants  were  all  examined,  but  there 
seemed  to  be  no  clue  to  the  thief. 

"Then  one  of  the  officers  had  his  rooms 
rifled  of  everything  of  value,  without  a  trace 
of  the  thief  being  discovered. 

'*  Sentries  were  posted  and  doubled,  and 
instructed  to  shoot  down  anyone  found 
around  the  bungalows  after  the  last  bugle 
had  sounded,  but  it  was  all  of  no  avail. 
The  robberies  continued  until  at  last  they 
culminated  in  the  murder  of  a  newly 
joined  ensign,  whose  body  was  found 
stretched  on  the  floor  of  his  room  with  a 
gaping  wound  in  the  breast.  He  had 
evidently  detected  the  marauder,  and  in 
attempting  to  capture  him  had  met  his 
death. 

'*  Matters  were  now  very  serious,  for  no 
one  knew  whose  turn  would  come  next, 
and  all  slept  with  loaded  pistols,  although 
the  audacious  thief  invariably  removed 
them  and  laid  them  conspicuously  outside 
the  verandah,  as  if  to  show  their  futility 
when  matched  against  his  skill.  A  re- 
markable thing  was  that  watches  or  valu- 
ables placed  by  sleepers  beneath  their 
pillows  were  quietly  carried  off,  though 
how  this  was  managed  without  disturbing 
them  was  a  mystery- to  us. 

*'  So  far,  my  quarters  had  not  been 
attacked,  but  my  turn  was  to  come.  One 
night  I  had  retired  to  rest,  and  after 
placing  a  loaded  pistol  beside  my  pillow, 
had  carefully  tucked  the  mosquito  netting 
around  my  bed.  My  watch,  which  1 
greatly  valued,  was  ticking  beneath  my 
head,  and  I  felt  confident,  being  a  very 
light  sleeper,  that  Sadthu  would  not  with- 
draw it  without  awaking  me. 

**  Well,  I  had  been  asleep  for  some  time 
when  I  sudden Iv  became  conscious  that 
something  was  tickling  my  right  ear. 
Supposing  it  to  be  a  mosquito,  I  rubbed 
it  with  my  hand  and  resumed  my  former 
posture.  As  I  did  so,  I  thought  1  detected 
a  faint  sound  of  breathing  beside  me,  and 
in  an  instant  it  flashed  across  me  that 
there  was  someone  in  the  room.  I  had 
the  presence  of  mind  to  lie  perfectly  still, 
and  then  slightly  opened  my  eyes. 

"The  windows  and  doors,  as  is 
customary^  in  all  Indian  bungalows,  were 
wide  open,  and  the  waning  moon  shed  a 
faint  light  sufficient  to  distinguish  objects 
within  the  room. 

"  I  was  now  wide  awake,  though  breath- 
ing slowly  and  heavily  to  simulate  sleep. 
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**  Then  I  heard  a  faint  rustic,  and  felt  a 
cold  hand  touch  mv  check  as  it  tried  to 
get  under  my  pillow,  but  from  the  position 
I  was  lying  in  my  watch  was  quite  secure, 
and  the  attempt  failed.  At  the  touch  of 
the  hand,  however,  I  gave  an  involuntary 
start,  and  it  was  in  an  instant  removed. 

**  Again  1  peeped  forth  from  my  closed 
eyelids,  and  saw  that  the  mosquito  netting 
had  been  looped  up  near  my  head  to  admit 
of  the  free  action  of  my  visitor.  Just  then 
the  hand  appeared  armeil  with  a  feather, 
and  again  I  felt  the  tickling  sensation  as 
it  touched  my  ear,  evidently  with  the  inten- 
tion of  making  me  change  my  posture, 
and  enabling  the  watch  to  he  reacheil. 
But,  as  before,  I  involuntarily  rubbed  th'j 
spot  and  allowed  my  hand  again  to  fall 
inert  by  my  side. 

"All  this  time  I  could  feel  my  heart 
thumping  like  a  sledge-hammer,  and  the 
cold  perspiration  stood  in  beads  upon  my 
forehead,  but  I  could  not  tell  whether  mv 
pistol  had  been  removed,  and  1  dreaded  to 
i    make  a  false  move. 

**  The  failure  of  the  attempt  to  make  me 
turn  over  evidently  puzzled  my  visitor,  and 
there  was  a  pause  of  a  few  moments. 
Then,  looking  cautiously  forth,  1  saw  a 
head  rise  gradually  above  the  edge  of  the 
bed,  and  a  savage  face  peered  down  at  me. 
Even  in  that  dim  light  1  could  see  the 
glaring  eyeballs  and  the  teeth  shining 
white  between  the  half-drawn  lips. 

**  So  close  was  the  face  to  my  own  that  I 
almost  drew  back.  Then  suddenlv,  on  the 
impulse  of  the  moment,  I  made  a  tremen- 
dous effort  and  threw  myself  clear  of  the 
bed,  landing  on  the  top  of  the  dacoit, 
grappling  him  with  all  my  strength. 

*'  So  rapid  had  been  my  onslaught  that 
I  crushed  him  down  beneath  me  to  the 
floor,  and  as  he  fell  1  heard  the  clink  of 
steel  of  some  weapon  that  he  let  go, 
intended  doubtless  for  me.  I  was  young 
and  active  in  those  davs,  and  felt  certain 
of  holding  my  captive,  but  I  might  as  well 
have  tried  to  hold  an  eel.  The  man  was 
thoroughly  oiled  from  head  to  foot,  and 
without  a  garment  of  any  sort  upon  him. 
Besides,  he  was  as  agile  as  a  cat,  and  I  felt 
him  slip  from  my  grasp,  and  hc^  was  gone. 

"  As  he  escaped  he  made  a  grab  for  his 
weapon,  evidently  inteniling  to  treat  me  as 
he  did  the  poor  fellow  lur  murdered,  but 
missing  it,  and  as  I  was  in-  this  timt^ 
regaining  my  feet,  he  nuilteretl  an  oath, 
and  was  out  of  the  room  in  an  instant. 

**  Shouting  to  the  sentry,  I  rushed  after 
him,  only  just  in  lime  to  see  him  dis- 
appear across  the  garden  into  the  shrub- 
bery.    The  sentry,  who   hap)pene(l   to  b(.' 


close  by,  had  heard  my  cry,  and  seeing- 
the  flying  form  had  taken  a  snap-shot  at 
it.  The  dacoit  fell,  evidently  hit,  but 
rising  quickly,  managed  to  escape,  and 
although  the  guard  turned  out  and  made  a 
careful  search,  no  trace  of  my  nocturnal 
visitor  was  discovered  except  some  blood 
where  he  had  fallen. 

*'  On  returning  to  my  room  I  picked  up 
the  weapon  he  had  dropped,  a  villainous- 
looking  Malay  kris,  which  doubtless  had 
sent  many  a  victim  out  of  this  world,  and 
this  I  have  kept  ever  since  as  a  memento 
of  my  adventure. 

•'  We  had  no  further  visits  from  Sadthu, 
but  we  had  an  opportunity  of  scrutinising- 
him  for  the  first  and  only  time  about  a 
month  later,  when  he  met  his  death  in  a 
most  tragic  way,  and  this  is  how  it 
happened. 

**  In  the  principal  temple  of  the  city 
among  the  many  representations  of  the 
Hindoo  mythology  was  a  huge,  hideous 
image  of  the  first  of  the  Hindoo  Triad, 
Brahma,  the  Creator  of  the  Universe.  I 
say  hideous,  as  to  our  ideas  of  art  it  was 
repulsive  in  the  extreme,  with  four  gro- 
tesque faces  and  four  outstretched  arms, 
though  to  the  poor  benighfted  worshipper 
it  was  a  thing  of  awful  meaning  and  an 
object  of  the  profoundest  reverence. 

**  It  stood  in  a  special  shrine,  upon  a 
huge  block  of  stone,  the  front  of  which 
served  as  an  altar  for  the  reception  of 
oft'erings.  It  was  most  gaudily  painted, 
and  was  surrounded  with  all  the  para- 
phernalia of  corrupt  worship,  and  eminently 
calculated  to  impress  the  multitude  as  the 
first  of  all  deities,  befcjre  whom  gods  and 
men  and  tlevils  bowed  alike. 

"As  may  be  supposed,  in  that  land  of 
gems  and  precious  stones  the  idol  was  not 
wanting  in  jewelled  decorations.  On  the 
arms  were  bangles  of  red  gold,  and  around 
its  neck  were  row  u[)on  row  of  rubies, 
sapphires,  and  pearls,  besides  other  gems* 
( )iie  necklace  especially  commanded 
attention.  It  was  of  intricate  work- 
manship, with  a  magnificent  diamond 
pendant,  which  alone  was  worth  a  king's 
ransom. 

"  We  hail  often  visited  this  shrine  and 
gazed  at  all  the  wealth  displayed,  estimat- 
ing its  value  variously,  but  ujjon  one  point 
we  were  agreed — that  were  it  ours  the 
whole  mess  might  give  up  soldiering  and 
retire  at  their  ease. 

*•  Needless  to  say,  the  priests  kept 
watch  night  and  day  over  their  precious 
god,  though  it  was  scarcely  necessary, 
owing  to  the  superstitious  reverence  of 
the  people.     But  there  was  one  who  had 
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cast  covetous  eyes  upon  the  necklace,  and 
had  determined  upon  stealing  it  in  spite 
of  the  sacrilege  of  the  deed.  This  man 
was  none  other  than  Sadthu,  who,  re- 
covered from  his  wound,  had  determined 
upon  one  final  coup  before  seeking  fresh 
fields  for  his  villainy.  But  Utile  did  he 
think  of  what  he  was  attempting,  or  how 
his  cunning  would  be  matched  by  the 
crafty  priesthood. 

"  He  laid  his  plans  carefully,  and  one 
evening  entering  with  the  usual  crowd  of 
worshippers,  managed  to  secrete  himself 
behind  some  hangings,  where  he  remained 
until  all  had  departed.  From  bis  hiding- 
place  he  watched  the  priests  close  the 
gates  before  retiring,  two  or  three  of  their 
number  spreading  their  simple  mats  and 
lying  down  in  the  adjoining  chamber. 
All  was  in  darkness  except  a  couple  of  oil 
lamps,  which  cast  a  faint  hght  through  the 
vast  hall,  making  the  gigantic  figure 
appear  yet  greater. 

"At  length,  when  all  was  still,  Sadthu 
emerged,  and  stealthily  approached  the 
image.  Silent  as  he  had  been  he  had 
been  overheard,  and  two  watchful  priests 
followed  everv  movement,  though,  knowing 
how  well  their  treasure  was  protected, 
they  did  not  interfere,  thinking,  doubtless, 
that  the  inevitable  fate  which  awaited  the 
robber  would  terrify  other  evildoers,  and 
at  the  same  time  enhance  the  renown  of 
their  god. 

"  Passing  in  front  of  the  idol,  Sadthustood 
gazing  at  it,  perchance  gathering  courage 
for  the  contemplated  act  of  sacrilege. 
Then,  springing  lightly  upon  the  aUar,  he 
reached  upward  at  the  gems,  which  even 
in  that  dim  light  glittered  above  his  head. 
Finding  himself  too  low,  he  stepped  on  to 
the  block  upon  which  the  majestic  figure 


sat,  and  prepared  to  gather  his  coveted 

"  Then  at  last  that  awful  retribution  over- 
took him  for  which  he  had  so  long  waited. 
He  had  stepped  upon  some  hidden  spring 
or  lever,  which,  acting  on  an  intern^ 
mechanism,  released  those  huge  out- 
stretched arms,  which,  descending  with 
fearful  force,  crushed  his  naked  body  in  a 
deadly  embrace,  while  at  the  same  time  a 
sharp  steel  blade  shot  out  from  the  breast 
of  the  idol,  impaling  him  upon  its  point. 

"A  wild  unearthly  shriek  rang  from  the 
unhappy  wretch  writhing  in  that  fearful 
torture,  while  half-naked  priests  and 
attendants  rushed  in  with  lamps  at  the 
alarm,  in  a  short  while  he  was  released 
from  the  grip  of  the  outraged  deity  and 
laid  outside  the  desecrated  shrine,  while 
threats  and  abuse  were  heaped  upon  him 
by  the  indignant  guardians.  But  he  was 
past  their  vengeance,  for  their  diabolical 
ingenuity  had  done  its  work  only  too  well, 
and  by  daybreak  his  bloodstained  life 
had  closed.  He  was  evidently  convinced 
that  the  god  had  wreaked  his  vengeance 
upon  him,  and  his  last  moments  were  spent 
in  insane  terror. 

'■  Thus  died  Sadthu,  one  of  the  most 
dreaded  dacoils  of  his  time.  The  news  of 
his  capture  spread  like  wild-fire,  and  there 
were  many  who  identified  him,  and  a 
newly  healed  bullet  wound  in  the  thigh 
satisfied  me  that  he  was  the  man  with 
whom  f  had  wTestled  on  that  memorable 
night." 

Here  the  Major  arose,  and  knockingthe 
ashes  out  of  his  pipe,  finished  his  horn  at 
a  gulp,  and  bidding  us  good-night,  left  us 
to  make  our  comments  upon  his  strange 
story  of  Sadthu  the  dacoil. 
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QTROLLING  across  the  moor  in  the 
^  sunshine  to-day,  past  the  lonely  pine 
wHere  the  night-jar  sits  crooning  to  his 
lady-love  in  the  twilight,  I  came  suddenly 
across  his  grey  mate  herself,  and  saw  her 
flutter  up  sleepily  in  dazed  surprise  from 
the  bare  ground  where  she  was  sitting. 
As  she  flapped  her  mottled  wings  and 
sailed  slowly  away,  like  a  blinking  owl 
disturbed  in  the  daytime,  I  noticed  that  I 
had  lighted  unawares  upon  her  nest,  or, 
rather,  her  eggs,  for  she  lays  them  on  the 
open,  without  bed  of  any  sort.  I  left 
them  untouched,  for  I  am  no  collector. 
A  few  minutes  later,  I  came  abreast  of  the 
low  clifT  where  the  sand-martins  have 
established  their  twittering  colony.  The 
soft  yellow  sandstone  that  forms  the 
cutting  is  honeycombed  with  their 
tunnels ;  and  as  I  leaned  on  my  stick 
and  looked,  I  saw  the  busy  brown  birds 
gliding  in  and  out,  with  their  long 
curved  flight,  and  carrying  back  mouthfuls 
of  gnats  and  mayflies  to  their  fledglings  in 
the  burrows.  It  was  beautiful  to  watcb 
them  swooping  in  great  arcs  over  the 
gorse  and  bracken,  and  then  darting 
straight  with  unerring  accuracy  to  the 
mouth  of  their  tunnels.  They  alight  at 
the  veiy  door  with  all  the  skill  of  bom 
pilots,  never  missing  or  overshooting  the 
mark  by  one  inch,  but  steering  upon  it  so 
truly  that  they  look  as  though  failure  or 
miscalculation  were  impossible. 


Thesetwo  little  episodes  cominglogelher 
setme  thinking, 'tisabad  habit  one  indulges 
when  one  walks  too  much  alone  in  the 
open.  In  towns  one  doesn't  think,  because 
the  shop-windows,  and  the  horses,  and  the 
noise,  and  the  people,  and  the  omnibuses 
distract  one  ,  but  in  the  country,  one  gives 
way  a  great  deal  too  readily  to  what  Plato 
calls  the  "  divine  disease "  of  thinking. 
I  began  to  philosophise.  How  curious, 
I  said  to  myself,  that  we  have  but  five 
kinds  of  bird  in  England  that  hawk  on 
the  wing  after  insects  in  the  open  ;  and  of 
all  those  five,  not  one  builds  a  proper 
respectable  nest,  woven  of  twigs  and 
straws,  like  a  sparrow  or  a  robin  !  Every 
one  of  them  has  some  peculiar  little  fancy 
of  his  own — goes  Jn  for  some  individual 
freak  of  originality.  The  night-jar,  which 
is  the  simplest  and  earliest  in  type  of  the 
group,  lays  its  eggs  on  the  bare  ground, 
and  rises  superior  in  its  Spartan  simplicity 
to  such  petty  luxuries  as  beds  and 
bedding.  The  swift,  that  ecclesio logically 
minded  bird,  which  loves  the  chief  seats 
in  the  synagogue,  the  highest  pinnacles  of 
tower  or  steeple,  gums  together  a  soft 
nest  of  floating  thistledown  and  feathers, 
by  means  of  a  sticky  secretion  from  its 
own  mouth,  distilled  in  the  last  resort 
from  the  juices  of  insects.  The  swallow 
and  the  house-martin,  again,  make  domed 
mud  huts,  and  line  them  inside  with  soft 
floating  materials.  Finally,  the  sand- 
martin  excavates  with  its  bill  the  soft 
sandstone  of  cliffs  or  roadside  cuttings, 
and  strews  a  bed  within  for  its  callow 
young  of  cotton  -  grass  and  dandelion 
parachutes. 

Why  this  curious  variety  among  them- 
selves, and  this  equally  curious  divergence 
from  the  common  practice  of  bird-kind  in 
general .'  Clearly,  thought  I,  it  must  bear 
some  definite  relation  to  the  habits  and 
manners  of  the  birds  which  exhibit  it. 
Let  me  think  what  it  means.    Aha,  aha, 
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The  inst-ct- hawking  tiirds  arf 
not  a  natural  yrtiiip  ;  by 
descent  thc-y  have  nothing  ai 
all  to  do  with  otit  another. 
Closelj'  as  the  swift  rcsfmblos 
the  swallow  in  form,  in  flight, 
in  shape  of  bill,  in  habits  ami 
manners,  we  now  know  thiit 
the    swilt    is    a    ^specialised 


spen,,.. 

both   words,   l,im   in 
quite  iheir  widest  and  most 

Kckwickianevolutionaryacteiitaiion.)  The      to    be  of  nine: 
swift  and  the  night-jar  belong  to  one  great 
family  of  birds;    the  swallow,  the  house- 
martin,  and  the  sand-marihi  to  another. 


The  likeness  in  form 
and  in  mode  of  flight 
has  been  brought 
about  by  similarity  in 
their  style  of  living. 
Two  different  birds  of 
two  different  types 
both  took,  ages  since, 
to  hawking  after  flies 
and  midges  in  the 
open  air.  Each  group 
s  thus  compelled  l» 


cquii 


lo 


and 


powerful  wings,  a  light 
and  air>-  body,  a  good 
steering  tad,  a  wide 
gape  of  mouth,  and 
a  rapid  curved  flight, 
so  as  to  swoop  down 
upon  and  catch  its 
petty  prey  unsus- 
pected. So,  in  the 
long  run,  the  two  types 
which  hawk  most  in 
the  open,  the  swifts 
anil  the  swallows,  have 
grown     so     like    that 


refer 


the 


remoter  ancestry  of 
one  species  to  the 
woodpeckers  and 
humming-birds,  and 
the  remoter  ancestry 
of  the  other  to  the 
tits  and  sparrows. 

How  does  thcii 
manner  of  life  affect 
their  mode  of  nesting, 
however  i  Indirectly, 
in  this  way,  Hirdi 
that  live  largely  ofi 
seeds  and  fruits  and 
hard  -  shelled  beetles 
have  hard  short  beaks 
to  grind  their  food 
with,  and  sit  much 
in  thickets,  scrub,  or 
hedgerows.  But  birds 
that  hawk  on  tha 
wing  after  small  soft 
flies  must  have  wide 
soft  bills,  and  a  gap- 
ing mouth ;  they  can 
hardly  percli  at  all  on 
trees  or  bushes,  and 
iheir  feet  are  too  weak 
e  for  walking,  indeed, 
lights  on  the  ground, 
■ly  get  u|»  again,  so  difficult 
long   wings    to   work  in  a 
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narrow  space,  and  so  slight  a  power 
of  jumping  have  the  feeble  little  legs. 
Hence  it  follows  that  birds  of  the  hedge- 
row type  can  readily  build  nests  of  twigs 
and  straws,  which  they  gather  as  they 
perch,  or  seek  on  the  ground  ;  and  they 
are  enabled  to  weave  them  with  their  hard 
bills  and  active  feet ;  while  birds  of  the 
hawking  type  cannot  pick  up  sticks  or 
gather  straws  on  the  ground,  and  have 
beaks  quite  unadapted  for  dealing  with 
such  intractable  materials.  The  conse- 
quence is  they  have  been  compelled  to 
find  out  each  some  new  plan  for  it- 
self, and  to  build  their  nest  out  of 
such  stray  material  as  their  habits  permit 
them. 

The  night-jar,  a  stranded  nocturnal  bird 
of  early  type,  with  very  few  modem 
improvements  and  additions,  solves  the 
problem  in  the  easiest  and  rudest  way  by 
simply  going  without  a  nest  at  all,  and 
laying  her  eggs  unprotected  on  the  open. 
Nocturnal  creatures,  indeed,  are  to  a  great 
extent  the  losers  in  the  struggle  for  exist- 
ence :  they  always  retain  many  early  and 
uncivilised  ways,  if  I  may  speak  meta- 
phorically. They  are  the  analogues  of  the 
street  arabs  who  sleep  in  Trafalgar  Square 
under  shelter  of  a  newspaper.  The  sand- 
martin,  an  earlier  type  than  the  swallow  or 
the  house-martin,  burrows  in  sandstone 
.cliffs,  which  are  pre  -  human  features, 
though  man's  roads  and  railways  have 
largely  extended  his  field  of  enterprise. 
But  the  house-martin  and  the  swallow, 
later  and  far  more  civilised  develop- 
ments, have  learned  to  take  advantage 
of  our  barns  and  houses ;  they  nest 
under  the  eaves  ;  and  being  largely  water- 
haunters,  skimming  lightly  over  the 
surface  of  ponds  and  lakes,  they  have 
naturally  taken  advantage  of  the  mud  at 
the  edges  as  a  convenient  building 
material.  Last  of  all,  the  soaring  swift, 
the  most  absolutely  aerial  type  of  the 
entire  group,  unable  to  alight  on  the 
ground  at  all,  has  acquired  the  habit  of 
catching  cottony  seeds,  and  thistledown, 
and  floating  feathers  in  his  mouth  as  he 
flies,  and  gumming  them  together  into  a 
mucilaginous  nest  with  his  own  saliva. 
The  Oriental  sea-swifts  have  no  chance  of 
finding  even  such  flying  materials  among 
their  caves  and  cliffs,  and  they  have  con- 
sequently been  driven  into  erecting  nests 
entirely  of  their  own  inspissated  saliva 
without  any  basis  of  down  or  feathers. 
These  are  the  famous  edible  birds'-nests 
of  the  Chinese ;  they  look  like  gelatine, 
and  they  make  excellent  soup,  somewhat 
thick  and  gummy. 


A    SPOTTED    ORCHIS. 

Like  Mr.  Chamberlain,  I  too  am  an 
orchid-grower.  I  own  three  acres  (with- 
out a  cow)  on  a  heather-clad  hilltop, 
and  no  small  proportion  of  that  landed 
estate  is  **  down  under  orchids."  Not  that 
I  mean  to  say  the  species  I  cultivate,  or 
rather  allow  to  grow  wild,  on  my  wild  little 
plot  would  excite  the  envy  of  the  magnate 
of  Highbury.  They  are  nothing  more  than 
common  English  spotted  orchids,  spring- 
ing free  and  spontaneous  among  the  gorse 
and  heather  ;  but,  oh  I  how  beautiful  they 
are !  how  much  more  beautiful  than  the 
dendrobiums  and  cattleyas,  the  flowering 
spiders  and  blossoming  lizards  of  the  rich 
man*s  hothouse  !  How  proudly  they  raise 
their  tall  spikes  of  pale  bloom,  true  sultanas 
of  the  moorland  I  how  daintily  they  woo 
the  big  burly  bumble  bees  I  how  grace- 
fully they  bend  their  nodding  heads  before 
the  bold  south-west  that  careers  across  the 
country !  They  seem  to  me  always  such 
great  regal  flowers,  yet  simple  with  the 
simplicity  of  the  untrodden  upland. 

Take  a  spike  and  look  at  it  close  ;  or, 
better  still,  grub  it  up  by  the  roots  with 
the  point  of  your  umbrella,  and  examine 
it  all  through  from  its  foundation  upward. 
It  springs  from  two  tubers,  not  unlike  a 
pair  of  new  potatoes  to  look  at,  but  deeply 
divided  below  into  finger-like  processes. 
Those  divisions  it  was  that  gave  the  plant 
its  quaint  old  English  title  of  '*  dead  men*s 
fingers" — for,  indeed,  there  is  something 
clammy  and  corpse-like  about  the  feel  of 
the  tubers;  while  that  *' coarser  name" 
to  which  Shakspere  alludes  in  passing 
is  due  to  their  general  shape,  and  is  still  en- 
shrined in  the  Greek  word  **orchid"  which 
everybody  now  applies  to  them  without 
thinking  for  a  moment  of  its  unsavoury 
meaning.  But  the  two  tubers  are  not  of 
the  same  age.  One  is  old  and  wilted  ; 
the  other  is  young  and  fresh  and,  as  the 
advertisements  say,  "  still  growing."  The 
first  is  last  year's  reserve  fund  for  this 
year's  flowering  stem  ;  the  second  is  this 
year's  storehouse  of  food  for  next  year's 
blossom.  Thus  each  season  depends  for 
its  flowers  upon  the  previous  year's  in- 
come ;  the  leaves,  which  are  the  mouths 
and  stomachs  of  the  plants,  lay  by  material 
in  due  season  ;  and  the  spike  of  bells 
proceeds  from  the  tubers  or  consolidated 
reserve  fund  as  soon  as  the  summer  is 
sufficiently  advanced  for  the  process  of 
flowering.  Few  plants  with  handsome 
heads  or  trusses  of  bloom,  indeed,  can 
afford  to  produce  them  upon  the  current 
season's  income  ;  therefore  you  will  find 
that  most  large- flowered  forms,  like  lilies, 
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tulips,  hTacinths,  and  daffodils,  if  they  wish 
to  blossom  early  in  the  year,  depend  for 
their  food-supply  upona  bulb  or  tuber  of 
last  season's  making.  Onlyin  the  orchids, 
however,  do  yon  find  this  curious  device 
of  a  pair  of  tubers  at  once  side  by  side. 


one  being  filled  and  fed,  while  the  other 
is  being  slowly  devoured  and  depleted. 
By  .he  end  of  the  season  the  new  tuber 
is  rich  and  full  to  bursting,  while  the  old 
one  is  withered,  flaccid,  and  empty. 

From  the  tuber,  in  early  spring,  start 
the  pretty  lance  -  shaped  leaves — green, 
dappled  with  leopard  spoU  of  some  deep 
brown  pigment.  The  use  and  meaning 
of  these  beautiful  spots  on  the  glossy  green 
foliage    no    one     has    yet   aedphered; 


it  remains  as  one  of  the  ten  thousand 
insoluble  mysteries  of  plant  existence. 
That  is  always  so  in  life.  "We  tell  what 
we  know;  but  what  we  know  not,  who 
shall  count  it  or  number  it?  Yet  the 
flowers,  after  all,  are  the  true  centre  t^ 
interest  in  the  English  orchid.  Thirty  of 
them  in  a  spike,  pale  lilac  or  white,  all 
starred  and  brocaded  with  strange  flecks 
of  purple,  they  rank  among  Uie  most 
marvellous  of  our  native  flowers  in  sh^ie 
and  structure.  The  long  spur  at  the  back 
is  the  factory  and  reservoir  for  the  abtmdant 
honey ;  the  face  of  the  blossom  consists 
of  a  broad  and  showy  lip,  the  flaunting 
advertisement  to  bee  or  butterfly  of  the 
sweets  within  ;  it  is  flanked  by  two  slender 
spreading  wings,  above  which  a  third  sepal 
arches  over  the  helmet- 1  ike  petals.  Benea^ 
this  hood  or  dome,  in  the  centre  of  the 
column,  the  club-shaped  pollen  -  masses 
lie  half  concealed  in  two  pockets,  or 
pouches — dainty  little  purses,  as  it  were, 
like  fairy  wallets,  slit  open  in  front  for  the 
bee's  convenience.  The  base  of  the  pollen- 
masses  is  sticky  or  gummy  ;  and  they  are 
so  arranged,  of  set  purpose,  in  their 
pouches  that  the  moment  the  bee's  head 
touches  them,  they  cling  to  it  automatic- 
ally, by  their  gummy  end,  and  are 
carried  off  without  his  knowledge  or 
consent  to  the  next  flower  he  visits.  But  if 
you  want  to  see  exactly  how  this  pret^ 
little  drama  of  plant  life  is  enacted,  yod 
need  not  wait,  as  I  have  often  done,  silent 
on  the  heath  for  half  an  hour  together,  dll 
some  blustering  bumble  bee  bustles  in,  all 
importance.  It  suffices  for  demonstration 
just  to  pick  a  spike  and  insert  into  the 
mouth  of  the  honey-spur  a  stem  of  grass, 
which  does  duty  for  the  bee's  head  and 
proboscis,  when  straightway  "the  figures 
will  act,"  as  they  say  on  the  penny-in-the 
slot  machines,  and  the  pollen-masses  will 
gum  themselves  by  automatic  action  to  the 
imaginary  insect. 

The  reason  for  this  curious  and  highly 
advanced  device  is  that  orchids  are  among 
the  plants  most  absolutely  specialised  fii 
insect-fertilisation.  Mostspeciesoforchid, 
in  fact,  can  never  set  their  seeds  at  all 
without  the  intervention  of  these  flying 
"marriage  priests,"  as  Darwin  quamtly 
called  them.  If  left  to  themselves  the 
flowers  must  wither  on  their  virgin  thorn 
unwed  and  no  seed  be  set  in  the  twisted 
ovary.  But  when  the  bee  goes  to  them  in 
search  of  honey,  the  pollen-masses  gum 
themselves  to  the  front  of  his  head,  though 
just  at  first  they  point  upward  and  inwani. 
liien,  after  a  short  time,  as  he  flies  thioag^ 
the  air,  they  contnict  in  drying,  and  » 
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point  forward,  in  the  direction  in  which  he 
will  enter  the  next  flower  he  visits.  This 
brings  the  pollen  directly  into  contact 
with  the  sensitive  cushion  or  pad  of  the 
ovary  in  the  flower  so  visited,  and  thus 
results  in  the  desired  cross-fertilisation. 
For  the  ovary,  too,  is  gummy,  to  make  the 
pollen  stick  to  it. 

A  roundabout  way,  you  think,  to  arrive 
after  all  at  so  simple  a  conclusion  ?  Well, 
that  is  the  habit  of  Nature.  And  again, 
bethink  you,  good,  easy  -  going  human 
being,  how  great  are  the  difficulties  she 
has  to  contend  with,  especially  in  the  case 
of  the  plant  creation.  Put  yourself  in 
the  orchid's  place,  and  you  will  see  the 
reason.  For  remember  how  absolutely 
fixed  and  limited  are  plants,  each  rooted 
to  the  soil  in  a  single  small  spot,  each 
tied  by  strict  conditions  of  rock,  and 
water-supply,  and  air,  and  wind,  and  sun, 
and  climate,  from  which  none  can  escape, 
try  they  all  their  hardest.  The  opposite 
sides  of  a  road  are  to  them  as  the  two  poles, 
one  with  a  sunny  and  southward -looking 
bank,  the  other  with  a  cold  and  forbidding 
northern  aspect ;  so  that  what  flourishes 
apace  on  the  first  would  shiver  and  die  of 
chill  winds  on  the  second.  Remember, 
too,  that  save  in  the  mildest  degree,  plants 
have  no  power  of  spontaneous  or  inde- 
pendent movement :  they  cannot  stir  from 
their  birthplace,  were  it  but  for  a  single 
inch,  nor  move  their  own  limbs  save 
as  the  wind  may  sway  them.  Creatures 
thus  narrowly  and  inevitably  bound 
down  must  needs  take  advantage  of 
the  power  of  movement  in  all  other 
kinds,  wherever  it  will  benefit  them. 
Hence  the  use  plants  make  of  insects  as 
common  carriers  of  pollen,  the  use  they 
make  of  birds  as  dispersers  of  seeds,  the 
use  they  make  of  natural  agencies,  such 
as  wind  or  stream,  to  waft  winged  thistle- 
down, to  carry  the  parachutes  of  the 
dandelion  and  the  willow,  or  to  float  the 
male  blossoms  of  such  water-weeds  as 
vallisneria.  Behold !  I  show  you  a  mystery. 
The  secret  of  the  whole  thing  is  that 
plants,  being  fixed  themselves,  must 
needs  employ  birds  and  insects  as  their 
Pickford  vans — must  rely  on  wind  or 
stream  for  such  casual  services  as  wind 
or  stream  can  easily  afford  them.  Only 
in  a  few  species  can  they  effect  anything 
like  active  movement  for  themselves,  as  one 
sees  in  the  rooting  runners  of  strawberries, 
or  the  wandering  tubers  of  certain  vagrant 
orchids,  which  spread  far  afield  from  last 
season's  nesting-place.  These  are  clever 
devices  for  securing  fresh  virgin  soil — 
**  rotation  of  crops,'*  as  the  farmers  put  it. 


THE  DEVIL'S   PUNCHBOWL. 

On  Sunday  the  boys  came  home  for 
their  half-term  holiday,  so  we  strolled 
in  the  morning  into  the  Devil's  Punch- 
bowl. That  is  the  name  of  the  basin- 
shaped  valley  that  lies  behind  the  house — 
a  deep  circular  glen  scooped  out  in 
a  softer  portion  of  the  sandstone  mass 
that  forms  the  moor,  by  rain  and  denud- 
ation. Thor  owned  it,  I  doubt  not,  long 
before  it  was  claimed  by  its  present  pos- 
sessor, for  the  parish  is  Thursley ;  and 
some  Celtic  god,  whose  name  is  only 
known  to  Professor  Rhys,  may  have  used 
it  as  his  drinking-cup  long  before  the 
Norseman  brought  his  Thor,  or  the  Saxon 
hisThunor,  into  the  Surrey  uplands.  But  the 
Devil  is  now  the  heir-general  and  residuary 
legatee  of  all  heathen  gods  deceased,  be 
they  late  or  early :  he  has  come  into  titular 
ownership  of  their  entire  property.  A  steep 
path  leads  zigzag  down  the  side  of  the 
escarpment  into  the  bowl-shaped  hollow ; 
at  its  bottom  a  tiny  stream  oozes  out  in  a 
spring  as  limpid  as  Bandusia.  Water  lies  in 
the  rock,  indeed,  at  about  two  "hundred  and 
fifty  feet  below  the  surface  of  the  moor,  to 
which  depth  we  have,  accordingly,  to  sink 
our  wells  on  the  hilltop ;  and  it  is  at 
about  the  same  level  that  the  springs 
gush  forth  which  form  the  headwaters  of 
our  local  rivers. 

When  we  came  upon  the  brook,  as 
good  luck  would  have  it,  a  couple  of 
farm  labourers  in  their  workaday  clothes, 
regardless  of  the  Sabbath,  lay  at  full 
length  upon  the  bank,  engaged  in  the 
picturesque,  if  not  strictly  legal,  occupa- 
tion of  tickling  trout.  The  boys  were 
of  course  delighted  ;  they  had  never  seen 
the  operation  performed  before,  and  were 
charmed  at  its  almost  mesmeric  magic. 
At  first  the  men,  seeing  gentlefolk 
approach,  regarded  us  with  disfavour  as 
their  natural  enemies,  no  doubt  in  league 
with  the  preserving  landlord  ;  but  as  soon 
as  they  discovered  we  were  **  the  right 
sort,"  in  full  sympathy  with  the  fine  old 
poaching  proclivities  of  the  upland  popu- 
lation, they  returned  forthwith  to  their 
tickling  with  a  zest,  and  landed  a  couple 
of  trout,  not  to  mention  a  crayfish,  before 
the  very  eyes  of  the  delighted  schoolboys. 

Tickling  trout  is  an  ancient  and  honour- 
able form  of  sport,  which  admits  of  much 
skill  and  address  in  the  tickler.  The  fish 
lurk  quietly  under  overhanging  banks 
where  an  undermined  green  sod  impends 
the  tiny  stream ;  and  the  operator  passes 
his  hand  gently  over  their  sides  once  or 
twice  till  he  has  established  confidence ; 
then,  taking  advantage  of  the  friendship 
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thus  formed,  he  suddenly  closes  his  hand 
and  whips  the  astonished  victim  unawares 
out  of  the  water.  It  has  been  urged  by 
anglers  [who  are  interested  parties)  that 
such  conduct  contains  an  element  of 
treachen- ;  but  all  is  fair  in  love  and  war, 
of  which  last  our  contest  with  the  wild 
creatures  of  nature  is  but  a  minor  variety  ; 
and  I  cannot  see  that  it  matters  much, 
ethically,  whether  you  land  your  trout  on 
the  bank  under  pretence  of  titillating  his 
sense  of  touch  or  treacherously  hook  him 


isolated  colony  of  its  own,  composed  of 
many  dozen  kinds  of  fish,  insects,  and 
crustaceans,  who  know  no  more  of  other 
memliers  of  their  race  than  the  people  on 
a  small  Pacific  island  knew  of  the  human 
family  before  Captain  Cook  burst  upon 
them  from  the  blue,  with  the  blessings 
of  Christianity,  rum,  and  extermination. 
I'hese  trout,  for  example,  are  a  group 
apart;  they  are  always  small,  even  when 
adult,  because  there  is  Httle  food  for  them ; 
and  the   stream    is  little.     In  big   rivers. 


bv  false  show  of  supplying  him  with  a 
dainty  dinner.  Indeed,  all  the  trout  I 
have  interviewed  on  the  subject  are 
unanimiiuslv  of  opinion  that,  if  vou  must 
be  caught  and  eaten  at  all.  they  had  rather 
be  caught  by  a  gentle  pressure  of  the  naked 
hand  than  have  their  mouths  and  feelings 
cruelly  lacerated  by  a  barbed  hook  dis- 
guised as  a  mayfly.  Which  reminds  me 
of  the  charming  French  apologue  of  the 
farmer  who  called  his  tiirkevs  together  in 
order  to  ask  them  with  ivh'al  sauce  they 
wouhi  jirefiT  t(i  be  eaten.  '"  Please  your 
Kscelleniv."  said  the  turkevs,  "we  don't 
want  to  lie  eaten  at  all."  "My  friends." 
said  the  tanner,  "vou  wander  from  the 
question." 

It  is  curious,  though,  to   see  how  this 
mere  thread  of   water   supports   a  whole 
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pountls,  while  the  very  near  variety  M 
fri'ipients  great  lakes  not  infrequent 
groivs  to  forty-fi\'e  or  fifty.  But  her—  "^ 
in  this  upland  rill,  an  ounce  or  two 
the  hmit.  They  live  mostly  in  pair — ^ 
like  well-con  dueled  fish,  one  couple  t^^ 
each  poo!  or  overhung  basin  ;  yet,  strang^S 
to  say,  if  one  is  tickled  or  otherwise  enticc*^^ 
away,  the  witiuwed  sun-ivor  .seems  alwa;.^^ 
to  have  found  a  mate  before  three  houi-^^ 
are  over.  I  know  most  of  them  persoi^-^ 
ally,  and  love  to  watch  their  habits  an— |^ 
manners.  They  are  brilliantly  speckle^*^ 
here,  because  the  water  is  clear  and  th  ^^ 
bottom  pebbly ;  for  the  spots  on  trou  * 
depend  on  tlio  bctl,  and  come  out  brighte  f 
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anil  more  ornamental  by  far  during  the 
breeding  season.  This  is  still  more  con- 
spicuously the  case  with  ihc  aesthetic 
stickleback,  the  dandy  of  the  fresh  waters  ; 
he  puts  on  the  most  exquisite  iridescent 
hues  when  he  goes  a-courting,  and  ex- 
hibits himself  to  his  mate  more  gorgeously 
clad  than  Solomon  in  all  his  glorj'. 
Unfortunately,  the  colours  are  very 
fugacious,  for  they  die  away  at  once  when 
he  is  taken  from  the  water;  but  while 
they  last  they  outshine  in  brilliancy  the 
humming-bird  or  the  butterfly.  Both 
species  are  great  and  tletermined  fighters, 
as  always  happens  with  brilliantly 
decorated  birds,  fishes,  reptiles,  and 
insects.  None  but  the  brave  deser\'e 
the  fair ;  and  bravery  and  aesthetic  taste 
seem  to  go  together.  Indeed,  the 
courageous  little  trout  will  face  and  drive 
away  a  murderous  pike  who  menaces  his 
home,  while  stickleback  will  engage  one 
another  in  such  sanguinary  fights  for  the 
possession  of  their  males  that  only  the 
Kilkenny  cats  can  be  named  in  the  same 
day  with  them. 

The  other  inhabitants  of  the  liny  brook 
are  far  more  numerous  than  you  would 
imagine.  Miller's  thumbs  poke  their  big 
black  heads  out  of  holes  in  the  day 
bank  at  every  quiet  corner.     Crayfish  hide 


among  the  weeds  or  dart  between  the 
sedges.  Stone-loach  flit  down  stream  like 
rapid  shadows  when  you  lift  the  bigger 
pebbles  under  which  they  lie  skulking.  As 
tor  caddis-worms  and  water-spiders  and 
the  larvEe  of  dragon-flies,  they  are  there 
by  the  hundred ;  while  the  full-blown 
insects,  living  flashes  of  light,  as  Tennyson 
calls  them,  poise  their  metallic  blue  bodies 
for  a  second  over  the  ragged-robins  that 
grow  in  the  boggy  hollows,  and  then  dart 
away  like  lightning  to  the  wiilow-herb  in 
the  distance.  It  is  a  world  apart,  this  wee 
world  of  the  streamlet ;  it  has  its  own 
joys,  its  own  fears,  its  own  tragedies.  The 
big  solemn  cows,  with  their  placid  great 
eyes,  come  down  to  drink  at  it  unheed- 
ing, and  blunder  over  the  bank,  and 
slide  their  cloven  hoofs  to  the  bottom 
through  the  clay,  unaware  that  they  have 
crushed  a  dozen  maimed  lives  and  spread 
terror  like  an  earthquake  over  fifty  small 
fishes.  But  the  trout  and  the  loaches 
stand  with  tremulous  fins  beating  the 
water  meanwhile  ten  yards  below,  and 
aghast  at  the  cataclysm  that  has  altered 
for  ever  their  native  reach.  Not  for  fully 
twenty  minutes  do  they  recover  heart 
enough  to  sneak  up  stream  once  more  to 
their  ruined  bank  and  survey  with  strange 
eyes  the  havoc  in  their  homestead?. 
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By   max   PEMBERTON. 


A      RAGGED      INTRUDER. 


AT  that  spot  below  Reading  where  the 
Kennet  pours  its  comparatively 
crystal  waters  into  the  main  stream  of  the 
Thames,  there  is  to  be  seen  by  all  that 
look  for  it  a  very  picturesque,  if  irritatingly 
new,  boat-house.  It  is  here  that  the  youth 
of  Reading  hires  its  skiffs  when  contem- 
plating an  assault  upon  the  silence  of  the 
early  night ;  here  that  many  an  old  river- 
man  chooses  to  mark  time  upon  the 
journey  downwards  from  his  Mecca  at 
Oxford.  And  here  it  was  that,  some  two 
years  ago,  I  found  the  racing-shell  which 
brought  me  indirectly  to  knowledge  of  the 
ragged  intruder. 

She  was  an  old  ship,  wheezy  in  the 
seams  and  long  unused.  A  plate  upon  her 
bow  spoke  of  Swaddle  as  her  maker,  but 
the  date  of  her  birth  must  have  been  far 
back  in  history.  I  could  see  that  the  slide 
had  been  added  by  some  later-day  restorer, 
and  that  the  swivel  rowlocks  were  the  work 
of  a  modern  who  had  no  abiding  respect 
for  antiquity.  Her  owner  was  even  pre- 
pared to  doubt  that  she  would  float,  but  I 
entreated  him  no  longer  to  hide  her  light 
beneath  the  piles  of  shavings  which  then 
covered  her,  and  he  consented  at  last  that 
I  should  carry  her  to  the  water.  He 
assured  me  at  the  same  time  that  he 
washed  his  hands  of  all  responsibility  ; 
and  with  a  parting  prayer  of  thanks  that 
he  washed  them  of  anything  at  all,  I 
launched  the  **  racer  **  and  put  her  head 
down  stream. 

If  you  have  been  rowing  for  any  length 
of  time  in  a  heavy  Thames  tub  your  sen- 
sations on  finding  yourself  again  in  a  ship 
that  has  no  keel  are  not  to  be  described. 
The  way  she  leaps  at  your  touch,  the 
delightful  ease  with  which  you  cover  the 
water,  are  in  themselves  an  experience  to 
be  remembered.  Against  this  there  must 
always  be  set  the  wonder  of  the  untutored 
crowd  which  persists  in  regarding  a 
racing-boat  as  the  peculiar  property  of 
the  aquatic  acrobat.  I  recollect  well  as  I 
launched  my  crazy  craft  on  that  particular 


evening  the  exhortations  of  certain  small 
boys  who  cried  to  other  small  boys  that  I 
was  about  to  begin.  As  for  the  boat- 
builder  himself,  he  stood  upon  his  hard 
shaking  his  head  wistfully,  and  when  I 
pulled  his  shell  round  into  the  main  stream 
his  attitude  was  unchanged,  and  the  head 
of  him  was  still  wagging.  He  believed 
that  he  was  bidding  a  last  long  farewell  to 
the  friend  of  his  youth,  and  of  his  father's 
youth  before  him.  He  had  staked  his 
reputation  upon  the  immediate  sinking  of 
the  ship  ;  he  knew  that  I  must  come  back 
to  him  alone. 

Needless  to  say,  I  also  had  my  doubts 
about  the  possibilities  of  the  *'  discovery." 
She  took  in  water  in  an  alarming  way 
during  the  first  half-mile  of  the  journey  to 
Sonning,  and  I  had  to  beg  the  assistance 
of  a  man  upon  the  bank  while  I  baled 
her  out  and  started  anew.  The  second 
venture  was  more  prosperous,  since  her 
timbers  began  to  swell ;  and  notwithstand- 
ing an  aggravating  tendency  to  veer  to 
port,  she  continued  to  behave  herself  with 
a  propriety  which  was  as  unexpected  as  it 
was  pleasant.  It  may  have  been  that  she 
welcomed  my  confidence,  and  was  anxious 
to  repay ;  it  may  have  been  that  I  was 
ready  to  take  a  large  view  of  her  powers. 
Certain  it  is,  however,  that  I  made  the 
Parade  in  a  time  which  astonished  me, 
and  passed  through  the  lock,  not  only 
with  the  '*  discovery  "  afloat,  but  in  a  state 
of  health  which  seemed  to  mark  the 
beginning  of  a  new  and  entirely  unlooked- 
for  career. 

Until  this  point  the  voyage  had  been 
entirely  enjoyable.  The  contrast  between 
the  heaviness  of  a  skiff  and  the  ease  of 
this  racing -shell  was  an  extreme  one, 
leading  me  to  ask  myself  if  men  would 
not  do  well  to  employ  a  lighter  craft  for 
much  of  their  common  river  work.  Nor 
had  I  any  reason  to  change  my  opinion 
when  below  the  lock.  It  is  true  that  my 
right  arm  ached  with  the  difficulty  of 
keeping  the  "discovery's"  head  to  starboard ; 
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it  is  true  that  she  still  took  in  enough 
water  to  cool  my  heels ;  but  her  other 
gifts  were  so  many  that  I  forgave  her 
readily,  and  luxuriated  in  her  speed  and  in 
the  beauties  of  the  early  autumn  evening. 
All  the  woods  about  Sonning  were  then 
reddening  with  their  summer  fullness  ;  the 
main  river  was  quite  deserted  and  rippling 
over  with  merry  waves.  I  could  hear  the 
note  of  birds  and  the  patter  of  rats  in  the 
backwaters.  The  evening  air  was  fresh 
almost  to  chilliness,  as  the  air  of  September 
may  be  ;  a  deep  red  glow  of  the  sun  fell 
upon  the  stream,  and  lighted  even  the 
glades  of  the  islands  above  Ship  lake. 
Ever  and  anon  there  came  upon  the 
freshening  breeze  the  sound  of  the 
church  -  bells  ringing  in  Wargrave — the 
shrill  scream  of  a  launch's  whistle  as  it 
churned  onwards  to  Henley.  But  no  boat 
did  I  meet,  nor  any  man  upon  the  bank, 
until  the  lock-gates  came  to  my  view. 
Then,  quite  suddenly,  I  fell  upon  the  ragged 
intruder,  and  he  began  to  follow  me. 

The  man  was  sitting  upon  the  bank 
when  1  passed  him,  wearing  clothes  that 
were  odd  enough  to  be  remarkable. 
While  there  was  a  certain  refinement  of 
fisice  and  feature,  and  his  long  black  beard 
was  neat  and  apparently  well  combed,  I 
could  see,  as  I  rowed  by,  that  his  short 
black  coat  was  worn  and  battered,  and  that 
his  shoes,  which  dangled  over  the  stream's 
bank,  lacked  both  laces  and  sound  soles. 
But  it  occurred  to  me  as  curious  that  his 
flannel  trousers  should  be  scrupulously 
white,  and  that  his  straw  hat  should  seem 
to  have  come  but  yesterday  out  of  a  shop. 
He  was,  indeed,  a  man  of  contrasts,  for 
while  he  carried  a  cane  with  a  silver  head 
to  it  in  his  hand,  there  was  stuck  in  his 
mouth  a  reminiscence  of  a  black  cutty  pipe, 
such  a  pipe  as  navvies  smoke.  This  he 
was  smoking  furiously  when  I  came  up 
with  him  ;  but  no  sooner  did  he  see  me  than 
he  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  with  almost  a 
boyish  cry  of  delight  began  to  run  after  me. 

**  Halloa ! "  cried  he,  speaking  in  the 
voice  of  a  civilised  man.  **  Vou  Ve  out 
again,  are  you  ? — and  at  the  old  tricks,  I 
see.  Why  the  devil  can*t  you  pull  that 
right  scull  home.**" 

The  surprise  of  the  thing  was  so  great 
that  I  stopped  sculling  instantly,  and  began 
to  parley  with  him. 

"  What 's  that  you  say  .>"  I  shouted. 

*•  That  }'ou  *re  clipping  your  right,"  said 
he.  "  I  told  you  so  last  night.  Why  can't 
you  pull  it  through,  and  keep  the  ship 
straight  ?  •' 

••I'm  much  obliged  for  your  advice, 
said  I,  ••  but  I  wasn  t  out  here  last  night. 


»i 


»« 


"•  You  weren't  ?  "  he  repUed.  "  WeU.  it 
was  some  chap  that  did  the  same  thing. 
Go  on  again,  and  I  '11  look  after  you." 

"  But  I  'd  rather  you  didn't.  1  'm  only 
out  for  a  breather." 

••  Never  mind  that.  You  do  what  I  tcD 
you.  Don't  mind  me.  I  '11  run  the  whole 
neighbourhood  for  a  sovereign.  I  'm  going 
Sonning  way.  Pull  on  again,  and  lers  see 
what  you  can  do." 

The  impudence  of  this  request  held  me 
for  a  moment  speechless.  That  a  pue 
tramp — for  the  man's  appearance  led  me 
to  the  belief  that  he  was  nothing  more — 
should  know  anything  of  sculling  was  in 
itself  not  a  little  extraordinary ;  but  that 
he  should  add  to  this  knowledge  the  ok 
of  certain  terms  commonly  heard  upon  the 
banks  of  the  Isis  or  the  Cam  was  to  be 
accounted  for  only  by  the  supposition  that 
his  life  had  been  a  tragedy. 

**  Come,"  said  I,  resting  on  mj  scoUf 
in  spite  of  his  exhortation,  "  what  do  jcm 
know  about  rowing  ?  " 

**  Enough  to  see  that  you  're  not  modi 
good,"  he  replied,  but  without  any  anger. 

'*  I  can  dispense  with  your  advice*  any- 
way," said  I,  momentarily  nettled  at  Ui 
reply. 

'*  I  think  not,"  said  he  quite  cooll|r» 
••  not  from  here  to  Sonning,  at  anj  nte. 
You  made  a  pretty  exhibition  of  jumndf 
coming  down.  It 's  time  someone  taoght 
you  a  thing  or  two.  1  mean  to  take  ycm 
in  hand  myself,  so  you  *d  better  get  on. 
You  '11  never  make  a  sculler  until  you  get 
that  right  shoulder  down.  I  've  seen 
hundreds  spoilt  in  the  same  way." 

I  listened  to  the  harangue  with  an 
astonishment  which  I  could  not  express. 
The  man's  calmness  and  apparent  earnest* 
ness  were  things  to  see.  He  had  the 
manner  of  one  accustomed  to  command ; 
the  fact  that  he  wore  rags  upon  his  back 
did  not  rob  him  of  his  dignity.  Beyond 
this  he  was  a  fine  man,  standing  the  whole 
of  six  feet  in  his  tattered  shoes,  and 
possessed  of  a  chest  which  would  have 
made  the  fortune  of  a  touting  gymnast. 
It  occurred  to  me  at  once  that  it  would 
not  be  wise  to  get  upon  the  bank,  and 
argue  the  matter  with  him  there.  But  one 
thing  remained  to  do — I  must  scull  on 
and  put  up  with  the  annoyance.  It  might 
be  that  I  could  shake  him  off  by  sheer 
pace  if  the  '*  discovery "  would  permit. 
In  any  case,  a  little  shouting  would  not 
hurt  me,  and  might  give  him  pleasure, 
which  he  was  welcome  to. 

With  this  intention,  I  oiled  the  slide  of 
the  crazy  ship,  and  got  her  well  under  the 
bank  to  cheat  the  stream.    She  gave  many 
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groans  when  1  dug  my  heels  against  the 
stretcher,    but   answered    with    surprising 

readiness  to  my  touch.  For  the  first 
hundred  yards  1  must  ha^'e  put  in  nearly 
thirty-six  strokes  a  minute,  and  thought 
surel'v  to  be  quit  of  the  tramp — a  delusion 
which  he  dispelled   quickly  enough   when 


Reach  out,  man,  and  don't  bucket.     This 
isn't  Henley  Regatta  by  a  long  way," 

With  such  a  running  tommentarv  did  he 
follow  my  efforts  for  at  least  a  quarter  of  a 
mile.  Fast  as  1  had  gone,  and  well  as  the 
wlieczy  ship  carried  me,  he  kt-pt  pace 
with    her    apparently   without   an    effort; 


he  began  to  bawl  in  a  voice  that 
have  been  heard  away  at  the  inn- 
"  There  you  are."  crieil  he.  "  at  I 
trick  again'!  I.i't  the  right  iliuml. 
the  chest.  Row  tbi'  srull  out  oflhi 
man— (lon't  fore-  it  like  th.ii ! 
got  a  shouIdiT  like  a  nmn-l's  hump 


mdeed.  when  at  last  I  slopped  suddenly, 
hrealhless  and  not  a  little  angry  that  he 
had  thus  spoilt  my  evening,  he  sat  down 
upon  t'  .    ■      .        .1    .    -■_  1. 
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*'  You  'n*  losing  your  tern f)er/'  exclaimed 
he  shortly,  **  whicii  won't  mend  things  ; 
and  youVe  rowing  too  quick  a  stroke,  which 
in  just  as  bad." 

•'  Oh,  go  to  the  deuce  !  "  cried  I  ;  and 
with  that  I  |)lungcd  my  sculls  in  again  and 
sent  the  *' discov(;ry"  Hying  uj)  stream.  It 
did  not  seem  |)ossihle  to  me  that  he  would 
venture  further  after  so  plain  an  inlimaticm 
that  he  was  not  want<*d  ;  but  I  had  vet  to 
learn  ihe  depth  and  breadth  of  his  en- 
thusiasm. Scarce,  indeed,  was  the  boat 
going  when  F,  heard  his  volet*  again,  now 
persuasive,  now  condemnatory,  now  in  ex- 
postulation. And  at  this  1  stoppedoncemore 
and  reasoned  with  him  lor  the  last  tinn-. 

"  Look  here,"  said  1  ;  "  wr  \r  had  about 
enough  of  this.  1  eanie  out  here  to  anuise 
myself,  and  1  (U)n't  want  your  (oaching. 
VVill  you  go  awav  for  a  shilling  ?  " 

'i'o  mv  surprisi  ,  the  offer  of  money 
silenced  liim  as  no  other  word  had  done. 

*•  \'ou  insult  me,"  said  he  ;"  there  was 
no  need  to  tlo  that." 

I  was  sorry  for  the  thing  almost  as  soon 
as  I  had  said  it.  The  wav  he  buttoned  his 
raggiMl  coat  arounti  him,  and  turiUMl  away 
from  the  bank,  spoke  of  a  si*nsitiveness 
not  to  be  looked  for  in  one  so  oddly 
garbetl  and  ap|)arently  so  poor.  I  would 
have  given  a  sovtMiMgn  for  my  words  to 
have  riMuained  unspoken,  and  clumsily  I 
offered  him  an  apology.  Hut  he  only 
shook  his  hi^ad.  Kvidently  he  would  have 
no  niort*  to  say  to  me. 

We  were  at  this  time  about  three 
hundnnl  yanls  fnun  tlu^  lock  at  Sonning. 
The  t^vening  was  growing  late,  dusk  giving 
wav  to  the  ilark  of  a  summer's  nii^^ht. 
Many  skitfs  passed  me  on  their  way  to 
Wargrave  i>r  Henley:  the  Oxfi^rd  launch 
rushed  b\  with  a  Li^reat  \\a\e  (A  Ukuu  suri::- 
ing  upi^n  thi'  banks,  auvl  the  strains  kA  a 
string  band  strui^Lilim:  tor  maslerv  with 
the  hun\  of  the  sirew.  I  could  hear  the 
tinkle  i>f  a  banii>  in  the  grouuvls  o\  the 
White  Hart  ;  couKl  seiMhe  llash  <A'  \\v>men's 
viresses  and  the  gKn\  (A  lamp>  in  ihi* 
islauvl  i;:arvlen.  At  an\  vulur  t^tne  I 
.slundvl  ha\e  been  anxivUi^  iv>  pre»  v»r.  j.iui 
gel  the  *' disv"o\iT\  "  luui>v\i  wb.iie  s.^nie 
nIuux  of  twilight  rvMuaincvi,  but  r.v'u  1 
fmmvl  mysi^lf  p. assessed  of  a  new  j.:^i 
perhaps  uv^t  ;dlv>i:elher  inexplicable  iv.tervs: 
m  the  ragged  man.  wlu^  lu;,:  tollo\\v\:  nu\ 
Whv  iK'e  caie.e  lie  .-  Whitiu:  wa^  lie  i:"i:u'  : 
Hvn\  was  n  that  he  ire.iied  an  verier  of 
uu>ne\  Willi  Moni  :  Sucli  an  v>vlvi  avi^r.ix- 
ture  v^f  spcx'ch  and  vlress  I  had  never  cv^ne 
acrv>ss,  auvl  I.  who  luul  wi>hevl  him  any- 
where len  minutes  Ivtv^re.  was  now  sorry 
that  he  shunnevl  nu  acviuaintauco. 


That  he  meant  to  shun  it  I  could  have 
no  doubt.  He  had  turned  away  from  me 
at  once  at  the  offer  of  money.  I  saw  him 
lighting  his  stump  of  a  pipe  behind  one  of 
the  willows,  and  as  I  sculled  on  slowly,  the 
glow  of  light  above  the  bowl  showed  me 
exactly  where  he  was.  It  was  evident 
that  he,  too,  was  making  for  Sonning, 
though  at  a  leisurely  pace.  I  imagined 
even  that  h(;  was  brooding  over  his 
insult,  and  determined  that  I  would 
wait  for  him  at  the  bridge  and  mend 
matters  so  far  as  I  could.  It  might  even 
b(^  that  he  woukl  tell  me  his  storj* — and 
for  his  story  I  began  to  hunger  curiously. 
In  mv  desire  to  learn  it  I  left  the  **  dis- 
( overy  "  against  the  lawn  of  the  hotel  and 
hurrii'd  over  the  bridge  to  meet  him. 

lie  was  lounging  up  the  bank,  his  arms 
swinging,  his  straw  hat  upon  the  back 
of  his  head.  I  saw  that  he  wished  to  pass 
me  without  a  word,  but  I  blocked  the  path 
as  he  came  up,  and  began  my  excuses. 

"  I  was  rude  to  you  just  now,*'  said  I; 
"  that  ( omes  of  a  quick  temper.  I  hope 
you  've  forgotten  it." 

Strange  as  it  may  seem,  no  effort  was 
needed  to  talk  to  him  like  this.  Directly 
1  was  near  to  him  I  saw  that  he  had  the 
manner  and  the  face  of  a  refined  man. 
His  clothes  only  were  ragged — and  yet  I 
could  not  fail  to  remember  that  when  first 
he  hailed  mc  by  Shiplake  he  had  spoken 
like  a  true  tout  of  the  roadside.  Now, 
lu)wever,  he  heard  my  apologies  out,  and 
then  answered  me  with  a  shrug  of  the 
shouldiTs. 

'*  It  was  not  the  word  of  a  gentleman,** 
said  he,  **  but  a  man  in  my  position  hears 
it  often.  It  's  something  that  you  should 
be  here  to  menticMi  it." 

*'  Well,  let 's  talk  no  more  about  it. 
Come  down  to  the  lawn  of  the  hotel  and 
drink  shandy-gaff." 

He  slu>ok  his  head  sadly,  and  began  to 
fill  his  pipe  again. 

"That's  no  place  for  me/'  said  he. 
**  It  might  have  been  three  years  ago — but 
now."  auvl  he  pulled  at  his  coat  to  show 
me  the  rau:s  in  it. 

*•  If  you  iUm't  care  to  see  anyone/'  said 
1.  *•  we  can  sit  at  one  of  the  tables  in  the 
garvlen.     li  's  vjuiie  dark  now." 

For  a  monunt  he  hesitated.  Then, 
k-nkinc  v>ut  tlie  tobacco  he  had  just  put 
intv^  I'.i-i  pipe,  he  <aivi — 

*'  Wei!.  s.,>  be  it :  but  it 's  for  a  quarter  of 
at^  lunir  <.>!:!y.  1  \e  business  to  do  before 
1  go  to  bed  to-night." 

rw\>  miiuue<  later  I  was  sitting  with  him 
at  one  of  the  irv>n  tables  on  the  lawn  of  the 
hotel.     A  fence  of  K)se-bushes  hid  us  from 
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the  men  and  women  passing  in  and  out  of 
the  busy  house  ;  and  when  he  had  lighted 
the  cigar  that  I  gave  him  and  had  con- 
sented to  my  ordering  him  a  whisky-and- 
soda,  he  appeared  willing  to  talk. 

**  You  know  a  good  deal  about 
rowing.^"  said  I,  hoping  to  learn  some- 
thing of  his  past. 

**  I  used  to,"  he  replied  unconcernedly. 

**  Of  cotirse  you  have  done  Henley  ?" 

**  I  was  in  the  Exeter  eight  for  the  two 
Grand  Challenges." 

"  Was  that  long  ago  ?  " 

**  It  must  be  twenty  years." 

**  Have  you  rowed  at  all  since  you  left 
the  'Varsity  ?  " 

**  How  did  you  know  I  was  a  'Varsity 
man  ?  " 

**Why,  you  have  just  said  that  you  were 
at  Exeter." 

"  Oh,  yes  !  of  course,  that  is  so." 

This  answer  of  his  struck  me  as  not  a 
little  curious.  He  looked  at  me  in  a 
strange  way,  fixing  his  eyes  upon  mine 
and  staring  determinedly.  It  was  only 
after  a  strained  pause  that  he  spoke 
again. 

**  Do  you  live  here  ?  "  he  asked  suddenly. 

*'  I  am  staying  over  at  Earleigh,"said  I. 

*'  You  don't  happen  to  know  Bedford  ?" 

*'  I  was  there  once  for  a  couple  of 
hours." 

**\Vell,  that's  a  good  thing,"  he 
exclaimed  with  a  sigh  of  content.  '*  I 
was  vicar  of  a  church  in  Bedford." 

*'  You !  " 

**  Why  not  ?  Am  I  the  only  man  that 
ever  lost  his  money  ?  " 

**  Certainly  not ;   but " 

**  Oh,  yes  ;  but  you  're  surprised,  eh  ? 
Well,  don't  tell  me  that  you  're  sorry.  I 
can  stand  anything  but  that." 

*'  You  must  hear  it  often." 

*'  About  three  times  a  day.  Sympathy 's 
a  cheap  article  in  my  market." 

It  was  my  turn  now  to  be  silent.  Clearly, 
he  did  not  mean  to  tell  me  more,  and  had 
begun  to  smoke  sullenly.  At  last,  however, 
I  gave  him  a  /«  quoque. 

**  Are  you  staying  at  Sonning  ?  "  I  asked. 

He  looked  up  quickly. 

*'  What's  that  to  you  .^"  he  cried. 

"Nothing  at  all.  I  was  wondering  if 
you  knew  the  place." 

**  Know  it !  I  know  every  stone  of  it. 
My  father's  house  lies  three  hundred  yards 
from  this  inn.  I  was  born  here — I  hope 
to  die  here." 

The  momentary  outburst  seemed  to 
relieve  him.  He  leant  back  in  his  chair 
and  smoked  with  an  air  of  a  man  enjoying 
a  new  experience.     And,  observing  that  1 


had   no  courage  to  put  another  question 
to  him,  he  continued  presently — 

'*  Yes,  I  know  Sonning,  my  friend,  know 
every  stone  of  it.  There 's  not  a  room  in 
the  village  which  I  couldn't  tell  a  tale 
about — not  a  room  nor  a  man." 

**  Would  they  be  interesting  tales,  now  ?" 

"  That  depends  upon  what  you  mean  by 
interesting." 

**  I  mean  that  you  would  find  no 
tragedies  here." 

He  laughed  scornfully. 

"  Tragedies — no  tragedies — My  God!  it 
is  a  tragedy  that  brings  me  to  Sonning 
now.  I  am  a  tragedy  myself.  Look  at  my 
coat  —  look  at  my  trousers — then  talk 
about  tragedies." 

I  did  not  offer  him  my  sympathy,  since 
he  had  asked  that  I  should  not,  but  tried 
to  induce  him  to  speak  of  his  business. 

,  "  Let  us  hope  your  visit  here  will  mend 
riiatters,"  said  I. 

*'Ah,  let's  hope  that  it  will,"  cried  he; 
**  though  I  have  my  doubts.  If  I  were 
not  such  a  poor  devii  of  a  pauper,  I  would 
find  listeners  quick  enough.  But  they 
laugh  at  my  story  now — laugh  to  my  face." 

'*  Is  it  such  a  strange  story,  then  ?** 
■   "  Strange  .^     Yes,  I   could  call  it  that. 
It 's  the  storv  of  a  man  with  two  wives " 

"  Both  living.^" 

*' Exactly,  though  one  is  buried  in  the 
churchyard  there." 

He  said  it  quite  unconcernedly,  and 
not  with  the  air  of  a  man  who  wished 
to  trifle  with  his  words.  Nor  when  1 
laughed  in  spite  of  myself  did  he  betray 
any  annoyance. 

**  You  laugh,  of  course,"  he  continued 
quietly,  "  but  hear  me  out — I  say  the 
woman  is  buried  in  that  churchyard ;  I 
should  say  that  the  coflin  which  is  sup- 
posed to  contain  her  remains  is  buried 
there.  That  coffin  was  lowered  into  the 
ground  with  nothing  in  it  but  a  lump  of 
lead." 

'*  And  the  woman  ?  " 

**  Is  living  at  Cadiz  on  an  allowance  of 
two  pounds  a  week.  The  man  who  buried 
her  was  married  last  year  for  the  second 
time  at  the  parish  church  in  Reading. 
He  now  resides  at  the  Weir-Gate  House, 
half  a  mile  up  the  Earleigh  Road.  I  am 
going  there  to-night  to  tell  him  that  I 
know  his  story.  'I'o-morrow  I  shall  be  no 
longer  poor,  or  he  will  be  in  the  hands  of 
the  police." 

"  Isn't  that  rather  a  dangerous  game  ?  '* 

*' Dangerous — pshaw!  what  does  that 
matter  to  me  ?  Have  I  anything  to  lose  ? 
Could  I  well  be  worse  off  than  I  am — 
wanting  bread   and  water  and   a   roof  to 
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my   head.     Am  I    the    sort  of  man  that 
should  think  of  danger  ?  " 

"  But  he  might  give  you  in  charge," 
**  Exactly.  He  might  spit  at  the  moon 
at  the  same  time ;  but  he  'II  do  neither, 
Sir.  I'm  convinced  of  it.  He's  too 
much  at  stake.  And  he  's  a  man  of  means. 
Ii  's  not  the  truth  that  you  give  in  charge, 
but  lies.     1  wish  you  good  evening,  Sir." 


dead.  He  did  not  appear  to  be  a  man 
who  would  contrive  so  gruesome  a  fiction. 
He  could  have  no  possible  object  in  lying 
to  me.  He  had  not  asked  for  money,  nor 
accepted  readily  the  slight  hospitality  I 
had  offered  him.  Nevertheless,  he  had 
not  hesitated  to  stamp  himself  as  a 
black-mailer,  and  was  gone  now,  by  his 
own  confession,  to  practise  his  profession. 


With  this  word  he  rose  suddenly  from 
his  chair,  and  turning  upon  his  heel,  he 
strode  out  of  the  garden  at  a  rapid  pace. 
^o  sudden  was  his  going,  so  abrujit  the 
way  in  which  he  took  li.-ave  of  mc,  that  he 
was  through  the  gale  before  I  could  uller 
the   appeal    which  was  on   my  lips : 


1  I  c 


.  he  had  alrt'adv  (lis 


appeared  in  the  darkness  of  the  road. 
Strange  as  our  first  meeting  had  bi-en.  this 
farewell  «as  yet  more  strange.  A\'hat  to 
make  of  his  siort- 1  knew  no  more  than  the 


To  say  that  I  believed  the  truth  of  his 
wondrous  story  would  be  absurd  ;  yet  had 
I  been  asked  to  say  uhat  part  appeared  to 
me  to  be  false  I  could  have  given  no 
answer.  He  had  told  it  in  so  few  words, 
had  refrained  so  carefullj' from  any  garnish 
of  speech,  that  my  first  impression  was  one 
of  blank  amazement ;  and  to  this  there 
succeeded  a  restless  curiosity  lo  know  what 
would  be  the  outcome  of  his  visit  to  the 
Weir-Gate  House.  It  might  be,  I  thought, 
that  he  would  be  given  in  charge  upon  the 
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spot ;  it  might  bo,  in  the  improbable  con- 
tingency of  the  whole  of  his  storj-  being 
true,  that  he  would  get  the  money  he 
demanded.  At  any  rate,  the  problem  was 
interesting  ;  and,  as  it  was  then  only  nine 
o'clock,  I  determined  to  walk  to  the  place 
and  to  learn  if  possible  somt-thing  more 
of  it. 

This  desire  carried  me  quickly  along 
the  Reading  Koad,  and  through  the  pretty 
village  of  Sonning.  I  could  see  nothing 
of  the  ragged  man  as  1  went ;  nor  had  1 
any  company  but  that  of  llie  bats  and  of 
the  dust.  When  I  came  up  to  the  Wfir- 
(lale  House  at  last.  I  found  it  lo  !.,■  a  squat 
stone  building,  fr<inte<i  by  a  [)atch  of 
commonplace  garden,  to  wIulIi  a  small 
white  gate  gave  across.  ThcTe  was  no 
light  vi>jbli'  in   the   b<iusi-.  but  the 
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"  Who  told  you  a  ston'  of  an  empty 
coffin  in  Sonning  Church  ?  " 
"  Yes  ;  he  told  me  the  story." 
"  Poor  fellow,  he  tells  it  to  everyone  he 

'•  Then  it  is  a  bundle  of  lies  ?  " 

"  Indeed  no ;  it  is  the  substantial  truth. 
There  is  such  a  grave,  and  such  a  coffin 
was  brought  from  Cadiz;  but  all  that  is 
thirty  years  ago.  The  man  who  was  the 
subject  of  the  story  died  in  this  house  in 
ibe  jear  eighteen  hundred  and  scienty," 

The  e.tplanation  was  so  amazing  that  I 
could  not  help  but  laugh. 

"  My  tramp,  then,  is  cracked  r  "  said  I. 

"  I'l.xactly ;  he  is  a  harmless  maniac. 
Three  years  ago  be  was  the  vicar  of  a  little 
church' in  Bedford.  He  is  now  tormented 
with  the  idea  that  he  has  lost  all  his 
monev.  I  fear  that  bis  friends  must  soon 
put  him  under  restraint,  if  only  to  rid  me 
of  the  annoyance  which  his  knowledge  of 
that  old  story  subjects  me  lo.     But  it  is  a 

1  agreed   with    him,    and   after    a    few 

people  will,  he  discussed  the  state  of  his 
crops  and  the  possibilities  of  good 
weather,  I  returned  to  the  lock  and  to  the 
"discovery."  The  later  night  was  now 
exceedingly  beautiful,  the  moon  being  at 
the  full,  and  the  whole  of  the  woods  plainly 
to  be  seen  in  the  flood  of  light.  But  as  I 
rowed  back  to  the  Keiinet,  these  things  did 
not  interest  me.  I  was  thinking  of  the 
ra^'ged  intruder,  and  of  the  strange  mvstcry 
wliicli  bung  about  the  emptv  coffin  in 
Sonning  fhurchyard. 
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By      LILIAN      QUILLER      COUCH. 


THE  bed-room  was  small  and  rather 
poor-looking ;  that  is  to  say,  the 
mahogany  of  the  furniture  was  laid  on  with 
a  brush,  as  was  the  marble  of  the  mantel- 
piece ;  the  carpet  was  threadbare  and  the 
window  bare  of  curtain.  Just  now  the 
place  was  littered  with  scraps  of  news- 
papers, torn  letters  and  bits  of  string,  and 
two  large  trunks  stood  in  the  middle  of  the 
floor.  Before  one  of  these  trunks  knelt 
Catherine  Howard,  while  Helen,  her  sister, 
sat  upon  the  edge  of  the  bed. 

**  There,"  said  Catherine  slowly,  in  a 
dull,  hopeless  voice,  *'that*s  finished — 
and  now  I  am  sorry." 

**  Why  ?  "  asked  Helen  almost  defiantlyj 
but  with  no  curiosity  in  her  tone. 

**  Because  it  is  only  ten  o'clock ;  our 
trains  do  not  leave  till  past  six,  and  we  are 
left  on  this  last,  this  awful  day,  to  sit  with 
folded  hands  and  think." 

Helen  did  not  answer. 

**  For  days,"  continued  Catherine,  **  I 
have  worked  hard  that  I  might  tire  myself 
and  leave  no  time  for  thinking ;  and,  fool 
that  I  was,  I  did  not  calculate  that  the  last 
day  would  be  worst  of  all." 

**  My  box  is  packed  too,"  replied  Helen 
tritely. 

Then  there  was  silence,  while  Helen 
gazed  with  unseeing  eyes  upon  the  well- 
worn  carpet  and  Catherine  stared  fixedly 
at  the  initials  on  her  box. 

*'  Catherine,"  said  Helen  at  length, 
"  I  am  going  to  say  something ;  listen  to 
me. 

Catherine  looked  up  slowly  from  her 
initials  ;  she  knew  that  there  was  nothing 
of  import  to  be  said,  nothing  which  could 
change  things  for  them.  She  fancied 
that  Helen  was  going  to  try  still  to  be 
cheerful,  so  she  prepared  to  listen  ;  but  she 
felt  she  would  prefer  that  Helen  did  not 
irj' ;  she  would  prefer  not  to  be  cheered 
just  now  ;  it  required  too  great  an  eftbrt — 
and  what  was  the  good  ? 

**  You  have  packed  your  cotton  gowns 
and  big  aprons  ?  " 

**  Yes,  I  have  packed  them,"  answered 
Catherine. 

**  And  I,"  continued  Helen,  **  have  done 


the  same  with  my  new  livery.  Now  I  want 
to  say  something.  We  have  faced  every- 
thing ;  we  have  been  facing  it  for  some 
awful  months — the  hopelessness  of  living 
without  money,  the  hopelessness  of  earn- 
ing any  by  our  own  mediocre  talents." 

**  Yes." 

**  We  have  lived  on  insufficient  food ; 
we  have  inaugurated  chilblains  on  our 
once  shapely  fingers  during  this  last  winter 
through  which  we  have  lived;  we  have  sold 
our  only  valuables,  and  have  undergone  all 
the  shame  which  such  an  action  brings ; 
we  have  spent  harassed  days  and  tortured 
nights  with  the  horror  of  want  and  des- 
titution hovering  within  a  hair*s-breadth 
of  us." 

*♦  Yes." 

*'  We  have  beaten  our  hearts  against  the 
inevitable ;  we  have  done  everything  but 
break  down  and  cry." 

**  Yes,  we  have  lived  through  some 
bitterness." 

"  But  now  we  have  made  up  our  minds. 
W^e  have  turned  the  keys  in  our  boxes  ;  we 
have  placed  our  journey -money  in  our 
purses  ;  we  have  seen  to  everything  but 
the  killing  of  these  last  few  hours." 

*'  Yes,  Helen,"  she  burst  forth.  "  And  I 
want  to  do  more  than  kill.  I  want  to 
murder  them  brutally  ! " 

**  I  want  you  to  do  even  more  than  that," 
replied  Helen  quietly.  **  I  want  you  to 
enjoy  them." 

This  time  Catherine  looked  up  with  real 
surprise  in  her  eyes.  **  Enjoy  them  !  "  she 
exclaimed. 

**  Yes.  We  know  all ;  we  have  faced  it ; 
we  cannot  alter  one  jot  or  tittle  by  fretting. 
Let  us  forget  it  all — until  six  this  evening." 

**  If  you  have  the  chloral,  bring  it  out," 
quoth  Catherine,  with  a  grim  smile. 

Helen  smiled  also,  and,  untying  the 
knotted  corner  of  her  handkerchief,  pro- 
duced two  gold  coins — a  sovereign  and  a 
half-sovereign. 

**  There  it  is,"  she  said. 

**  Helen  !  Where  did  you  get  that  ?" 

**  It  came  yesterday  by  post,  in  return 
for  a  fairly  large  batch  of  my  sketches 
which  have  found  an  appreciator  at  last." 
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"  Oh.  why  did  it  not  come  before  ? " 
cried  Catherine,  starting  to  her  feet. 

"  It  would  have  done  no  good,"  replied 
Helen  gently,  "  we  could  not  live  on  a 
chance  thirty  shillings  now  and  again.  I 
am  glad  il;  did  not  come  before.     But  now 


Ten  minutes  later  the  lodging-house 
door  closed  behind  these  sisters  and  they 
walked  with  smiles  on  their  white  faces  out 
into  the  sunshine. 

'■Eight  shillings  for  the  pony  and  cart, 
and  a  shilling  tip  for  the  man  when  we 


that  it  has  come  I  am  going  to  spend  it. 
This  is  our  last  day;  fretting  will  do  no 
good  ;  let  us  push  all  pain  behind  or  before 
us — anywhere,  so  long  as  it  is  out  of  the 
way.  Until  six  o'clock  let  us  be  perfectly 
happy,  without  memory  or  anticipation,  as 
if  we  had  no  past  and  expected  no  future ; 
to-day  is  our  own.  we  are  free,  we  have 
money  in  plenty.  I.et  us  put  on  our  hats. 
Let  us  have  one  last  drive." 


bring  it  back,"  said  Helen,  calculating  ^ 
she  walked  along,  "that  will  leart  a 
guinea  ;  we  will  stop  at  a  florist's  and  g*' 
a  few  flowers  on  our  way  through  the 
town." 

The  eight  shillings  procured  a  smart 
little  varnished  cart  and  a  plump  roan 
pony  ;  and  half-a-crown  purchased  a  bunch 
of  lilies-of- the- valley— snowy  little  bells 
against  their  sheltering  leaves   of  tendei 
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'green — for  Helen  to  hold  in  her  hands 
while  Catherine  held  the  reins.  Catherine 
laughed  whole-heartedly  at  the  extrava- 
gance. She  was  indeed  entering  into 
Helen's  desire. 

**  Half-a-crown  for  a  few  flowers,  and  a 
week  ago  we  had  not  that  sum  to  spare 
for  food!" 

**This  is  our  carnival,"  laughed  Helen. 

Then  they  left  the  clatter  and  the  bustle 
of  the  town,  and  drove  away,  away  to  the 
country  beyond.  The  roan  pony  was  fresh, 
and  inclined  to  hurry  over  the  ground,  and 
there  was  no  word  spoken  between  the 
sisters  until  behind  them  lay  the  streets 
and  the  suburbs  and  the  flatness,  and 
before  them  rose  a  hill,  at  the  foot  of  which 
the  pony  slackened  pace. 

**  Did  you  care  which  way  ? "  asked 
Catherine  ;  *'  the  pony  chose  this.'* 

**  Any  way  will  do,"  said  Helen  softly,  '*as 
long  as  it  is  on,  and  on,  and  away  from 
those  two  trunks  of  ours.  What  a  day  !  it 
would  be  flat  ingratitude  to  be  anything 
but  happy.  It  is  splendid ;  one  breathes 
it  in.  One  whole  happy  day !  Think 
of  it." 

The  pony  set  his  shoulders  to  the  hill, 
and  wound  from  side  to  side  on  his  upward 
way  as  the  reins  lay  slack  upon  his  back. 
And  the  sisters  drew  deep  breaths  of  the 
soft  spring  air  and  looked  with  placid  faces 
and  smiling  eyes  away  at  undulating  fields 
and  thatched  farm-houses,  at  little  copses 
and  grassy  knolls.  For  a  very  long  time 
there  was  this  smiling  silence  ;  then 
Catherine  broke  forth  into  rippling 
laughter,  and,  straightening  herself, 
dropped  the  reins  and  clasped  her  hands. 

**  My  God !  what  it  is  to  enjoy — really 
to  enjoy ! " 

Helen  laughed  softly  and  bowed  her  face 
over  the  lilies. 

**  Let  us  be  infantine,"  she  said  at  last. 
"  Do  you  remember  how  we  used  to  sit  on 
the  nursery  window-seat  just  before  bed- 
time and  plan  what  we  would  do  if  we  had 
a  whole  sovereign  ?  I  remember  I  always 
set  aside,  mentally,  threepence  for  that 
gipsy  -  boy  who  helped  me  over  the 
bramble-hedge  and  called  me  *  my  Lady  * 
when  I  was  caught  by  Jane  and  led  home 
to  be  punished.  It  was  so  large-hearted 
of  him  to  be  tender  of  my  dignity  under 
such  humiliating  circumstances.  But  what 
would  you  do  if  you  had  a  thousand  pounds 
a  year  ?  " 

**  I  believe,"  answered  Catherine  slowly, 
*'  that  if,  when  I  reached  our  rooms  this 
evening,  I  was  told  that  I  had  a  thousand 
pounds  a  year,  I  should  just  do  as  I  have 
arranged   to   do — for   a   little   while.      It 


would  be  such  a  glorious  feeling  to  work 
on,  knowing  all  the  time  that  by  speaking 
half-a-dozen  words  I  could  change  the 
whole  aspect  of  my  life." 

"  H*m.  Well,  I  fancy  if  the  fortune 
were  mine  I  should  just  hire  this  pony  and 
cart  for  a  week,  and  drive,  and  drive,  and 
drive  till  I  had  grown  accustomed  to  the 
thought  of  gold  and  could  meet  my  fellow- 
creatures  without  shouting  aloud  for  joy. 
And  I  really  could  not  allow  you  to  carry 
out  your  old  plans,  for  I  should  need  you 
to  sit  beside  me  and  hold  the  reins.  And, 
do  you  know — when  the  first  wild  delirium 
of  wealth  had  subsided  somewhat,  I 
think  —  I  should  actually  descend  to 
dressing  well." 

Catherine  laughed.  "  I  think  you 
would,"  she  agreed.  **  I  am  not  certain  I 
should  not  do  the  same.  Furs,  my  dear, 
to  keep  off  future  chilblains.  Never 
another  chilblain  if  wealth  could  stave  it 
off." 

"  I  would  sit  before  a  blazing  fire,  reck- 
lessly piling  on  fuel  and  thinking  of  the 
days  when  we  were  forced  to  go  to  bed  to 
restore  our  circulation ;  only  the  weather 
at  present  would  make  it  a  painful 
pleasure." 

**  I  think  I  would  be  very  charitable." 

"  Yes,  I  believe  everyone  intends  to  be 
charitable  with  dream-money ;  it  is  the 
real  coin  which  schools  one  in  economy." 

'*  I  am  sure  I  could  never  forget." 

"  No,  you  would  not  forget,  you  would 
argue.     Possessions  breed  conservatism." 

**Itell  you  I  would  be  charitable," 
declared  Catherine. 

*'Well,  perhaps  so,  for  I  should  be  near 
you  as  a  reminder." 

'*  You  would  be  rich  too." 

"  I  did  not  say  a  thousand  a  year  each." 

**  Oh,  but  while  we  are  imagining  wc 
mav  as  well  have  two  as  one." 

"Just  as  you  like,  dear.  How  soon  we 
accustom  ourselves  to  wealth  !  " 

A  soft  breeze  blew  across  the  land  when 
the  summit  of  the  hill  was  reached  ;  the 
sun  shone  on  all  the  quivering  leaves,  and 
turned  them  metal-bright ;  the  scent  of 
young  greenness  was  in  the  air,  and  white 
butterflies  coquetted  by  the  hedges.  Then 
came  another  hill,  long  and  steep,  and  the 
face  of  the  country  changed  as  the  roan 
pony  mounted  higher  and  higher ;  the  leafy 
hedges  gave  place  to  grassy  banks,  the 
patches  of  wood  to  stretches  of  common, 
the  budding  trees  to  bushes  of  sturdy 
gorse,  scenting  the  land  with  their  golden 
blossoms. 

"This  is  new  life,"  murmured  Helen  as 
they  reached  the  top  at  last,  and  beheld 
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one  great  stretch  of  moorland  dotted  with 
lichened  boulders,  and  felt  the  baby  breeze 
shoot  mto  manhood  as  a  balmy  wind. 
"Drive  slowly  here,  for  this  is  glorious. 
We  must  not  live  it  through  too  quickly. 
There  is  but  one  crumpled  roseleaf,"  she 
added,  after  a  pause.  "  I  am  hungry.  I 
like  being  hungry,  but  I  also  like  some 
hope  of  its  satisfaction.  Hunger  just  now 
is  too  painful  to  my  memory  to  be  treated 
of  in  a  flippant  manner." 

But  in  time  they  came  unto  a  farm 
where  a  man  of  cheerful  visage  and 
corduroy  garments  leaned  upon  his  gate 
and  watched  them. 

"  This  man  must  be  our  directing-post,*' 
said  Helen.  **  There  is  no  other.  Stop 
the  pony." 

So  Catherine  reined  in  her  little  steed 
beside  the  gate. 

"  Can  you  tell  me  the  way  to  the  nearest 
inn  ?  "  asked  Helen. 

"There's  no  inn  near  here,  Miss," 
replied  the  man,  touching  his  cap  and 
smiling  regret  for  the  poorness  of  his 
information. 

"  How  much  farther  ?  "  she  inquired. 

"  A  matter  of  three  miles  along  the  main 
road." 

"  Oh  !  and  I  am  so  hungry !  " 

"  Ah,  Miss,  there  *s  a  lot  of  folks  took 
hungry  after  crossing  they  downs  ;  but  my 
wife  is  always  pleased  to  supply  'em  with 
something  to  eat  if  they  *ve  a  mind  to  stop 
here." 

"  Could  she  get  us  a  little  lunch,  do  you 
think  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Miss.  You  drive  the  pony  round 
to  the  yard  after  me,  and  we  '11  soon  cure 
the  hunger." 

"  Bless  that  man ! "  said  Helen  to 
Catherine,  "  bless  his  cheerful  face  and  his 
sympathising  interior ! " 

In  the  best  kitchen  of  the  farm  the 
sisters  sat  and  looked  with  happy  eyes  on 
the  quivering  shafts  of  light  which  the  sun 
sent  through  the  open  door  along  the  blue 
stone  floor,  and  on  the  rows  of  brass 
weights  and  copper  skillets  on  the  high 
chimneypiece,  on  the  long  deal  table  too, 
white  with  scrubbing-brush  achievements, 
on  the  japanned  tea-trays,  on  the  rows  of 
delf  and  china  adorning  the  dressers,  and 
on  the  bursting  fig-tree  where  it  framed  the 
window;  while  the  ham  could  be  heard 
frizzling  in  the  work-a-day  kitchen  hard 
by,  and  the  foreknowledge  of  it  came 
wafting  in  to  them  through  the  open  door, 
as  the  farmer's  wife  went  to  and  fro  to 
speak  in  hopeful  tones  and  set  the  table 
for  the  meal. 

Such  a  meal  it  was!     Ham  and  eggs» 


flanked  on  either  side  by  golden-biowa 
mounds  of  crisp  potato-slices ;  goose- 
berry-tart and  cream,  and  honey  m  the 
comb ;  home-made  bread  and  butter, 
with  preserves  of  deep-red  damsons ;  and 
a  shining  metal  teapot  of  good  black  tea 
to  follow. 

"  For  the  spending  of  my  money, 
champagne  and  French-named  dishes  had 
occurred  to  me,"  said  Helen.  "But  I 
prefer  this." 

And  they  sat  in  their  Arcadia  and  ate  of 
their  feast. 

"  Cream  and  honey  is  food  for  the  gods," 
remarked  Catherine. 

"  I  find  it  good  enough  for  me,"  mused 
Helen  aloud. 

So  they  dallied  in  their  i>aradise,  while 
the  little  roan  pony  crunched  com  and 
young  carrots  in  the  roomy  stable  outside, 
and  found  that  also  very  godlike  food. 

**  And  what  are  we  in  your  debt  ?"  asked 
Helen  when  they  had  gossipped  awhile 
with  the  farmer  and  his  buxom  wife,  and 
had  thanked  them  for  the  happiness  which 
they  had  provided. 

For  answer  the  farmer  took  her  to  the 
window  and  waved  his  hand  across  his 
garden.  **  Do  you  see  that  row  of  saplings 
yonder  facing  towards  my  door  ?  " 

'*  I  do,"  said  Helen. 

**  Well,  Miss,  that 's  my  pride.  I  want  to 
see  that  little  row  grow  into  a  grand  avenue 
stretching  to  my  door.  God  has  put  into 
my  heart  a  love  for  trees,  same  as  some 
pe()i)le  have  for  jewels  or  money ;  but  I 
am  only  a  working  farmer,  and  I  can't  buy 
an  avenue.  When  folks  come  hungry  off 
the  downs  and  ask  the  wav  to  the  inn, 
which  they  mostly  do,  I  ask  'em  to  eat  at 
my  table,  and  they  're  welcome ;  but  when 
they  ask  me  for  the  bill  I  say  there  is  no 
bill ;  but  1  show  'em  that  avenue  and  tell 
'em  if  they  '11  help  me  towards  the  buying 
of  another  tree  I  '11  be  grateful.  I  say  the 
same  to  you.  Miss." 

**  I  think  you  are  a  good  and  a  wonder- 
ful man,"  said  Helen.  "  I,  too,  love  trees. 
When  you  plant  the  next  sapling  think  of 
the  two  girls  who  came  to  you  hungr}'  on 
this  spring  day,  and  wish  them  well."  And 
she  placed  one  of  her  gold  pieces  in  his 
hand. 

"  Half  a  soverin'.  Miss!  you've *' 

"  No,  I  've  not  made  a  mistake,"  laughed 
Helen  ;  **  to-day  I  am  rich,  and  I  told  you 
that  I  too  love  trees." 

As  the  roan  pony  trotted  down  the  lane 
Helen  laughed  again  :  "  That  stable- 
bo/s  eyes  are  enlarged  to  the  size  of 
happiness." 

"  Why  .^"  asked  Catherine 
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"  Five  shillings  stretched  them ;  that  is 
a  pleasing  form  of  atropine." 

"  Five  shillings  for  a  little  stable-boy," 
said  Catherine.  "  I  am  glad  you  did  it. 
Last  week  1  would  joyfully  have  harnessed 
a  circus  troupe  for  five  shillings." 


fate.  I  cannot  break  them  of  my  own  weak 
will;  let  them  stand  till  they  fall  away  of 
themselves  ;  there  is  a  vast  deal  of  happi- 
ness within  the  cage." 

The   shadows    lengthened    still    more, 
and   the  pony's  steps   quickened  to  keep 


•'  Opportunity  is  everything,"  remarked 
Helen. 

By  this  time  the  freshness  of  the  morn- 
ing had  given  place  to  the  warmer,  sleepy 
air  of  the  afternoon,  and  the  shadows 
lengthened  across  the  roads.  A  great 
peace  settled  on  the  hearts  of  the  sisters, 
and  they  drove  on  in  silence. 

"  I  think  I  will  never  worry  again,"  said 
Catherine  softly,  at  last. 

"  No,"  murmured  Helen,  '•  I  will  never 
again  beat  my  heart  against  the  bars  of 


pace  with  the  joy  of  his  heart,  for  he  was 
on  his  homeward  way. 

"  There  will  be  a  grand  sunset  this 
evening,"  said  Helen. 

"  Yes,  we  will  watch — ah  !  not  we " 

"Hush,  dear.  Do  not  speak  of  it  yet; 
there  is  half  an  hour  more." 

When  the  little  roan  pony  clattered  into 
its  stable-yard,  the  half-hour  was  almost 

"  bid  he  go  well,  Miss.-" 
"Splendidly, "said  Catherine  with  asmile. 


50I  THE    LAST   DRIVE. 

"  I  hope  we  may  meet  him  again  some  "  we   have   had    an    eight   hours'    day   of 

day."   said  Helen.      "  Let  me  see — eight  unmixed    pleasure  ;    we  have  met  a  man 

shillings  for  the  cart,  and Oh,  take  whose   love  for  trees  is  greater  than  his 

the  change  I  have  left."    And  she  emptied  worldly  wisdom,  and  we  have  overpaid  two 


her   purse   into   the  youth's 
hands. 

"  Oh,  Miss !  Thank  you — thank 
I'm  sure,"  said  the  youth,  with  he 
gratitude 
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new  sensation.  If  we  meet  again  we  will 
live  this  day  again — and  we  will  look  upon 
our  sapling.  Don't  forget  —  the  sunset 
to-night.     (Jood-bye,  Catherine." 
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FROM    THE    MEMOIRS    OF   A    MINISTER    OF   FRANCE. 

By     STANLEY     J.     WEYMAN. 
AT   FONTAINEBLEAU. 


XHE  passion  which  Henry  still  felt  for 
Madame  de  Condd,  and  which  her 
from  the  country  was  far  from 
assuaging,  had  a  great  share  in  putting 
him  upon  the  immediate  execution  of  the 
designs  we  had  so  long  prepared.  Look- 
ing to  find  in  the  stir  and  bustle  of  a 
German  campaign  that  relief  of  mind 
which  the  Court  could  no  longer  afford 
him,  he  discovered  in  the  unhoped-for 
wealth  of  his  treasury  an  additional  excite- 
ment, and  now  waited  only  for  the  open- 
ing of  spring  and  the  Queen's  coronation 
to  remove  the  last  obstacles  that  kept  him 
from  the  field. 

Nevertheless,  relying  on  my  assurances 
that  all  things  were  ready,  and  persuaded 
that  the  more  easy  he  showed  himself  the 
less  prepared  would  he  find  the  enemy,  he 
made  no  change  in  his  habits ;  but  in 
March  1610  went,  as  usual,  to  Fontaine- 
bleau,  where  he  diverted  himself  with 
hunting.  It  was  during  this  visit  that  the 
Court  credited  him  with  seeing — I  think, 
on  the  Friday  before  the  Feast  of  the 
Virgin — the  Great  Huntsman  ;  and  even 
went  so  far  as  to  specify  the  part  of  the 
forest  in  which  he  came  upon  it,  and  the 
form — that  of  a  gigantic  black  horseman 
surrounded  by  hounds — which  it  assumed. 
The  spectre  had  not  been  seen  since  the 
year  1598  ;  nevertheless,  the  story  spread 
widely,  those  who  whispered  it  citing  in 
its  support  not  only  the  remarkable  agita- 
tion into  which  the  Queen  fell  publicly  on 
the  evening  of  that  day,  but  also  some 
strange  particulars  that  attended  the  King's 
return  from  the  forest ;  and,  being  taken 
up  and  repeated,  and  confirmed,  as  many 
thought,  by  the  unhappy  sequence  of  his 
death,  the  fable  found,  a  little  later,  almost 
universal  credence,  so  that  it  may  now  be 
found  even  in  books. 

As  it  happened,  however,  I  was  that  day 
at  Fontainebleau,  and  hunted  with  the 
King ;  and,  favoured  both  by  chance  and 
the  confidence  with  which  my  master 
never  failed  to  honour  me,  am  able  not 
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only  to  refute  this  story,  but  to  narrate 
the  actual  facts  from  which  it  took  its  rise. 
And  though  there  are  some,  I  know,  who 
boast  that  they  had  the  tale  from  the 
King's  own  mouth,  I  undertake  to  prove 
either  that  they  are  romancers  who  seek 
to  add  an  inch  to  their  stature,  or  dull 
fellows  who  placed  their  own  interpreta- 
tion on  the  hasty  words  he  vouchsafed 
such  chatterers. 

As  a  fact,  the  King,  on  that  day  wishing 
to  discuss  with  me  the  preparations  for  the 
Queen's  entry,  bade  me  keep  close  to  him, 
since  he  had  more  inclination  for  my 
company  than  the  chase.  But  the  crowd 
that  attended  him  was  so  large,  the  day 
being  fine  and  warm  —  and  comprised, 
besides,  so  many  ladies,  whose  badinage 
and  gaiety  he  could  never  forego — that  I 
found  him  insensibly  drawn  from  me. 
Far  from  being  displeased,  I  was  glad  to 
see  him  forget  the  moodiness  which  had 
of  late  oppressed  him  ;  and  beyond  keep- 
ing within  sight  of  him,  gave  up,  for  the 
time,  all  thought  of  affairs,  and  found  in 
the  beauty  of  the  spectacle  sufficient  com- 
pensation. The  bright  dresses  and  waving 
feathers  of  the  party  showed  to  the  greatest 
advantage,  as  the  long  cavalcade  wound 
through  the  heather  and  rocks  of  the 
valley  below  the  Apremonts  ;  and  whether 
I  looked  to  front  or  rear — on  the  hunts- 
men, with  their  great  horns,  or  the  hounds 
straining  in  the  leashes — I  was  equally 
charmed  with  a  sight  at  once  joyous  and 
gallant,  and  one  to  which  the  calls  of  duty 
had  of  late  made  me  a  stranger. 

On  a  sudden  a  quarry  was  started,  and 
the  company,  galloping  off  pell-mell,  with 
a  merry  burst  of  music,  were  in  a  moment 
dispersed,  some  taking  this  track,  and 
others  that,  through  the  rocks  and  debris 
that  make  that  part  of  the  forest  difiicult. 
Singling  out  the  King,  I  kept  as  near  him 
as  possible  until  the  chase  led  us  into  the 
Apremont  coverts,  where,  the  trees  grow- 
ing thickly,  and  the  rides  cut  through 
them   being  intricate,    I   lost    him  for  a 
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while.  Again,  however,  I  caught  sight  of 
him  flying  down  a  ride  bordered  by  dark- 
green  box-trees,  against  which  his  white 
hunting-coat  showed  vividly  ;  but  now  he 
was  alone,  and  riding  in  a  direction  which 
each  moment  carried  him  farther  from  the 
line  of  the  chase,  and  entangled  him  more 
deeply  in  the  forest. 

Supposing  that  he  had  made  a  bad  cast 
and  was  in  error,  J  dashed  the  spurs  into 
my  horse,  and  galloped  after  him  ;  then, 
finding  that  he  still  held  his  own,  and 
that  I  did  not  overtake  him,  but  that,  on 
the  contrary,  he  was  riding  at  the  top  of 
his  speed,  I  called  to  him.  *'  You  are  in 
error.  Sire,  I  think!"  I  cried.  "The 
hounds  are  the  other  way  !  " 

He  heard,  for  he  raised  his  hand,  and, 
without  turning  his  head,  made  me  a 
sign,  but  whether  of  assent  or  denial,  I 
could  not  tell.  And  he  still  held  on  his 
course.  Then,  for  a  moment,  J  fancied 
that  his  horse  had  got  the  better  of  him, 
and  was  running  away  ;  but  no  sooner  had 
the  thought  occurred  to  me  than  J  saw 
that  he  was  spurring  it,  and  exciting  it  to 
its  utmost  speed,  so  that  we  reached  the 
end  of  that  ride,  and  rushed  through 
another  and  still  another,  always  making, 
I  did  not  fail  to  note,  for  the  most  retired 
part  of  the  forest. 

We  had  proceeded  in  this  way  about  a 
mile,  and  the  sound  of  the  hunt  had  quite 
died  away  behind  us,  and  I  was  beginning 
to  chafe,  as  well  as  marvel,  at  conduct  so 
singular,  when  at  last  I  saw  that  he  was 
slackening  his  pace.  My  horse,  which 
was  on  the  point  of  failing,  began,  in  turn, 
to  overhaul  his,  while  I  looked  out  with 
sharpened  curiosity  for  the  object  of 
pursuit.  J  could  see  nothing,  however, 
and  no  one  ;  and  had  just  satisfied  myself 
that  this  was  one  of  the  droll  freaks  in 
which  he  would  sometimes  indulge,  and 
that  in  a  second  or  two  he  would  turn  and 
laugh  at  my  discomfiture,  when,  on  a 
sudden,  with  a  final  pull  at  the  reins,  he 
did  turn,  and  showed  me  a  face  flushed 
with  passion  and  chagrin. 

I  was  so  taken  aback  that  I  cried  out. 
'*  Mon  Dieu  !  Sire,"  I  said.  *'  What  is  it  } 
What  is  the  matter  .?  " 

**  Matter  enough  !  "  he  cried,  with  an 
oath.  And  on  that,  halting  his  horse,  he 
looked  at  me  as  if  he  would  read  my 
heart.  *'  Ventre  de  St,  Gris  !  "  he  said  in  a 
voice  that  made  me  tremble  ;  **  if  I  were 
sure  that  there  was  no  mistake,  I  would — 
I  would  never  see  your  face  again." 

I  uttered  an  exclamation. 

**  Have  you  not  deceived  me.'^"  quoth  he. 

**  Oh,     Sire,     I     am     weary    of    these 


suspicions ! "  I  answered,  affecting  an 
indifference  I  did  not  feel.  "If  your 
Majesty  does  not " 

But  he  cut  me  short.  **  Answer  me  !  " 
he  said  harshly,  his  mouth  working  in  his 
beard  and  his  eyes  gleaming  with  excite- 
ment.    **  Have  you  not  deceived  me  }''* 

*'  No,  Sire,"  I  said. 

*'  Yet  you  have  told  me  day  by  day  that 
Madame  de  Cond6  remained  in  Brussels.^" 

*'  Certainly." 

**  And  you  still  say  so  7  " 

**  Most  certainly !  "  I  answered  firmly, 
beginning  to  think  that  his  passion  had 
turned  his  brain.  **  I  had  dispatches  to 
that  effect  this  morning." 

''Of  what  date.?" 

**  Three  days  gone.  The  courier  travelled 
night  and  day." 

*'  They  may  be  true,  and  still  she  may  be 
here  to-day  "t "  he  said,  staring  at  me. 

"  Impossible,  Sire." 

"  But,  man,  I  have  just  seen  her!  "  he 
cried  impatiently. 

"Madame  de  Cond6  .?  " 

**  Yes,  Madame  de  Cond6,  or  I  am  a 
madman  !  "  Henr}'  answered,  speaking  a 
little  more  moderately.  "I  saw  her  gallop 
out  of  the  patch  of  rocks  at  the  end  of  the 
Dormoir — where  the  trees  begin.  She  did 
not  heed  the  line  of  the  hounds,  but  turned 
straight  down  the  boxwood  ride  ;  and  after 
that  led  as  I  followed.  Did  you  not  see 
her  }  " 

**  No,  Sire,"  I  said,  inexpressibly 
alarmed — I  could  take  it  for  nothing  but 
fantasy — "  I  saw  no  one." 

"  And  I  saw  her  as  clearly  as  I  see  you," 
he  answered.  "  She  wore  the  yellow 
ostrich-feather  she  wore  last  year,  and  rode 
her  favourite  chestnut  horse  with  a  white 
stocking.  But  I  could  have  sworn  to  her 
by  her  figure  alone ;  and  she  waved  her 
hand  to  me  " 

*'  But,  Sire,  out  of  the  many  ladies  riding 
to-day " 

"There  is  no  lady  wearing  a  yellow 
feather !  "  he  answered  passionately.  "  And 
the  horse !  And  I  knew  her,  man  ! 
Besides,  she  waved  to  me.  And,  for  the 
others — why  should  they  turn  from  the 
hunt  and  take  to  the  woods  } " 

I  could  not  answer  this,  but  I  looked  at 
him  in  fear  ;  for,  as  it  was  impossible  that 
the  Princesse  de  Cond6  could  be  here,  I 
saw  no  alternative  but  to  think  him  smitten 
with  madness.  The  extravagance  of  the 
passion  which  he  had  entertained  for  her 
and  the  wrath  into  which  the  news  of  her 
flight  with  her  young  husband  had  thrown 
him,  to  say  nothing  of  the  depression 
under  which  he  had  since  suffered,  rendered 
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the  idea  not  so  unlikely  as  it  now 
seems.  At  any  rate,  I  was  driven  for  a 
moment  to  entertain  it ;  and  gazed  at  him 
in  silence,  a  prey  to  the  most  dreadful 
apprehensions. 

\Ve  stood  in  a  narrow  ride  bordered  by 


He  pointed  to  the  ground.  "  We  are 
right !  "  he  said.  "  There  are  her  tracks  1 
Come  !     We  will  overtake  her  yet !  " 

1  looked  and  saw  the  fresh  prints  of  a 
horse's  shoes,  and  felt  a  great  weight  roll 
off  mv  mind,   for  at  least  he  had  seen 


evergreens,  with  which  lliat  part  of  the 
forest  is  planted  ;  and,  but  for  the  songs 
of  the  birds,  the  stillness  would  have  been 
absolute.  On  a  sudden  the  King  removed 
his  eyes  from  me,  and,  walking  his  horse 
a  pace  or  two  along  the  ride.  Uttered  a  ciy 
-of  joy. 
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no  longer  hesitated  to  fall  in 
with  his  humour,  but,  riding  after  him, 
kept  at  his  elbow  until  he  reached  the  end 
of  the  ride.  Here  a  vista  opening  right 
and  left,  and  the  ground  being  hard  and 
free  from  tracks,  we  stood  at  a  loss,  until 
the  King,  whose   eyesight  was  always  of 
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the  keenest,  uttered  an  exclamation  and 
started  from  me  at  a  gallop. 

I  followed  more  slowly,  and  saw  him 
dismount  and  pick  up  a  glove,  which  even 
at  that  distance  he  had  discerned  lying  in 
the  middle  of  one  of  the  paths.  He  cried, 
with  a  flushed  face,  that  it  was  Madame  de 
Condi's  ;  and  added  ;  **  It  has  her  per- 
fume— her  perfume,  which  no  one  else 
uses ! " 

I  confess  that  this  so  staggered  me  that 
I  knew  not  what  to  think  ;  but  between 
sorrow  at  seeing  my  master  so  infatuated 
and  bewilderment  at  a  riddle  that  grew 
each  moment  more  perplexing,  I  sat 
gaping  at  Henry  like  a  man  without 
counsel.  However,  at  the  moment  he 
needed  none,  but,  getting  to  his  saddle  as 
quickly  as  he  could,  he  began  again  to 
follow  the  tracks  of  the  horse's  feet,  which 
here  were  visible,  the  path  running  through 
a  beech  wood.  The  branches  were  still 
bare,  and  the  shining  trunks  stood  up  like 
pillars,  the  ground  about  them  being  soft. 
We  followed  the  prints  through  this  wood 
for  a  mile  and  a  half  or  more,  and  then, 
with  a  cry,  the  King  darted  from  me,  and 
in  an  instant  was  racing  through  the  wood 
at  break-neck  speed. 

I  had  a  glimpse  of  a  woman  flying  far 
ahead  of  us  ;  and  now  hidden  from  us  by 
the  trunks  and  now  disclosed ;  and  could 
even  see  enough  to  determine  that  she 
wore  a  yellow  featlier  drooping  from  her 
hat,  and  was  in  figure  not  unlike  the 
Princess.  But  that  was  all ;  for,  once 
started,  the  inequalities  of  the  ground 
drew  my  eyes  from  the  flying  form  and, 
losing  it,  I  could  not  again  recover  it.  On 
the  contrary,  it  was  all  I  could  do  to  keep 
up  with  the  King  ;  and  of  the  speed  at 
which  the  woman  was  riding  could  best 
judge  by  the  fact  that  in  less  than  five 
minutes  he  too  pulled  up  with  a  gesture 
of  despair,  and  waited  for  me  to  come 
abreast  of  him. 

"  You  saw  her  ?  "  he  said,  his  face  grim, 
and  with  something  of  suspicion  lurking 
in  it. 

**  Yes,  Sire,"  I  answered,  **  I  saw  a 
woman,  and  a  woman  with  a  yellow 
feather;  but  whether  it  was  the  Prin- 
cess  " 

••  It  was  !  "  he  said.  "  If  not,  why 
should  she  flee  from  us  ?  '* 

To  that,  again,  I  had  not  a  word  to  say, 
and  for  a  moment  we  rode  in  silence. 
Observing,  however,  that  this  last  turn  had 
brought  us  far  on  the  way  home,  I  called 
the  King's  attention  to  this  ;  but  he  had 
sunk  into  a  fit  of  gloomy  abstraction,  and 
rode  along  with  his  eyes  on  the  ground. 


We  proceeded  thus  until  the  slender  path 
we  followed  brought  us  into  the  great  road 
that  leads  through  the  forest  to  the  kennels 
and  the  new  canal. 

Here  I  asked  him  if  he  would  not 
return  to  the  chase,  as  the  day  was  still 
young. 

**  Mon  Dieu,  no  !  "  he  answered  passion- 
ately. **  I  have  other  work  to  do.  Hark 
ye,  M.  le  Due,  do  you  still  think  that  she 
is  in  Brussels  ?  ** 

"  I  swear  that  she  was  there  three  days 
ago.  Sire ! " 

**  And  you  are  not  deceiving  me ! 
If  it  be  so,  God  forgive  you,  for  I  shall 
not ! " 

"  It  is  no  trick  of  mine.  Sire,"  I  answered 
firmly. 

"  Trick  ?  "  he  cried,  with  a  flash  of  his 
eyes.  *'  A  trick,  you  say  ?  No,  ventre  de 
St.  Gris !  There  is  no  man  in  France 
dare  trick  me  so  !  " 

I  did  not  contradict  him — the  rather  as 
we  were  now  close  to  the  kennels,  and  I 
was  anxious  to  allay  his  excitement,  that  it 
might  not  be  detected  by  the  keen  eyes 
that  lay  in  wait  for  us,  and  so  add  to  the 
gossip  to  which  his  early  return  must 
give  rise.  I  hoped  that  at  that  hour  he 
might  enter  unperceived,  by  way  of  the 
kennels  and  the  little  staircase  ;  but  in  this 
I  was  disappointed,  the  beauty  of  the  day 
having  tempted  a  number  of  ladies  and 
others  who  had  not  hunted  to  the  terrace 
by  the  canal,  whence,  walking  up  and 
down,  their  fans  and  petticoats  fluttering 
in  the  sunshine,  and  their  laughter  and 
chatter  filling  the  air,  they  were  able  to 
watch  our  approach  at  their  leisure. 

Unfortunately,  Henr}'  had  no  longer  the 
patience  and  self-control  needful  for  such 
a  rencontre.  He  dismounted  with  a  dark 
and  peevish  air,  and,  heedless  of  the 
staring,  bowing  throng,  strode  up  the 
steps.  Two  or  three  who  stood  high  in 
favour  put  themselves  forward  to  catch  a 
smile  or  a  word,  but  he  vouchsafed  neither. 
He  walked  through  them  with  a  sour  air, 
and  entered  the  chateau  with  a  precipitation 
that  left  all  tongues  wagging. 

To  add  to  the  misfortune,  something — I 
forget  what — detained  me  a  moment,  and 
that  cost  us  dear.  Before  I  could  cross  the 
terrace,  Concini,  the  Italian,  came  up,  and, 
saluting  me,  said  that  the  Queen  desired 
to  speak  to  me. 

*'  The  Queen  .^"  I  said  doubtfully,  fore- 
seeing trouble. 

**  She  is  waiting  at  the  gate  of  the  farther 
court,"  he  answered  politely,  his  keen  black 
eyes  reverting  with  eager  curiosity  to  the 
door  by  which  the  King  had  disappeared. 
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I  could  not  refuse,  and  went  to  her. 
**The  King  has  returned  early,  M.  le 
Due  ?  "  she  said. 

'*  Yes,  Madame,**  I  answered.  **  He 
had  a  fancy  to  discuss  affairs  to-day,  and 
we  lost  the  hounds." 

**  Together  ?  ** 

**  I  had  the  honour,  Madame.'* 

**  You  do  not  seem  to  have  agreed  very 
well  ?  "  she  said,  smiling. 

**  Madame,**  I  answered  bluntly,  **  his 
Majesty  has  no  more  faithful  servant,  but 
we  do  not  always  agree.'* 

She  raised  her  hand,  and,  with  a  slight 
gesture,  bade  her  ladies  stand  back,  while 
her  face  lost  its  expression  of  good  temper, 
and  grew  sharp  and  dark.  "Was  it  about 
the  Cond^  ? "  she  said,  in  a  low,  grating 
voice. 

*'  No,  Madame,"  I  answered ;  "it  was 
about  certain  provisions.  The  King's  ear 
had  been  grossly  abused,  and  his  Alajesty 
led  to  believe " 

"  Faugh  !  **  she  cried,  with  a  wave  of 
contempt,  "  that  is  an  old  story !  I  am 
sick  of  it.     Is  she  still  at  Brussels  }  " 

"  Still,  Madame." 

**  Then  see  that  she  stops  there  !  "  her 
Majesty  retorted,  with  a  meaning  look. 

And  with  that  she  dismissed  me,  and  I 
went  into  the  chateau.  I  proposed  to 
rejoin  the  King ;  but,  to  my  chagrin,  I 
found,  when  I  reached  the  closet,  that  he 
had  already  sent  for  Varennes,  and  was 
shut  up  with  him.  I  went  back  to  my 
rooms,  therefore,  and,  after  changing  my 
hunting-suit  and  transacting  some  neces- 
sary business,  sat  down  to  dinner  with 
Nicholas,  the  King's  secretary,  a  man 
fond  of  the  table,  whom  I  often  enter- 
tained. He  kept  me  in  talk  until  the 
afternoon  was  well  advanced,  and  we  were 
still  at  table  when  Maignan  appeared  and 
told  me  that  the  King  had  sent  for  me. 

"  I  will  go,**  I  said,  rising. 

**  He  is  with  the  Queen,  your  Excel- 
lency,** he  continued. 

This  somewhat  surprised  me,  but  I 
thought  no  evil ;  and,  finding  one  of  the 
Queen*s  Italian  pages  at  the  door  waiting 
to  conduct  me,  I  followed  him  across  the 
court  that  lay  between  my  lodgings  and 
her  apartments.  Two  or  three  of  the 
King*s  gentlemen  were  in  the  anteroom 
when  I  arrived,  and  Varennes,  who  was 
standing  by  one  of  the  fireplaces  toying 
with  a  hound,  made  me  a  face  of  dismay ; 
he  could  not  speak  owing  to  the  company. 

Still,  this,  in  a  degree,  prepared  me  for 
the  scene  in  the  chamber,  where  I  found 
the  Queen  storming  up  and  down  the 
room,  while  the  King,  still  in  his  hunting- 


dress,  sat  on  a  low  chair  by  the  fire, 
apparently  drying  his  boots.  Mademoiselle 
Galigai,  the  Queen*s  waiting-woman,  stood 
in  the  background  ;  but  more  than  this  i 
had  not  time  to  obser\-e,  for,  before  I  had 
reached  the  middle  of  the  floor,  the  Queen 
turned  on  me,  and  began  to  abuse  me  with 
a  vehemence  which  fairly  shocked  me. 

"  And  you  !  **  she  cried,  "  who  speak  so 
slow  and  look  so  solemn,  and  all  the  time 
do  his  dirty  work  like  the  meanest  cook 
he  has  ennobled  !  It  is  well  you  are  here ! 
Enfin,  you  are  found  out — you  and  your 
provisions  !  Your  provisions,  of  which 
you  talked  in  the  wood  !  " 

"  Mon  Dieu!  '*  the  King  groaned  ;  "  give 
me  patience ! " 

"  He  has  given  me  patience  these  ten 
years,  Sire !  '*  she  retorted  passionately. 
"  Patience  to  see  myself  flouted  by  your 
favourites,  insulted  and  displaced  and  set 
aside  !  But  this  is  too  much  !  It  was 
enough  that  you  made  yourself  the  laugh- 
ing-stock of  France  once  with  this  madame! 
I  will  not  have  it  again — no  :  though  twenty 
of  your  counsellors  frown  at  me  !  " 

"  Your  Majesty  seems  displeased,"  I 
said  ;  "  but  as  I  am  quite  in  the  dark '* 

"Liar!**  she  cried,  giving  way  to  her 
fury.  **  When  you  were  with  her  this 
morning !  W'hen  you  saw  her !  When 
you  stooped  to " 

"Madame,"  the  King  said  sternly,  "if 
you  forget  yourself,  be  good  enough  to 
remember  that  you  are  speaking  to 
French  gentlemen,  not  to  traders  of 
Florence." 

She  sneered.  "  You  think  to  wound  me 
by  that ! "  she  cried,  breathing  quickly. 
"  But  I  have  my  grandfather's  blood  in 
me.  Sire,  and  no  King  of  France ** 

"  One  King  of  France  will  presently 
make  your  uncle  of  that  blood  sing  small,** 
the  King  answered  viciously.  "  So  much 
for  that ;  and  for  the  rest,  sweetheart, 
softly,  softly.'* 

"Oh!"  she  cried,  "I  will  go.  I  will 
not  stay  to  be  outraged  by  that  woman's 
presence." 

I  had  now  an  inkling  what  was  the 
matter:  and  discerning  that  the  quarrel 
was  a  more  serious  matter  than  their 
every-day  bickerings,  and  threatened  to 
go  to  lengths  that  might  end  in  disaster,  I 
ignored  the  insult  her  Majesty  had  flung 
at  me,  and  entreated  her  to  be  calm.  **  If 
I  understand  aright,  Madame,"  I  said, 
"you  have  some  grievance  against  his 
Majesty.  Of  that  I  know  nothing.  But  I 
also  understand  that  you  allege  something 
against  me ;  and  it  is  to  speak  to  that, 
I    presume,   that    I   am    summoned.      \i 
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you  will   deign    to  put  the  matter    into 
words " 

"  Words  ! "  she  cried.  **  You  have 
words  enough.  But  get  out  of  this, 
Master  Grave- Airs,  if  you  can.  Did  you, 
or  did  you  not,  tell  me  this  morning  that 
the  Princess  of  Cond6  was  in  Brussels  ?  ** 

"  I  did,  Madame.'' 

"Although  half-an-hour  before  you 
had  seen  her,  you  had  talked  with  her, 
you  had  been  with  her  in  the  forest  ?  " 

*'  But  I  had  not,  Madame." 

"  What  ? "  she  cried,  staring  at  me, 
surprised,  doubtless,  that  I  manifested  no 
confusion.  "  Do  you  say  you  did  not  see 
her?" 

"  I  did  not." 

"  Nor  the  King  ?  " 

"  The  King,  Madame,  cannot  have  seen 
her  this  morning,"  I  said,  *'  because  he  is 
here  and  she  is  in  Brussels." 

**  You  persist  in  that  ?  " 

"  Certainly  !  "  I  said.  **  Besides, 
Madame,"  I  continued,  **  I  have  no  doubt 
that  the  King  has  given  you  his  word " 

"  His  word  is  good  for  everyone  but  his 
wife  I  "  she  answered  bitterly.  *'  And  for 
yours,  M.  le  Due,  I  will  show  you  what  it 
is  worth.     Mademoiselle,  call " 

**  Nay,  Madame  !  "  I  said,  interrupting 
her  with  spirit,  **  if  you  are  going  to  call 
your  household  to  contradict  me " 

**  But  I  am  not !  "  she  cried  in  a  voice 
of  triumph  that,  for  the  moment,  dis- 
concerted me.  **  Mademoiselle,  send  to 
M.  de  Bassompierre*s  lodgings,  and  bid 
him  come  to  me  !  " 

The  King  whistled  softly,  while  I,  who 
knew  Bassompierre  to  be  devoted  to  him, 
and  to  be,  in  spite  of  the  levity  to  which 
his  endless  gallantries  bore  witness,  a  man 
of  sense  and  judgment,  prepared  myself 
for  a  serious  struggle ;  judging  that  we 
were  in  the  meshes  of  an  intrigue, 
wherein  it  was  impossible  to  say  whether 
the  Queen  figured  as  actor  or  dupe.  The 
passion  she  evinced  as  she  walked  to  and 
fro  with  clenched  hands,  or  turned  now 
and  again  to  dart  a  fiery  glance  at  the 
Cordovan  curtain  that  hid  the  door,  was 
so  natural  to  her  character  that  I  found 
myself  leaning  to  the  latter  supposition. 
Still,  in  grave  doubt  what  part  Bassom- 
pierre was  to  play,  I  looked  for  his  coming 
as  anxiously  as  anyone.  And  probably 
the  King  shared  this  feeling ;  but  he 
affected  indifference,  and  continued  to  sit 
over  the  fire  with  an  air  of  mingled  scorn 
and  peevishness. 

At  length  Bassompierre  entered,  and, 
seeing  the  King,  advanced  with  an  open 
brow  that  persuaded  me  at  least  of  his 


innocence.  Attacked  on  the  instant,  how- 
ever, by  the  Queen,  and  taken  by  surprise, 
as  it  were,  between  two  fires — though  the 
King  kept  silence,  and  merely  shrugged 
his  shoulders — his  countenance  fell.  He 
was  at  that  time  one  of  the  hand^omesl 
gallants  about  the  Court,  thirty  years  old, 
and  the  darling  of  women,  but  at  this  his 
aplomb  failed  him,  and  with  it  my  heart 
sank  also. 

**  Answer,    Sir,   answer !  "    the    Queen 
cried.     **  And  without  subterfuge  !     Who 
was  it,  Sir,  whom  you  saw  come  from  the 
forest  this  morning  ?  " 
•*  Madame.^" 
**  In  one  word  !  " 

**  If  your  Majesty  will " 

**  I  will  permit  you  to  answer,"  the 
Queen  exclaimed. 

'*I  saw  his  Majesty  return,"  he  faltered — 
'*and  M.  de  Sully." 

•*  Before  them'!     Before  them  !  " 
"  I  may  have  been  mistaken." 
'*  Pooh,   man !  "  the   Queen  cried  with 
biting  contempt.      '*  You  have  told  it  to 
half-a-dozen.      Discretion  comes   a   little 
late." 

**  Well,  if  you  will,  Madame,"  he  said, 
striving  to  assert  himself,  but  cutting  a 
poor  figure,  '*  I  fancied  that  I  saw  Madame 

de  Cond6 " 

'*  Come  out  of  the  wood  ten  minutes 
before  the  King  }  " 

**  It  may  have  been  twenty,"  he  muttered. 

But  the  Queen  cared  no  more  for  him. 

She  turned,  looking  superb  in  her  wrath, 

to    the   King.      *'  Now,    Sir !  "    she   said. 

*' Am  I  to  bear  this?" 

**  Sweet !  "  the  King  said,  governing  his 
temper  in  a  way  that  surprised  me,  **  hear 
reason,  and  you  shall  have  it  in  a  word. 
How  near  was  Bassompierre  to  the  lady 
he  saw  ?  " 

**  I  was  not  within  fifty  paces  of  her  !  " 
the  favourite  cried  eagerly. 

'*  But  others  saw  her!"  the  Queen 
rejoined  sharply.  **  Madame  Paleotti,  who 
was  with  the  gentleman,  saw  her  also,  and 
knew  her." 

**  At  a  distance  of  fifty  paces?"  the 
King  said  drily.  "  I  don*t  attach  much 
weight  to  that."  And  then,  rising,  with  a 
slight  yawn.  "Madame,"  he  continued, 
with  the  air  of  command  which  he  knew 
so  well  how  to  assume,  **  for  the  present, 
I  am  tired !  If  Madame  de  Cond6  is 
here,  it  will  not  be  difficult  to  get  further 
evidence  of  her  presence.  If  she  is  at 
Brussels,  that  fact,  too,  you  can  ascertain. 
Do  the  one  or  the  other,  as  you  please ; 
but,  for  to-day,  I  beg  that  you  will  excuse 
me. 
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"And  that,"  the  Queen  cried  shrilly, 
"  that  is  to  be " 

"  All,  Madame ! "  the  King  said  sternly. 
"  Moreover,  let  me  have  no  prating  outside 
this  room.  Grand  Master,  I  will  trouble 
you." 

And  with  these  words,  uttered  in  a 
voice  and  with  an  air  that  silenced  even 
the  angry  woman  before  us,  he  signed  to 
me  to  follow  him,  and  went  from  the 
room,  the  first  glance  of  his  eye  stilling 
the  crowded  antechamber  as  if  the 
shadow  of  death  passed  with  him.  I 
followed  him  to  his  closet,  but,  until  he 
reached  it,  had  no  inkling  of  what  was  in 
his  thoughts.    Then  he  turned  to  me. 

**  Where  is  she  }  "  he  said  sharply. 

I  stared  at  him  a  moment.  **  Pardon, 
Sire  !  "  I  said.  **  Do  you  think  that  it  was 
Madame  de  Cond6  }  " 

"  Why  not  ?  " 

"  She  is  in  Brussels.'* 

"  I  tell  you  I  saw  her  this  morning !  ** 
he  answered.  "  Go,  learn  all  you  can  ! 
Find  her !  find  her !  If  she  has  returned, 
I  will — God  knows  what  I  will  do !  "  he 
cried,  in  a  voice  shamefully  broken.  "  Go; 
and  send  Varennes  to  me.  I  shall  sup 
alone  ;  let  no  one  wait." 

I  would  have  remonstrated  with  him, 
but  he  was  in  no  mood  to  bear  it ;  and, 
sad  at  heart,  I  withdrew,  feeling  the 
perplexity  which  the  situation  caused  me  a 
less  heavy  burden  than  the  pain  with  which 
I  viewed  the  change  that  had  of  late  come 
over  my  master  ;  converting  him  from  the 
gayest  and  most  debonnaire  of  men  into  this 
morose  and  solitary  dreamer.  Here,  had 
I  felt  any  temptation  to  moralise  on  the 
tyranny  of  passion,  was  the  occasion  ;  but, 
as  the  farther  I  left  the  closet  behind  me  the 
more  instant  became  the  crisis,  the  present 
soon  reasserted  its  power.  Reflecting  that 
Henry,  in  this  state  of  uncertainty,  was 
capable  of  the  wildest  acts,  and  that  not  less 
was  to  be  feared  from  his  imprudence  than 
from  the  Queen's  resentment,  I  cudgelled 
my  brains  to  explain  the  rencontre  of  the 
morning ;  but  as  the  courier,  whom  I 
questioned,  confirmed  the  report  of  my 
agents,  and  asseverated  most  confidently 
that  he  had  left  Madame  in  Brussels,  I 
was  flung  back  on  the  alternative  of  an 
accidental  resemblance.  This,  however, 
which  stood  for  a  time  as  the  most 
probable  solution,  scarcely  accounted  for 
the  woman's  peculiar  conduct,  and  quite 
fell  to  the  ground  when  La  Trape,  making 
cautious  inquiries,  ascertained  that  no  lady 
hunting  that  day  had  worn  a  yellow  feather. 
Again,  therefore,  I  found  myself  at  a  loss ; 
and  the  dejection  of  the  King  and  the 


Queen's  Hi-temper  giving  rise  to  the 
wildest  surmises,  and  threatening  eadi 
hour  to  supply  the  gossips  of  the  Court 
with  a  startling  scandal,  the  issue  of  whidi 
no  one  could  foresee,  I  went  so  far  as  to 
take  into  my  confidences  MM.  Epemon 
and  Montbazon  ;  but  with  no  result. 

Such  being  my  state  of  mind,  and  such 
the  suspense  I  suffered  during  two  da3rs,  it 
may  be  imagined  that  M.   Bassompierre 
was  not  more  happy.     Despairing  of  the 
King's  favour  unless  he  could  clear  up  the 
matter,  and  by  the  event  justify  his  indis- 
cretion, he  became  for  those  two  days  the 
wonder,  and  almost  the  terror,  of  the  Court. 
Ignorant  of  what  he  wanted,  the  courtiers 
found   only  insolence   in  his   mysterious 
questions,  and  something  prodigious  in  an 
activity  which  carried  him  in  one  day  to 
Paris  and  back,  and  on  the  following  to 
every  place  in  the  vicinity  where  news  of 
the   fleeting  beauty  might  by  any  possi- 
bility be  gained  ;  so  that  he  far  outstripped 
my  agents,  who  were  on  the  same  quest 
But  though  I  had  no  mean  opinion  of  his 
abilities,  I  hoped  little  from  these  exertions, 
and  was  proportionately  pleased  when,  on 
the  third  day,  he  came  to  me  with  a  radiant 
face  and  invited  me  to  attend  the  Queen 
that  evening. 

"The  King  will  be  there,"  he  said, 
"  and  I  shall  surprise  you.  But  I  will  not 
tell  you  more.  Come,  and  I  promise  to 
satisfy  you." 

And  that  was  all  he  would  say ;  so  that, 
finding  my  questions  useless,  and  the  man 
almost  frantic  with  joy,  I  had  to  be  con- 
tent with  it ;  and  at  the  Queen's  hour  that 
evening  presented  myself  in  her  gallery, 
which  proved  to  be  unusually  full. 

Making  my  way  towards  her  in  some 
doubt  of  my  reception,  I  found  my  worst 
fears  confirmed.  She  greeted  me  with  a 
sneering  face,  and  was  preparing,  I  was 
sure,  to  put  some  slight  upon  me — ^a  matter 
wherein  she  could  always  comit  on  the 
applause  of  her  Italian  servants — when 
the  entrance  of  the  King  took  her  by 
surprise.  He  advanced  up  the  gallery 
with  a  listless  air,  and,  after  saluting  her» 
stood  by  one  of  the  fireplaces  talking  to 
Epemon  and  La  Force.  The  crowd  was 
pretty  dense  by  this  time,  and  the  hum  of 
talk  filled  the  room  when,  on  a  sudden,  a 
voice,  which  I  recognised  as  Bassom- 
pierre's,  was  lifted  above  it. 

**  Very  well  1 "  he  cried  gaily ;  ''then  I 
appeal  to  her  Majesty.  She  shall  decide* 
Mademoiselle.  No,  no ;  I  am  not  satisfied 
with  your  claim  !  " 

The  King  looked  that  way  with  a  finown» 
but  Uie  Queen  took  the  oiUburst  in  good 
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part.  "  What  is  it,  M.  de  Bassompierre  .^" 
she  said.     **  What  am  I  to  decide  ?  " 

**  To-day,  in  the  forest,  I  found  a  ring, 
Madame,"  he  answered,  coming  fonvard. 
*•  I  told  Mademoiselle  de  la  Force  of  my 
discovery,  and  she  now  claims  the  ring." 

**  I  once  had  a  ring  like  it,"  cried 
Mademoiselle,  blushing  and  laughing. 

**  A  sapphire  ring  ?  "  Bassompierre 
answered,  holding  his  hand  aloft. 

**  Yes." 

"  With  three  stones  ?  " 

**  Yes." 

**  Precisely,  Mademoiselle  !  "  he 
answered,  bowing.  **  But  the  stones  in 
this  ring  are  not  sapphires,  nor  are  there 
three  of  them." 

There  was  a  great  laugh  at  this,  and  the 
Queen  said,  ver>'  wittily,  that  as  neither  of 
the  claimants  could  prove  a  right  to  the 
ring  it  must  revert  to  the  judge. 

**  In  one  moment  your  Majesty  shall  at 
least  see  it,"  he  answered  ;  '*  but,  first,  has 
anyone  lost  a  ring  ?  Oyez  !  Oyez  !  Oyez  ! 
Lost,  in  the  forest,  within  the  last  three 
days,  a  ring  !  " 

Two  or  three,  falling  in  with  his  humour, 
set  up  absurd  claims  to  it ;  but  none  could 
describe  the  ring,  and  in  the  end  he 
handed  it  to  the  Queen.  As  he  did  so  his 
eyes  met  mine  and  challenged  my  atten- 
tion. I  was  prepared,  therefore,  for  the 
cry  of  surprise  which  broke  from  the 
Queen. 

"  Why,  this  is  Caterina's !  "  she  cried. 
"  Where  is  the  child  ?  " 

Someone  pushed  forward  Mademoiselle 
Paleotti,  sister-in-law  to  Madame  Paleotti, 
the  Queen's  first  chamberwoman.  She  was 
barely  out  of  her  teens,  and,  ordinarily,  was 
a  pretty  girl ;  but  the  moment  I  saw  her 
dead-white  face  framed  in  a  circle  of 
fluttering  fans  and  pitiless,  sparkling  eyes, 
I  discerned  tragedy  in  the  farce,  and  that 
M.  de  Bassompierre  was  acting  in  a  drama 
to  which  only  he  and  one  other  held  the 
key.  The  contrast  between  the  girl's 
blanched  face  and  the  beauty  and  glitter 
in  the  midst  of  which  she  stood  struck 
others,  so  that,  before  another  word  was 
said,  I  caught  the  gasp  of  surprise  that 
passed  through  the  room  ;  nor  was  I  the 
only  one  who  drew  nearer. 

**  Why,  girl,"  the  Queen  said,  "  this  is 
the  ring  I  gave  you  on  my  birthday ! 
When  did  you  lose  it  ?  And  why  have 
you  made  a  secret  of  it  ?  " 

Mademoiselle  stood  speechless  ;  but 
Madame  her  sister-in-law  answered  for 
her.  **  Doubtless  she  was  afraid  that  your 
Majesty  would  think  her  careless,"  she 
answered. 


**  I  did  not  ask  you ! "  the  Queen  rejoined. 

She  spoke  harshly  and  suspiciously, 
looking  from  the  ring  to  the  trembling 
girl.  The  silence  was  such  that  the 
chatter  of  the  pages  in  the  anteroom 
could  be  heard.  Still  Mademoiselle  stood 
dumb  and  confounded. 

"Well,  what  is  the  mystery.^"  the 
Queen  said,  looking  round  with  a  little 
wonder.  "  What  is  the  matter.'*  It  is  the 
ring.     Why  do  you  not  own  it  ?  " 

**  Perhaps  Mademoiselle  is  wondering 
where  are  the  other  things  she  left  with 
it!  "  Bassompierre  said  in  a  silky  tone. 
**  The  things  she  left  at  Parlot  the 
verderer's,  when  she  dropped  the  ring.  But 
she  may  free  her  mind ;  I  have  them 
here." 

**  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  the  Queen  said. 
*'  What  things.  Monsieur  ?  What  has  the 
girl  been  doing  ?  " 

**  Only  what  many  have  done  before 
her,"  Bassompierre  answered,  bowing  to 
his  unfortunate  victim,  who  seemed  to  be 
paralysed  by  terror :  **  masquerading  in 
other  people's  clothes.  I  propose,  Madame, 
that,  for  punishment,  you  order  her  to 
dress  in  them,  that  we  may  see  what  her 
taste  is." 

**  I  do  not  understand,"  the  Queen  said. 

*'  Your  Majesty  will,  if  Mademoiselle 
will   consent  to  humour  us." 

At  that  the  girl  uttered  a  cry,  and  looked 
round  the  circle  as  if  for  a  way  of  escape  ; 
but  a  Court  is  a  cruel  place,  in  which  the 
ugly  or  helpless  find  scant  pity.  A  dozen 
voices  begged  the  Queen  to  insist ;  and, 
amid  laughter  and  loud  jests,  Bassompierre 
hastened  to  the  door,  and  returned  with 
an  armful  of  women's  gear,  surmounted 
by  a  wig  and  a  feathered  hat. 

"  If  the  Queen  will  command  Madem- 
oiselle to  retire  and  put  these  on,"  he  said, 
"  I  will  undertake  to  show  her  something 
that  will  please  her." 

"  (io  !  "  said  the  Queen. 

But  the  girl  at  that  flung  herself  on  her 
knees  before  her,  and,  clinging  to  her 
skirts,  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears  and 
f)rayers  ;  while  her  sister-in-law  stepped 
forward  as  if  to  second  her,  and  cried  out, 
in  great  excitement,  that  her  Majesty 
would  not  be  so  cruel  as  to 

**  Hoity  toity  !  "  said  the  Queen,  cutting 
her  short  very  grimly.  *'  What  is  all  this  ? 
I  tell  the  girl  to  put  on  a  masquerade — 
which  it  seems  that  she  has  been  keeping 
at  some  cottage — and  you  talk  as  if  I  were 
cutting  off  her  head  !  It  seems  to  me  that 
she  escapes  ver}'  lightly  !  Go  !  go  !  and 
see  you  that  you  are  arrayed  in  five 
minutes,  or  I  will  deal  with  you  I  " 


"  Perhaps  Mademoiselle  de  la  Force  will 
go  with  het,  and  see  that  noihing  is 
omitted,"  Bassompieire  said  with  malice. 

The  laughter  and  applause  with  which 
this  proposal    was   received    took    mc    by 


surprise  ;  but  later  I  learned  that  the  j 
young  women  were   rivals.     "  Yes.  J 
the  Queen  said.     "  Go,  Mademoiai 
see  thai  she  does  not  keep  us  f 
Knowing  what  I  did,  I  h 
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a  fair  idea  of  the  discovery  which  Bassom- 
pierre  had  made  ;  but  the  mass  of  courtiers 
and  ladies  round  me,  who  had  not  this 
advantage,  knew  not  what  to  expect — nor, 
especially,  what  part  M.  Bassompierre  had 
in  the  business — but  made  most  diverting 
suggestions,  the  majority  favouring  the 
opinion  that  Mademoiselle  Paleotti  had 
repulsed  him,  and  that  this  was  his  way  of 
avenging  himself.  A  few  of  the  ladies 
even  taxed  hun  with  this,  and  tried,  by 
random  reproaches,  to  put  him  at  least  on 
his  defence ;  but.  merrily  refusing  to  be 
inveigled,  he  made  to  all  the  same  answer — 
that  when  Mademoiselle  Paleotti  returned 
they  would  see.  This  served  only  to  whet 
a  curiosity  already  keen,  insomuch  that 
the  door  was  watched  by  as  many  eyes  as 
if  a  miracle  had  been  promised  ;  and  even 
MM.  Epernon  and  Vendome,  leaving  the 
King*s  side,  pressed  into  the  crowd  that 
they  might  see  the  better.  I  took  the 
opportunity  of  going  to  him,  and,  meeting 
his  eyes  as  I  did  so,  read  in  them  a  look 
of  pain  and  distress.  As  I  advanced  he 
drew  back  a  pace,  and  signed  to  me  to 
stand  before  him. 

I  had  scarcely  done  so  when  the  door 
opened;  and  Mademoiselle  Paleotti,  pale, 
and  supported  on  one  side  by  her  rival, 
appeared  at  it,  but  so  wondrously  trans- 
formed by  a  wig,  hat,  and  redingote  that  I 
scarcely  knew  her.  At  first,  as  she  stood, 
looking  with  shamed  eyes  at  the  staring 
crowd,  the  impression  made  was  simply 
one  of  bewilderment,  so  complete  was  the 
diisgoise.  But  Bassompierre  did  not  long 
suiter  her  to  stand  so.  Advancing  to  her 
side,  his  hat  under  his  arm,  he  offered  his 
hand. 

"  Mademoiselle,''  he  said,  **  will  you 
oblige  me  by  walking  as  far  as  the  end  of 
the  gallery  with  me  ?  " 

She  complied  involuntarily,  being  almost 
unable  to  stand  alone.  But  the  two  had 
not  proceeded  halfway  down  the  gallery 
before  a  low  murmur  began  to  be  heard. 


that,  growing  quickly  louder,  culminated 
in  an  astonished  cry  of  **  Madame  de 
Cond^  !  Madame  de  Cond^  !  " 

M.  Bassompierre  dropped  her  hand 
with  a  low  bow,  and  turned  to  the  Queen. 
'*  Madame,"  he  said,  **  this,  I  find,  is  the 
lady  whom  I  saw  on  the  Terrace  when 
^ladame  Paleotti  was  so  good  as  to  invite 
me  to  walk  on  the  Bois  le  Roi  road.  For 
the  rest,  your  Majesty  may  draw  your 
conclusions." 

It  was  easy  to  see  that  the  Queen  had 
already  drawn  them  ;  but  for  the  moment 
the  unfortunate  girl  was  saved  from  her 
wrath.  With  a  low  cry  Mademoiselle 
Paleotti  did  that  which  she  would  have 
done  a  little  before,  had  she  been  wise, 
and  swooned  on  the  floor. 

I  turned  to  look  at  the  King,  and  found 
him  gone.  He  had  withdrawn  unseen  in 
the  first  confusion  of  the  surprise  ;  nor  did 
I  dare  at  once  to  interrupt  him,  or  intrude 
on  the  strange  mixture  of  regret  and  relief, 
wrath  and  longing,  that  probably  possessed 
him  in  the  silence  of  his  closet.  It  was 
enough  for  me  that  the  Italians'  plot  had 
failed,  and  that  the  danger  of  a  rupture 
between  the  King  and  Queen,  which  these 
miscreants  desired,  and  I  had  felt  to  be 
so  great  and  imminent,  was,  for  this  time, 
overpast. 

The  Paleottis  were  punished,  being  sent 
home  in  disgrace,  and  a  penury,  which, 
doubtless,  they  lelt  more  keenly.  But, 
alas  !  the  King  could  not  banish  with  them 
all  who  hated  him  and  France ;  nor  could 
I,  with  every  precaution,  and  by  the  un- 
sparing use  of  all  the  faculties  that,  during 
a  score  of  years,  had  been  at  the  service  of 
my  master,  preserve  him  for  his  country 
and  the  world.  Before  two  months  had 
run  he  perished  by  a  mean  hand,  leaving 
the  world  the  poorer  by  the  greatest  and 
most  illustrious  sovereign  that  ever  ruled  a 
nation.  And  men  who  loved  neither  France 
nor  him  entered  into  his  labours,  whose 
end  also  I  have  seen. 
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THE  CROWN  PRINCE  OF  SIAM  IN  HIS  ENGLISH  HOME. 

By   DAYRELL   TRELAWNEY. 


I  HE  King  of  Siam  has  shown  himself 
to  be  a  far-seeing  ruler  and  wise 
r,  in  unselfishly  parting  with  his  two 
sons  for  the  j>eriod  necessary  to  complete 
their  education  in  England. 

The  Crown  Prince  of  Siam,  and  his 
brother,  Prince  Aphakara,  are  being  quietly 
but  thoroughly  educated  by  private  tutors 
in  their  temporary  home  at  North  Lodge, 
Ascot,  under  the  governorship  of  Mr. 
Basil  Thomson.  So  unostentatiously  have 
all  the  arrangements  been  made  for  the 
residence  of  the  two  young  Princes  among 
us,  that  comparatively  little  has  transpired 
as  to  their  home  life  at  Ascot,  and  the 
progress  of  their  English  education  and 
training. 

When  I  received  an  invitation  to  North 
Lodge,  I  accepted  it  with  a  full  realisation 
of  the  interest  of  such  a  visit,  and  an  antici- 
pation of  the  pleasure  of  renewing  my 
friendship  with  Mr.  Thomson,  whom  I 
have  known  all  my  life,  but  whose  work 
for  the  Colonial  Office  has  taken  him  for 
some  years  out  of  England. 

North  Lodge  (the  original  structure  of 
which  has  been  considerably  added  to) 
presents  a  very  picturesque  appearance 
from  the  outside.  The  house,  which  is  built 
of  red  brick,  is  almost  entirely  overgrown 
with  ivy  and  creepers.  A  raised  terrace, 
bordered  by  standard  roses,  runs  round 
two  sides  of  the  building,  and  on  to  this 
open  the  low  French  windows  of  the 
drawing  -  room.  Trim  lawns  and  gay 
flower-beds  stretch  beyond  the  terrace  to 
where  a  great  bordering  of  shrubs  and 
evergreens  screens  the  drive  from  view ; 
while  further  still  is  a  background  of  tall 
pine  and  fir  trees. 

Inside,  the  house  is  a  delightful,  ram- 
bling, home-like  country'  residence.  The 
large  entrance-hall  is  lofty  and  well  pro- 
portioned ;  in  the  centre  is  a  full-sized 
billiard  table.  The  walls  are  lined  with 
handsome  groups  of  arms,  and  curios 
collected  by  Mr.  B.  Thomson  during  his 
official  residence  in  New  Guinea,  Fiji,  and 
Tonga.  One  corner  of  this  hall  has  been 
turned   into  a   studio  by  Mrs.  Thomson, 


and  a  clever  figure-study  on  the  easel 
shows  that  she  has  considerable  artistic 
powers. 

A  second  hall  has  a  staircase  leading  to 
the  upper  rooms,  and  is  connected  with 
the  main,  or  entrance  hall,  by  a  quaint 
window  opening  in  the  wall.  On  every 
side  are  skins,  arms,  and  trophies,  collected 
one  by  one  during  many  years  of  travel. 
To  the  right  of  the  hall  lie  the  dining- 
room,  morning-room,  and  Mr.  Basil 
Thomson's  study.  The  most  pleasant 
room  in  the  house  is  the  long  drawing- 
room,  with  its  low  window-seats,  divans, 
and  chairs  covered  with  light  chintzes. 
Personally,  my  views  about  drawing-rooms 
are  unorthodox ;  but  here,  at  least,  I  found 
a  room  that  combined  all  the  charms  of  a 
boudoir  and  study.  A  writing-table  at 
which  you  can  write,  an  arm-chair  in 
which  you  can  sit,  and,  better  still,  books 
and  papers  that  are  readable  and  interest- 
ing, all  combine  to  make  this  room  an 
ideal  one. 

A  verv  handsome  carved  cabinet,  the 
reliefs  quaintly  gilt,  attracted  my  attention. 
This  turned  the  conversation  on  to 
Ikittany,  where  the  cabinet  came  from, 
and  I  was  taken  upstairs  to  see  a  magni- 
ficent set  of  carved  oak,  consisting  of  a 
four-poster  bed,  a  linen  press,  and  a  cradle, 
all  recently  brought  from  Brittany,  and 
very  fine  specimens  of  the  kind  they  are. 

IVIr.  Thomson,  who  is  now  well  known 
to  the  public  as  the  author  of  "  South  Sea 
Yarns  "  and  '*  The  Diversions  of  a  Prime 
Minister,"  is  a  son  of  the  late  Archbishop 
Thomson  of  York.  He  has,  for  so  young 
a  man,  had  a  career  of  singular  promise 
and  even  brilliancy.  He  commenced  work 
under  the  Colonial  Office  as  a  stipendiary 
magistrate  in  Fiji.  Upon  the  annexation 
of  New  Guinea  he  became  private  secre- 
tary to  Sir  William  McGregor,  the  first 
administrator,  and  accompanied  him  in 
1888  on  a  seven  months'  yachting  cruise, 
tracking  down  and  bringing  to  justice 
murderers  and  disturbers  of  the  public 
peace,  whose  numbers  had  at  this  time 
seriously  increased.     The  good  eflfects  of 
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this  procedure  are  to  be  felt  even  in  the 
present  day.  Formerly  it  had  been  the 
custom  to  send  an  English  gun-boat  to 
demand  that  the  murderer  be  given  up, 
and  it  is  needless  to  add  that  the  wrong 
man  was  not  infrequently  handed  over. 
In  1889  Mr.  Thomson  was  invalided  home 
for  a  year,  at  the  end  of  which  period  he 
yfos    appointed    by    Sir    John    Thurston, 


The  suggestion  of  the  appointment  to 
Tonga  emanated  from  the  King  himself, 
whose  acquaintance  Mr.  Thomson  had 
made  on  a  former  visit  to  the  islands.  I 
do  not  propose  to  deal  more  fully  with 
this  interesting  period  of  Mr.  Thomson's 
career,  of  which  he  has  told  us  much  in 
his  own  words  in  his  last  book,  "The 
Diversions  of  a  Prime  Minister."     It  will 


Governor  of  Fiji,  to  the  responsible 
position  of  adviser  and  virtual  Prime 
Minister  of  Tonga.  Sir  John  Thurston 
is  reputed  to  have  a  more  perfect  know- 
ledge of  natives  and  their  requirements 
than  any  man  alive,  and  Mr.  Thomson 
has  in  these  respects  followed  closely  in 
his  footsteps.  His  anthropological  know- 
ledge is  of  no  mean  order,  and  the  secret 
of  successful  colonisation,  the  pride  of  the 
English  nation,  lies  in  the  hands  of  such 
men  as  these,  who  have  lived  the  very  life 
of  the  people  they  are  sent  at  once  to 
serve  and  protect. 


suffice  to  say  that  his  official  work  in  Tonga 
was  brought  to  a  very  successful  close. 

In  appointing  Mr.  Thomson  as  Governor 
to  the  Prince  Royal  and  his  brother,  the 
King  of  Siam  has  chosen  a  man  well 
calculated  to  fill  the  post.  When  it  is 
remembered  that  the  Crown  Prince  will 
probably  at  some  future  date  be  the  sole 
ruler  over  from  eight  to  ten  millions  of 
people,  in  a  land  where  autocracy  is  a 
reality,  not  a  myth,  it  is  easy  to  realise 
that  the  post  of  Governor  to  the  young 
Princes  is  no  sinecure  as  regards  responsi- 
bilities.    In  the  course  of  conversation,  I 


J-hMo  t)  Jlrurl',  Baker  it 
MR.  BASIL   THOMSON. 
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learnt  from  Mr.  Thomson  that,  with  the 
exception  of  certain  necessary  modifica- 
tions, such  as  the  substitution  of  political 
economy  for  the  study  of  the  dead 
languages,  etc.,  the  two  Princes  were 
receiving  a  thoroughly  sound  European 
education. 

The  household  of  the  Princes  consists 
of  a  Siamese  companion,  a  physician  in 
ordinary,  an  English  and  a  Siamese  tutor. 
A  French  tutor  will  shortly  be  added  to 
the    number.     The    Princes    both  show 


unguarded  thing.  I  have  my  better  feel- 
ings, and  therefore  I  shall  not  record  the 
conversation  word  for  word ;  but  I  have 
also  my  journalistic  instincts,  for  which 
reason  I  cannot  resist  saying,  for  the 
benefit  of  the  readers  of  The  En^ith 
Itluslrated  Magazinr,  that  two  more  natural- 
mannered,  intelligent,  bright- looking  boys 
than  the  Crown  Prince  and  his  broUier  no 
one  could  wish  to  see. 

After  luncheon,  a  visit  to  the  stables  and 
to  the  rockery  in  the  garden  occupied  some 


considerable  aptitude  and  ability  where 
their  studies  are  concurncd.  The  Crown 
Prince  is  the  greater  student  of  the  two, 
while  Prince  Aphakara  is  keenly  interested 
in  all  sport  and  games.  I  was  anxious  to 
learn  how  the  I'rinccs  enjoyed  their  life 
in  England,  when  the  luncheon -gong 
sounded,  and  Mr.  Thomson  suggested 
that  as  we  were  about  to  join  them,  I 
should  judge  for  myself. 

When  you  trust  a  jounialist  so  far  as  to  let 
him  sit  down  at  table  with  two  Princes,  and 
a  rising  author,  none  of  whom  have  ever  been 
inUrviewed,  you  either  appeal  to  his  better 
feelings  (if  he  has  any)  or  you  do  a  very 


time.  The  rockerj*  was  the  unaided  work 
of  the  Princes  and  their  companion,  and 
is  a  very  clever  piece  of  engineering,  * 
water-pipe  having  been  laid  from  the  hoiue 
under  the  carriage  -  drive  to  supply  the 
tank  in  which  some  goldfish  take  tbeiT 
pleasure  sadly,  after  the  manner  of  their 
kind.  Every  now  and  then  one  of  them 
dies,  whereupon  the  remains  are  promptly 
embalmed  and  placed  in  a  miniature 
mausoleum  on  the  banks  of  the  rockeiv. 
The  Crown  Prince  has  a  singiulaiiy 
mobile,  expressive  face,  and  both  he  ana 
his  brother  have  that  courteous  yet  dignified 
which  is  the  special  heritage  of 
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the  Siamese  nation.  It  struck  me  in  con- 
versation that  the  two  brothers  spoke 
English  with  ease,  their  accent  being 
marked,  but  far  from  unpleasant.  I  noticed 
also  their  complete  appreciation  of  the 
general  conversation  going  on  round  them, 
and  their  keen  sense  of  humour.  The 
following  is  an  example  of  this.  Mr. 
Russell  was  occupied  in  photographing 
the  drawing  -  room,  and  Mr.  Thomson 
explained  to  the  younger  of  the  two 
Princes,  with  some  elaboration  of  technical 
detail,  that  if  he  went  into  the  drawing- 
room  which  was  under  exposure  his  image 
would  not  be  fully  outlined,  but  a  mere 
shadowy  form.  I  was  wondering  whether 
the  boys  grasped  the  meaning  of  this,  when 
the  Crown  Prince  looked  up  with  a  quick 
smile.  **  It  would  be  Aphakara's  ghost," 
he  said,  a  remark  which  was  greeted  with 
much  amusement  by  his  brother,  who,  with 
his  merry  laugh  and  mischievous  pair  of 
eyes,  looks  very  far  removed  from  the 
spirit  world  at  present. 

Upon  my  suggesting  that  I  should  like 
to  have,  for  reproduction  in  The  English 
Illustrated  Magazine,  a  special  portrait  of 
the  Princes  and  also  of  Mr.  Basil  Thom- 
son, we  adjourned  to  the  lawn,  where  the 
photographs  included  in  this  article  were 
taken.  The  large  group  includes,  besides 
the  Princes  and  their  companion,  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Thomson  and  their  little  daughter, 
and  a  very  pleasant  picture  it  is.  It  will 
be  seen  that  the  Crown  Prince  is  still  in 
mourning  for  his  brother;  while  Prince 
Aphakara,  his  half-brother  (who  rather 
regretfully  doffed  his  blazer  for  the  photo- 
graph) is  dressed  in  a  grey  suit. 

When  the  question  arose  of  changing 
plates  for  more  photographs,  the  two 
Princes  promptly  volunteered  to  rig  up  a 
temporary  dark-room,  and  retired  into  the 
house  with  hammers  and  nails.  In  less 
than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  new  plates  were 
in  the  slides,  and  I  was  begging  Mr. 
Thomson  to  "  Stay  quite  still,  please,"  in 
a  comfortable  attitude  he   had  taken  up 


while  chatting  to  me  under  one  of  the 
trees  on  the  lawn.  I  give  the  result — an 
excellent  likeness,  from  the  crown  of  the 
hat  to  the  tip  of  the  cigarette — from  which 
it  will  be  seen  that  the  original  is,  in  spite 
of  his  career  of  heavy  responsibilities,  quite 
a  young  man.  What  no  portrait  can  give 
is  the  pleasant  laugh  and  cultured  voice, 
and  the  genial,  unaffected  manner  that 
make  Mr.  Thomson  a  welcome  companion 
to  all  who  know  him. 

Of  Mrs.  Thomson's  experiences  in  Fiji 
and  Tonga  enough  could  be  said  to  fill  a 
separate  article.  There  are  few  women 
who  have  had  her  experiences,  and  fewer 
still  who  could  have  filled  successfully  the 
positions  she  has  held.  At  Tonga  she 
rapidly  established  friendly  relations  with 
the  officials  of  the  Court,  and  with  the 
King  himself.  Her  tact  avoided  the 
complications  which  might  so  easily  have 
been  incurred  in  a  position  hedged  in 
with  endless  difficulties  and  restrictions. 

The  evident  affection  which  exists 
between  the  young  Princes  and  herself  is 
pleasant  to  see,  and  the  influence  of  her 
womanly  personality  cannot  fail  to  make  a 
lasting  impression  upon  them. 

When  the  Prince  MahaVajiravudh  was,  in 
January  last,  proclaimed  heir  to  the  throne 
of  Siam,  her  Majesty  the  Queen,  who  is 
never  backward  in  her  kindlv  interest  in 
foreign  Princes  resident  among  us,  received 
the  two  young  Siamese  at  Windsor  Castle. 

The  King  of  Siam  is  one  of  the  most 
absolute  and  the  most  enlightened  rulers 
of  the  East.  Six  to  seven  millions  of 
people  owe  and  render  to  him  a  w^illing 
allegiance.  The  Siamese  are  an  intelligent 
and  progressive  people.  They  are  friendly 
to  England,  and  desirous  of  learning  all 
that  is  good  and  wholesome  in  self- 
government.  This,  they  believe,  we  can 
teach  them,  and  we  only  hope  that  the 
Crown  Prince's  visit  among  us  may  have 
the  desired  result,  of  better  fitting  him 
to  become  the  ruler  of  the  great  and 
progressive  nation  of  Siam. 


YOUNG      BARNEBY. 


By   a.    H.    MARSHALL. 


MY  young  brother  isn't  a  bad  sort. 
He  is  getting  a  bit  cocky,  as  a 
youngster  who  is  nearly  at  the  top  of  his 
private  school  always  does,  but  he  is 
coming  to  Rugby  next  half,  and  we  *ll 
soon  change  all  that  for  him.  I  don't 
encourage  too  much  intimacy  when  I  'm 
at  home  for  the  holidays,  because,  of 
course,  he  *11  have  to  knock  off  that  sort  of 
thing  when  we  're  at  school  together,  and 
it's  just  as  well  to  begin  early  ;  but  the 
other  day  I  asked  him  to  come  for  a  bit  of  a 
walk  with  me  as  there  wasn't  anything  else 
to  do. 

We  hadn't  gone  far  before  we  met  a 
little  girl  coming  along  the  road  ;  a  pretty 
little  girl  she  was,  too,  and  about  my 
young  brother's  age.  I  didn't  recognise 
her,  but  to  my  surprise  when  she  passed 
us  she  gave  a  little  smile  and  a  sort  of 
half  nod,  and  when  I  looked  down  at  mv 
young  brother  I  found  him  as  red  as  a 
turkey-cock. 

"  Hulloa  !  what 's  this  ?  "  I  said. 
**  WTio  's  that  you*re  grinning  at  ?  " 

"  Oh,  that 's  young  Barneby's  sister,"  he 
said.  **  He 's  a  new  fellow — came  this 
term." 

"  Well,  why  the  deuce  didn't  you  take 
your  cap  off  to  her  if  you  know  her  ?  "  I 
said,  for  I  'm  rather  particular  about  that 
sort  of  thing. 

"I  don't  know  her,"  he  said,  "at  least 
I  've  never  been  properly  introduced." 

**  Well,  then,  what  do  you  want  to  go 
making  eyes  at  her  for  ?  "  1  asked. 

**  I  '11  tell  you  all  about  it,"  he  said. 
**  Young  Barneby  came  at  the  beginning 
of  this  term  ;  his  people  had  just  come  to 
live  here.  He  wasn't  a  bad  sort  of  kid, 
and  most  of  the  chaps  liked  him  best  of 
the  new  fellows,  because  he  was  generally 
pretty  cheerful  and  didn't  mind  being 
ragged,  or  fagging  for  chaps  ;  besides,  he 
used  to  get  a  lot  of  tuck  given  him  at 
home,  and  he  always  brought  it  to  school 
and  didn't  keep  much  for  himself.  Of 
course  we  knocked  him  about  a  bit  at  first, 
but  we  soon  left  off  when  we  found  he 
didn't  really  mind,   all    except  that  cad 


Cookson,  and  he  seemed  to  have  taken  a 
dislike  to  him  somehow. 

"  Well,  soon  after  the  beginning  of  the 
term  the  Triumvirate  issued  an  edict." 

'*  What  on  earth  is  the  Triumvirate  ?  " 
I  asked. 

'•  Oh,  it  was  my  idea,"  said  my  young 
brother.  *'  It  has  bust  up  now,  but  we 
used  to  elect  the  three  most  popular  chaps 
in  the  school,  and  they  were  called  the 
Triumvirate,  and  issued  edicts.  Everyone 
had  to  obev  them." 

"  Were  you  one  of  them  }  "  I  asked. 

"  No,"  he  said.,  **  I  ought  to  have  been. 
Of  course  I  knew  Welch  and  Sanderson 
would  be  elected  when  I  invented  it,  and 
I  thought  I  should  be  the  other ;  but  that 
beast  Cookson  got  in,  'cos  he 's  such  a 
bully." 

"  You  '11  have  to  knock  off  all  that  silly 
rot  when  you  get  to  Rugby,"  I  said. 

"  Yes,  I  know,"  he  answered  meekly. 

''  Well,  go  on,"  I  said. 

"  Well,  the  Triumvirate  issued  an  edict 
that  nobody  was  to  wear  gloves,  because 
they  said  they  'd  have  a  hardy  school  or 
they  'd  see  themselves  blowed.  You  know 
what  the  mater  is  about  that  sort  of  thing, 
and  of  course  I  daren't  go  out  of  the  house 
without  them  ;  but  directly  I  got  round  the 
corner  I  took  'em  off  and  shoved  them  in 
my  pocket.  Of  course  I  might  have  got 
into  a  row  with  the  Triumvirate  even  for 
doing  that,  but  I  explained  it  to  them,  and 
they  said  it  was  all  right  for  me.  You  see 
I  've  got  a  good  deal  of  influence " 

"AlU  right,  chuck  all  that,"  1  said, 
"and  get  on  with  the  story." 

"Well,  everything  went  all  right  for  a 
few  days,  and  the  Triumvirate  was  think- 
ing of  issuing  another  edict  when  one 
morning  young  Barneby  had  the  coolness 
to  turn  up  with  a  great  new  pair  of 
woollen  -  knitted  gloves.  We  were  all 
pretty  surprised  at  his  cheek,  but  there 
wasn't  time  to  do  anything  before  school. 
But  when  we  got  into  the  playground  the 
Triumvirate  summoned  him,  and  told  us 
all  to  stand  round  and  listen.  They  made 
me  jailor,  as  I  was  the  most  important  cha^ 
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after  them,  and  I  had  to  see  that  every- 
thiDg  was  all  right.  I  felt  rather  sony  for 
the  little  beggar,  for  he  wasn't  a  bad  sort, 
and  he  looked  in  a  bit  of  a  funk. 

"  First  Sanderson  asked  him  if  he  knew 


them,  and  he  wouldn't  promise  not  to  do 
it  again,  so  then  the  Triumvirate  said  he 
was  rebellious,  and  must  be  punished,  and 
all  the  school  was  to  give  him  'toko' — yaa 
know,  with  knotted  handkerchief.  I  didn't 


'oVxmb- 


of  the  edict,  and  he  said  yes.  Then  Welch 
asked  him  if  he  was  aware  that  he  had 
disobeyed  it,  and  he  said  yes.  Then  that 
beast  Cookson  asked  him  what  he  meant 
by  it,  and  he  didn't  answer.  So  Cookson 
got  baity  at  that,  and  said  he  'd  teach  him 
to  have  a  tongue  in  his  head,  and  began 
twisting  his  aim.  He  tried  not  to  blub, 
but  he  couldn't  help  it,  a  bit — he  was  only  a 
kid — and  then  the  other  Triumvirs  told 
Cookson  to  leave  off. 

**  Well,  he  wouldn't  say  why  he  'd  worn 
the  gloves  or  that  he  was  sony  for  wearing 


hurt  him  much  because  I  felt  rather  sony 
for  the  little  beggar.  I  thought  there 
might  be  some  reason  for  his  wearing 
them  like  there  was  with  me  and  the 
mater,  and  perhaps  he  didn't  like  to  tell. 
But  some  of  the  chaps  gave  him  pretty 
hard  ones,  and  especially  Cookson,  who 
had  tied  a  stone  in  his  knot  at  first,  only 
the  Triumvirate  said  it  wasn't  fiiir,  and  he 
must  take  it  out. 

"When  the  'toko'  was  over  the  Tri- 
nmviiate  didn't  quite  know  what  to  do,  ao 
Cookson  said  taat  he  mast  give  iqi  the 
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gloves  so  as  he  couldn't  wear  them  again 
even  if  he  wanted  to.  He  had  shut  up 
blubbing  by  that  time  ;  I  suppose  the 
'toko'  had  stopped  stinging  a  bit,  but 
when  they  said  he  must  give  up  the  gloves 
he  started  again  worse  than  ever,  and 
asked  them  not  to  take  them  away  from 
him.  Then  Cookson  called  him  a  blubber- 
baby  and  told  me  to  hold  the  prisoner 
while  he  searched  him  for  the  gloves.  So 
1  did.  I  wish  I  hadn't  now.  Cookson 
managed  to  get  them  out  of  his  pocket 
although  he  wriggled  about  a  lot  and 
called  out  that  he  would  let  them  give  him 


'toko'   again    if  they   wouldn't   take   the 
gloves  away. 

"Then  Welch  said,  "Will  you  promise 
to  obey  the  edict  if  we  don't  take  them 
away } '  But  he  wouldn't  promise,  so 
Cookson  bagged  them.  Then  he  flew  at 
Cookson  and  tried  to  get  them  out  of  his 
hand  till  Cookson  got  savage  and  hit  him 
and  knocked  him  down.  Then  he  got  up 
and  went  into  the  lobby  to  get  his  books, 
to  go  home,  blubbing  like  anything  all  the 

"  I  feit  beastly  sorry  for  him  by  that 
time,  and  1  hate  that  beast  Cookson,  so  I 
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caught  him  up  going  home,  'cos  he  was 

going  rather  slowly,  and  I  said,  'Don't 
lub  any  more/  lie  blubbed  all  the  more 
at  that,  so  I  put  my  arm  round  his  neck, 
'cos  he 's  only  a  kid,  and  said,  *  Why 
didn't  you  promise  not  to  wear  them  any 
more?  Then  they  wouldn't  have  taken 
them  away  from  you?' 

**  Then  he  told  me  that  it  was  his  birth- 
day, and  his  sister — ^that  was  the  girl  we 
met  just  now — had  knitted  them  for  him, 
and  bought  the  wool  out  of  her  own 
money,  and  of  course  he  didn't  want  to 
tell  her  he  couldn't  wear  them,  because 
she  *d  taken  a  long  time  to  make  them, 
and  had  kept  it  a  secret,  and  when  he 
put  them  on  and  his  mater  and  sister  stood 
at  the  door  to  see  him  start  for  school, 
then  he  didn't  like  to  take  them  off  when 
they  couldn't  see  him  any  more,  so  he 
wore  them  till  he  got  to  school,  but  he 
said  he  felt  in  an  awful  funk. 

"  Of  course  I  felt  a  beastly  cad  when  he 
told  me  all  that,  and  especially  when  we 
got  opposite  his  house  and  his  sister  was 
standing  at  the  window  to  see  him  come 
home.  She  looked  jolly,  too  ;  she  had  a 
white  pinafore  on  and  her  hair  brushed 
ready  for  dinner,  and  she  was  swinging 
the  tassel  of  the  blind  and  grinning ;  but 
when  she  saw  he  hadn't  got  his  gloves 
on  she  left  off.  So  I  said,  *  Well,  look  here, 
young  Bameby,  I  beg  your  pardon  for 
giving  you  "toko,"  and  I  '11  make  Cookson 
give  the  gloves  back,'  and  then  I  hooked 
it. 

"  So  that  afternoon  when  I  got  to 
school,  and  all  the  fellows  were  in  the 
school-room  rotting  about  before  school 
began,  I  went  up  to  Cookson,  and  said, 
'Where  are  those  gloves  of  young 
Bameby's  ? '  And  he  said,  '  What 's  that 
got  to  do  with  you  ?  You  're  not  a 
Triumvir.' 

"  So  I  said,  *  I  don't  care,  you  've  got  to 
give  them  to  him  back.' 

"  Then  Cookson  cocked  a  snook  at  me 


and  said,  '  Funny  ass  I '   and   the   chaps 
laughed. 

So  I  got  in  a  bait  at  that  and  said,  '  All 
right,  young  Cookson,  everybody  knows 
your  pater  *s  a  cad.' 

"Then  the  chaps  laughed  at  him, 
because,  of  course,  they  all  know  his  pater 
is  that  big  linendraper*s  shop  in  the  High 
Street. 

"  Well,  that  made  him  in  a  pretty  good 
wax,  and  he  said,  '  I  '11  punch  your  head 
for  you.' 

"  I  said,  '  Come  and  do  it.' 

"  But  he  didn't  seem  to  want  to,  and  just 
then  Kemp  came  in,  and  we  had  to  shut  up. 

'*  We  had  drawing  that  afternoon.  I  sat 
next  to  Welch  and  told  him  all  about  it, 
and  he  told  Sanderson,  and  they  sent  a 
note  along  to  Cookson  to  pass  the  gloves 
down  to  young  Bameby.  He  wanted  to 
know  why  first,  and  they  said  they  would 
tell  him  afterwards.  So  he  passed  them 
along^  There  's  a  secret  railway  of  string 
under  the  desks,  and  he  put  them  on  that, 
and  when  they  came  to  young  Bameby  he 
looked  rather  pleased." 

"  What  became  of  the  Triumvirate  ?"  T 
asked. 

"  Well,  after  school  that  aftemoon  when 
they  told  Cookson,  Welch  said,  '  I  think 
this  Triumvirate  business  is  rather  rot,' 
and  Sanderson  said  he  thought  so  too. 
So  Welch  said,  '  I  vote  we  chuck  it.* 
Cookson  didn't  want  to  at  first,  but  Welch 
said  he  would  have  to  be  the  Triumvirate 
all  by  himself  if  he  didn't,  and  nobodv 
would  obey  his  edicts,  so  then  he  had  to. 

*  *  And  what  happened  to  young  Bameby  ?  " 
I  asked. 

"  Well,  when  the  chaps  heard  about  it 
they  all  begged  his  pardon,  and  he  said  it 
didn't  matter  a  bit.  Cookson  did  too  when 
he  found  all  the  other  fellows  had.  And 
young  Bameby  brought  a  wopping  birth- 
day cake  to  school  that  his  mater  had  made, 
and  divided  it  up,  and  gave  Cookson  about 
the  biggest  piece." 


THE   SENTINEL  OF  THE   ST.   LAWRENCE. 

By  PERCY  A.  KURD. 


VOLTAIRE  once  spoke  con- 
temptuously of  Canada  as  "  quelques 
arpents  de  neige^  The  average  English- 
man thinks  of  Newfoundland  as  little  else 
than  a  very  few  acres  of  snow  with  fogs, 
dogs,  and  codfish  thrown  in,  and  huge 
fires  and  constant  faction  fights  to  give  a 
people  isolated  in  mid-Atlantic  something 
to  think  and  talk  about. 

Yet,  if  the  whole  truth  be  told,  New- 
foundland is  rich  in  historic  interest.  She 
is  England's  oldest  colony.  That  of  itself 
is  no  mean  distinction.  Upon  her  shores 
England  began  her  great  work  of  conquer- 
ing and  peopling  half  the  world  and 
building  up  a  Greater  Britain  beyond  the 
seas.  Canada  opened  her  career  under 
the  rigid  tutelage  of  French  seigneurs  and 
Jesuit  priests.  South  Africa  began  as  a 
Dutch  colony;  Australia  was  first  a  dump- 
ing ground  for  English  convicts ;  but 
Newfoundland  has  been  the  home  of  the 
free  Briton  from  the  very  start. 

Nearly  four  centuries  have  passed  since 
John  Cabot  sighted  her  bleak  coast  from 
the  prow  of  the  good  ship  Matthciv,  of  the 
port  of  Bristol,  and  when  we  remember 
all  that  has  happened  since  then — the 
harassings  of  Basques  and  French,  the 
tyranny  of  English  Court  favourites  and 
monopolists,  the  stupidity  [and  neglect  of 
English  statesmen,  and  last,  but  not  least, 
the  incessant  religious  and  political 
squabbles  of  Catholics  and  Orangemen, 
merchants  and  ** people" — when  we  think 
of  all  this,  we  realise  the  truth  of  Lord 
Salisburv's  remark  that  Newfoundland  has 
indeed  been  the  sport  of  historic  mis- 
fortune. Yet  there  is  abundant  life  in  the 
old  colony.  Standing  at  the  Atlantic  gale- 
way  to  all  British  North  America,  she  holds 
a  position  of  rare  strategic  importance  ; 
and  her  sturdy  British  stock  and  her  wealth 
of  fisher}',  forest,  and  mine  may  yet  secure 
for  her  an  honoured  place  in  the  future  of 
EngHsh-speaking  peoples. 

The  beginnings  of  Newfoundland  well 
illustrate  Professor  Seeley*s  aphorism  that 
England  seemed  to  set  about  her  mighty 
work  of  State  expansion  in  a  fit  of  absent- 
mindedness.  Fired  by  the  example  of 
Columbus  with  a  desire  to  explore  the 
mysteries  of  the  new  highway  to  the  East 


by  the  West,  **  John  Cabotto,  citizen  of 
Venes,"  and  his  sons,  prayed  **your 
most  noble  and  habundant  grace"  King 
Henry  VI L  for  letters  patent,  to  discover 
new  lands  for  the  English  Crown.  They  were 
bidden  do  so  **  upon  their  own  proper  cost 
and  charges,"  and  ordered  to  hand  over 
one  fifth  part  of  the  net  profits  of  their 
voyage  for  the  King's  use.  And  when, 
having  found  the  new  land  and  given 
England  without  a  penny's  cost  to  herself 
a  right  to  the  sovereignty  of  North  America, 
it  was  the  magnificent  gratuity  of  ;^io  that 
Henr}^  bestowed  upon  **  Hym  that  found 
the  new  isle."  The  **  Hym  "  was  probably 
the  sailor  who  first  sighted  land  from  the 
masthead.  John  Cabot  himself,  though 
men  *'  ran  after  him  like  mad  "  for  a  time, 
was  rewarded  with  a  beggarly  pension  of 
;{J^2o  out  of  the  revenue  of  Bristol.  He 
lies  buried  no  one  knows  where,  and  until 
a  few  years  ago  there  was  not  so  much  as 
a  spot  of  land  to  perpetuate  his  name  on 
the  continent  he  gave  to  England. 

The  foothold  which  the  merchant  adven- 
turers of  the  West  of  England  thus  gained 
in  Newfoundland  they  have  never  lost,  and 
many  a  little  Devon  and  Dorset  seaport  is 
still  the  *'  old  home"  of  some  of  the  best 
families  in  the  colony.  As  recently  as  1834 
we  read  of  hundreds  of  sturdv  Devonshire 
"youngsters"  going  out  each  spring  for 
two  summers  and  a  winter  to  the  fisher}'. 
The  little  **  Dartmouth  Inn  and  Newfound- 
land Tavern  "  at  Newton  Abbott  was  the 
acknowledged  place  for  shipping,  and 
when  the  parson  came  to  "Pruverbs" 
in  the  Church  service  every  villager  knew 
that  the  *'  Newfanlan  men"  would  soon  be 
home. 

Judge  Prowse,  of  Newfoundland,*  whose 
researches  make  his  newly  published 
*•  History  of  Newfoundland "  a  work  of 
the  highest  historical  value  as  well  as  of 
absorbing  interest,  has  disposed  of  the 
idea  which  previous  historians  had  that 
after  Cabot's  discoveries  Newfoundland 
was  deserted  for  nearly  a  centur}-.  A  son 
of  Devon  himself,  Judge  Prowse  laughs  at 

•  We  are  indebted  to  Judge  Prowse  for  the  use 
of  the  photographs,  etc.,  from  his  "  History  of 
Newfoundland  "  (Macmillan),  which  illustrate  this 
article. 
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the  idea  that  "  the  most  pugnacious  and 
pertinacious  race  in  all  thi;  three  king- 
doms "  would  enter  upon  a  most  profilablu 
business  and  then  give  it  up.  A  eoii- 
temporary    account    of    Caliot's    voyage, 


splendid  and  profitable  fishery,  we  feel, 
with  Judge  I'row.se,  that  this  is  hardly 
"  the  west  country  way."  It  is,  moreover, 
n*  lo  the  records,  for  in  the  Acts  of 
VIH.,  1541,  and  Edward  VT..  1548, 


written  in  the  same  vear,  1497,  speaks 
of  the  sea  c.fT  Neufomulland  as  "  full  of 
fish,  which  are  laken  not  onlv  with  the 
net,  but  also  wiih  a  basket  iii  which  a 
stone  is  j>iit,  so  that  the  basket  niav 
plunge  into  water-;  and  the  English- 
men with  Cabot  are  reported  as  saying 
that  "  thev  can  bring  so  ttianv  fish  that 
the  kingdom  will  have  no  more  business 
with  Islanda  [Iceland],  and  that  from  this 
countri-  there  will  be  a  very  great  trade  in 
the  fish  they  call  slock-fisll."  I'ortuguesc 
and  French  records  show  that  the  fisher- 
men of  those  countries  knew  of  (bis 
hanest  of  the  sea,  and  as  early  as  150IJ 
we  find  the  King  of  Portugal  gathering  a 
handsome  revenue  from  his  tenth  share  of 
profits  in  Newfoundland.  When,  therefore, 
the  historians  (jf  the  past  assure  us  that 
for  the  first  half  of  the  sixteenth  century 
no  English  lishers  or  traders  were  10  be 
seen  in  Xewfotmdiand,  and  that  our  sailors 
jeopardised  their  lives  on  these  lonely 
waters  just  to  bring  home  "strange  birds 
and  savage  men  to  amuse  the  citizens 
of  London,"  leaving  the  French  and 
Portuguese  to  gather  all  the  benefits  of  a 


the  Newfoundland  fishery  is  classed  with 
old-established  trades  like  the  Iceland  and 
Orknev  fisheries;  and  in  later  years  we  find 
Kaleigli,  the  great  coloniser  of  the  Eliza- 
bethan  age,  declaring  the  Newfoundland 
fisher\-  to  have  already  become  "the 
mainstay  and  supjiort  of  the  western 
cuinilies" — then  the  great  maritime  centre 
of  K.nglaiui — and  asserting  that  "a  suc- 
cessful atlack  on  the  Newfoundland 
[fisliing]  Heel  would  be  the  greatest  mis- 
foriune  that  could  befall  England." 

This  fact— that  England's  dominion  in 
Newfoundland  was  a  continuous  iJominion 
from  the  time  of  Cabot's  discover}' — is  of 
far  more  than  acaiieniic  interest.  It  throws 
light  u]>on  the  most  brilliant  period  of 
English  history — the  golden  age,  when  the 
New  World  came  to  redress  the  balance  of 
the  Old.  The  historians  have  been  so 
busy  weaving  romance  round  the  voyage 
of  the  J/.n/iwvrand  the  settlement  of  the 
little  band  of  "  Pilgrim  Fathers "  on  the 
barren  coast  of  ^lassachusetts,  that  they 
have  overlooked  the  real  source  and  origin 
of  the  beginnings  of  colonisation  in 
North    America.      When     the    harassed 
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Puritans  sent  from  Holland  to  King 
James  for  leave  to  go  to  America  he 
asked,  "What  profit  might  arise .- "  "Fish- 
ing" was  their  sole  answer.  "So  God 
have  my  soul,"  the  Kmg  replied,  '■  'tis  an 
honest  trade ;  'twas  the  Apostles'  own 
calling,"  and  so  they  got  their  leave.  It 
was  the  fishing  which  the  hardy  sons  of 
Devon  had  carried  on  so  quietly  and  yet 
so  profitably  year  after  year  that  acted  as 
a  magnet  to  the  forefathers  of  American 
civilisation  when  they  sought  a  land  free 
from  tyrannies  of  Church  and  State. 

Every  spring  with  the  advent  of  the 
easterly  winds  venturesome  mariners  set 
out  from  Dartmouth,  Bideford,  Bristol, 
and  other  ports  in  the  west,  in  their  ships 
of  from  fifty  to  eighty  tons'  burtlen,  to 
compete  with  Portuguese,  Bretons,  and 
Normans  and  Basques  in  the  inexhaustible 
cod,  whale,  and  seal  fisheries  of  New- 
foundland. The  historians  were  too  much 
concerned  with  the  doings  of  kings, 
queens,  and  courtiers  to  record  the  fact, 
but  Judge  Prowse  has  no  difiicuJty  in 
provmg  that  this  trade,  growing  year  by 
year,  almost  unknown  to  the  Court,  ami 
therefore   to   the    dreaded    tax-gatherers. 


learnt  their  first  lessons  in  the  taming  of 
the  Spaniard.  Without  these  lessons  the 
Invincible  Armada  might  have  met  quite 
another  fate. 

But  though  these  were  great  days  for 
English  seamanship,  they  were  poor  days 
for  Newfoundland.  She  was  left  without 
law,  without  religion  or  government — the 
haunt  of  pi  rate -traders.  The  island  was, 
in  the  words  of  an  Under-Secretary  of 
State  in  after  years,  looked  upon  as 
nothing  more  than  "a  great  ship  moored 
near  the  banks  during  the  fishing  season 
for  the  convenience  of  English  fishermen." 
The  bold  attempt  of  Sir  Gilbert  Humphrey, 
a  scholarly  knight  of  Devon,  half-brother 
to  Sir  Walter  Kaleigh,  to  colonise  the 
island  in  1 583  was  a  dismal  failure.  Some 
of  the  250  followers  who  went  with  him 
from  De\'onshire  have  left  us  a  record  of 
their  doings,  and  we  can  picture  the  scene. 
The  gaily  dressed  Elizabethan  courtier  had 
rough  English,  Spanish,  and  Portuguese 
fishermen  gathered  round  him  on  (iarrison 
Hill  in  the  centre  of  St.  John's  Harbour, 
and  there,  beneath  the  banner  of  England, 
his  commission  under  the  great  seal  of 
England  was"openlieand  solemn  lie  read," 


;  the  nursing  mother  of  England's 
ritime  supremacy.  Voyaging  to  and 
fro.  these  West -countrymen  gained  a  rare 
skill  and  daring  in  seamanship.  St.  John's, 
Newfoundland,  was  even  then  a.  rendezvous 
for  all  foreigners;  and  meeting  them  there 
in  days  when  the  spoiling  of  a  foreigner 
was  as  regular  an  incident  as  the  sharing 
of  cod,  these  rough  West-countr>' fishermen 


and  he  received  a  turf  and  hazel  wand 
in  feudal  fashion  as  token  of  his  juris- 
diction for  100  leagues  in  every  direction. 
The  "royalties,  liberties,  and  privileges'" 
were  indeed  "  many,  great,  and  large," 
for  they  included  Nova  Scotia,  New  Bruns- 
wick, part  of  Labrador,  as  well  as  the 
islands  of  Newfoundland,  Cape  Breton, 
and    Prince    Edward    lslan<l.       But     Sir 
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Gilbert  was  more  a  dreamer  than  a  man 
of  affairs.  He  was  ill-fitted  to  meet  the 
bitter  hostility  of  the  West-countrymen, 
who  resented  the  intrusion  of  a  courtly 
coloniser  into  their  fishing  quarters ;  and 
his  patent  and  his  great  schemes  came  to 
nought  with  the  sinking  of  his  little  frigate 
on  the  homeward  voyage. 

The  next  great  epoch  in  Newfoundland 
history — the  colonisation  era — covering 
almost  the  whole  of  the  seventeenth 
century,  presents  some  curious  features. 
Every  man  of  influence  at  Court  must  have 
his  part  in  the  work  of  colonisation.  The 
great  Chancellor  Bacon,  Sir  William 
Vaughan  and  his  brother,  Lord  Carbcrry, 
Lord  P^alkland  and  Lord  Baltimore  were 
among  the  Court  colonisers,  and  their 
schemes  were  often  as  fantastic  as  they 
were  aristocratic.  As  in  so  many  coloni- 
sation efforts  of  later  years,  there  was  zeal 
without  knowledge.  (3f  them  all,  not  a 
vestii^e  remains.  The  elaborate  charters 
to  which  princes  and  potentates  lent  their 
names  are  buried  away  in  mustv  and  for- 
gotten  records,  and  all  the  grandiose 
names  of  New  Falkland,  Cambriol, 
Colchos,  Golden  Grove,  Vaughan's  Cove, 
Brittaniola,  with  the  one  exception  of 
Baltimore's  Avalon,  have  disappeared 
from  the  maps.  The  colonisers  whose 
colonisation  has  endured  were  the  poor 
and  humble  men,  who,  driven  from 
England  by  harsh  laws,  made  their  way  to 
isolated  hamlets  on  the  Newfoundland 
coast.  They  had  to  face  utter  neglect  of 
Governments  at  home,  and  the  deadly 
enmity  of  the  Devon  ship  fishermen,  who 
feared  the  effect  of  settlements  upon  their 
fishing  monopoly ;  but  they  clung  to  the 
patches  of  farm  where  they  had  built  their 
rude  homes,  and  became  a  bulwark 
against  the  foreign  invaders  who  in  later 
years  sought  to  wrest  the  colony  from 
England. 

It  was  easy  in  those  days  to  secure  the 
dignity  of  admiral.  A  skipper  had  only 
to  enter  the  harbour  first  and  he  became 
admiral  and  judge  over  all  for  the  entire 
fishing  season ;  while  the  masters  of  the 
second  and  third  following  vessels  were 
vice-admiral  and  rear-admiral  respectively. 
The  admiral  had,  it  is  true,  no  gold  lace. 
Pitch- besmeared  jacket  and  trousers  were 
enough  for  him,  and  seated  on  an  upturned 
butter-tub  in  a  fish-store,  he  dealt  out 
justice  to  the  man  who  paid  most  for 
it.  The  fishing  admiral  was,  indeed,  the 
servant  of  the  merchants,  and  the  worst 
offence  a  resident  could  commit  was  to  till 
a  portion  of  the  soil.  The  litigant  who 
began  his  case  with  the  production  of  a 


flowing  bowl  of  calabogus  was,  says  Judge 
Prowse,  pretty  sure  to  captivate  the  judicial 
mind,  and  sometimes  the  case  came,  alas ! 
to  an  abrupt  close  by  the  collapse  of  the 
judge  on  the  floor  of  the  court.  But  what 
of  that }  He  fined  and  whipped  at  his 
pleasure,  and  made  his  personal  foes  smart 
for  it.  During  his  first  visit  to  one  of  the 
outports  the  Chief  Justice  found  that  the 
fishing  admiral  had  given  judgment  after 
judgment  in  favour  of  his  own  firm.  "  How 
dare  you.  Sir,  commit  such  a  perversion  of 
justice }  **  exclaimed  the  angry  chief. 
"  Well,"  was  the  calm  reply  of  *'  the  Lord 
High  Hadmiral,"  "  I  must  be  a  pretty 
sort  of  a  vule  of  a  judge  if  I  couldn't  do 
justice  to  myself!  "  No  wonder  the  resi- 
dents prayed  the  Home  Government  that 
they  might  be  **  governed  as  Britons, 
and  not  live  like  banditti  or  forsaken 
people,  without  law  or  gospel." 

After  a  century  of  the  unbridled  rule  of 
the  fishing  admirals  came  a  century  of 
naval  governors,  each  dealing  out  martial 
law  in  his  season.  Lord  George  Graham, 
the  Hon.  John  Byng,  Lord  Rodney, 
Commodore  Francis  William  Drake, 
Lord  Graves,  Lord  Radstock,  and  other 
famous  heroes  of  the  sea-duels  between 
England  and  France  were  among  the 
governors,  and  though  as  the  population 
of  the  colony  increased,  their  quarter- 
deck justice  became  an  anomaly  and  a 
sore  grievance,  their  rule  marked  a  great, 
advance  upon  that  of  the  rude  fishing 
admirals,  and  gave  effectual  recognition  to 
the  position  of  Newfoundland  as  a  British 
colony.  As  an  instance,  note  how  Rodney 
dealt  with  the  magistrates  of  Harbour 
Grace  who  asked  leave  to  reduce  the 
servants*  wages  on  account  of  a  bad 
fishery.  '*  I  can  by  no  means  approve  of 
it,"  says  Rodney  decisively ;  **  law  and 
equity  declare  the  labourer  to  be  worthy 
of  his  hire.  I  have  only  one  question  to 
ask — namely,  had  the  season  been  good 
in  proportion  as  it  has  proved  bad,  would 
the  merchants  or  boat-keepers  have  ratsed 
the  men's  wages  ?  " 

With  the  advent  of  the  railway,  steam- 
boat, and  telegraph,  Newfoundland,  like 
the  rest  of  the  world,  passed  into  the  era 
of  education,  responsible  government,  and 
courts  of  justice.  This  is,  of  course,  as 
it  should  be,  but  one  cannot  help  regretting 
that  the  picturesque  old  days  are  now  no 
more.  What  a  sensation  it  would  make 
in  St.  John's  were  a  Chief  Justice  of  to- 
day to  send  the  Governor  such  a  reply  to 
specific  charges  as  Chief  Justice  Tremlett 
sent  to  Governor  Duckworth  in  1811  1  — 
**To  the  first  charge,  your  Excellency," 
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he  wrote,  "  I  answer  that  it  is  a  lie ;  to  the 

second  charge  I  say  that  it  is  a  d d  lie; 

and  to  the  third  that  it  is  a  d d  infernal 

lie  !  And,  your  Excellency,  I  have  no 
more  to  say. — Your  Excellency's  obedient 
servant,  Thomas  Tremlett."  There  is  a 
bluff  breezy  freshness  in  such  an  official 
document  as  that,  and  we  rejoice  to  think 
that  the  accused  was  sustained  both  by  the 
Governor  and  the  authorities  in  England. 
Then,  again,  there  are  no  more  jolly, 
good-natured  princes  like  Prince  William 
Henry  (afterwards  William  IV.)  to  temper 
justice  with  fun  on  the  magistrate's  bench. 
An  old  gentleman  who  had  known  the 
Prince    well    in    Newfoundland   called    at 


escape  is  yet  clear.  At  home  the  trouble 
of  the  moment  is  largely  one  of  ways  and 
means.  Isolated  as  she  is  from  her  con- 
tinent, and  dependent  upon  the  precarious 
fisheries  for  a  bare  means  of  subsistence, 
Newfoundland  finds  it  difficult  to  pay  her 
way  as  a  self-governing  colonv.  Abroad 
there  is  the  vexatious  French  shore 
question  to  harass  and  impede  colonial 
effort.  In  treaty  after  treaty,  from  the 
treaty  of  Utrecht  in  1713  onwards,  English 
Ministers  have  sacrificed  the  interests  of 
the  colony  to  France,  so  that  the  French 
fisherman  is  still  found  building  his  hut 
and  fishing-stage  on  the  Newfoundland 
shore,  and  the  little  islands  of  St.  Pierre 


Kensington  Palace  after  the  Prince  had 
come  to  the  throne.  His  Majesty  was, 
fudge  Prowse  relates,  delighted  to  see 
him,  gave  him  a  glass  of  the  favourite 
calabogus.  and  talked  plcasantlv  over  a 
pipe.  "  And  may  I  ask  after  her  ^Iajesly■!^ 
health?"  said  the  old  Newfoundlander, 
thinking  it  the  right  thing  to  do.  "  Thank 
yon,"  was  the  reply,  "her  .Majesty" 
(Queen  Adelaide)  "  is  quite  well,  and 
would  have  had  much  pleasure  in  seeing 
you  but,  unfortunatdv,  this  is  washing- 
day." 

One  turns  regretfully  from  times  like 
these,  especially  when  they  find  such 
delightful  records  as  the}'  do  in  Judge 
Prowse's  pages.  They  liave,  alas !  left 
behind  them  a  legacy  of  political  and 
commercial  turmoil  from  which  no  way  of 


and  Miquelon  on  the  south-west  coast, 
which   were   ceded  to  France  as  a  mere 

sheUer  for  French  fishermen  during  the 
fishing  season,  have  become  a  fully  fledged 
French  colony,  and  the  resort  of  all  the 
smugglers  of  North  America,  to  the 
harassing  of  legitimate  trade  in  New- 
foundland. 

Carljle  once  said  of  Ireland,  "  England's 
job  of  work  inexorably  needed  to  be  done 
cannot  go  on  at  all,  unless  her  back- 
parlour  belong  to  herself."  Newfound- 
lan<iers  say  much  the  same  of  the  only 
permanent  solution  of  their  difficulty  with 
the  French.  The  trouble  is  that  no 
F'nglish  Ministry  has  yet  been  able  by 
exchange  of  territory  or  purchase  to 
make  Newfoundland  mistress  of  her  own 
house. 
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Apart  from  these  political  questions,  the 
three  little  islands  of  St.  Pierre,  Great 
Miquelon,  and  Little  Miquelon,  or  Lang- 
lade, are  a  delightful  survival  of  quaint 
eighteenth  -  century  France,  left  almost 
untouched  by  all  the  bustle  of  the  New 
World,      When  the  Motherland    had    its 


Revolution  in  1789,  St.  Pierre,  too,  had  its 
"  Assembly  General  of  the  Commune,"  its 
"  Committee  of  Notables,"  its  "  Club  des 
.\mis  de  la  Constitution,"  and  even  i(s 
■' Reign  of  Terror  "  and  "'i'rec  of  Liberty." 
To-day,  tourists  who  reach  it  in  four  days 
from  New  York,  and  in  less  time  from 
Boston  and  Halifax,  speak  of  St.  I'ierrc 
as  the  Bordeaux,  Marseilles,  and  St.  Malo 
of  a  hundred  years  ago  rolled  into  one, 
and  reproduced  in  miniature.  There 
are  the  brightly  coloured  sashes  of  the 
ox-drivers — the  only  horse  ever  imported 


is  said  to  have  died  of  ennui— ^the  gay 
headgear  of  the  fisher- lasses,  the  brick- 
floored,  wood-beamed  cafSs,  the  huge  oil- 
lamps  at  every  comer,  the  brightly  painted 
images  of  the  Virgin  in  niches  here  and 
there,  the  pattering  of  the  sabots  on  the 
narrow  brick  footways,  the  gold-laced  gen- 
darme, and  at  ten  o'clock  each  night  that 
other  great  functionarj'— the  letter-carrier 
and  town-crier  in  one — marching  round 
the  town  to  the  beat  of  the  drum  to 
warn  good  citizens  to  put  out  their  light. 
These  carry  the  thoughts  far  back  into  the 
past.  It  is  all  very  quaint  and  interesting 
in  itself;  it  is  doubly  so  when  we  remember 
that  these  few  square  miles  are  all  that 
remain  to  France  of  her  once  vast  posses- 
sions in  North  America. 

Of  the  natives  of  Newfoundland  we 
know  little.  When  Cabot  landed  at  Bona- 
vista,  he  found  them  to  be  a  powerful  tribe 
nfRed  Indians,  using  the  skins  and  furs 
of  wild  beasts  for  garments,  and,  expert  as 
they  were  in  the  use  of  bows  and  arrows, 
spears,  darts,  clubs,  and  slings,  we  can 
imagine  what  a  paradise  they  found  a 
country  stocked  with  game  and  fish  of  all 
kinds.  A  cranium  and  a  few  bones  in  the 
museum  at  St.  John's  are  ail  that  is  left  10 
recall  the  vanished  Beothics.  For  them, 
as  for  the  kindred  Red  Indians  of  the 
.\merican  continent,  the  white  man  with 
his  firearms  and  his  fire-water  proved  too  ' 
much.  One  of  the  last  of  the  Beothics  was 
Mary  March,  who  was  brought  to  St. 
John's  in  1819,  and  sent  back  to  her  people 
loaded  with  presents  in  the  hope  of  making 
peace  between  iihite  and  red  man.  The 
peace  was  never  made.  Years  afterwards 
a  traveller  found  a  white  deal  coffin  in  an 
ancient  burying-place  of  the  natives,  and 
within  was  the  skeleton  of  JIary  March, 
neaily  shrouded  in  white  muslin,  with 
the  body  of  her  murdered  husband  at 
her  side. 


A     RIGHTEOUS     WOMAN. 


By   MARGARET  WATSON. 


"^H  dear!    oh  dear!      I'll  tell  our 
J     mother,  Alf!" 
YOU  *d  better  not !  " 
[  will.     *Ere  *s  Dick  a-comin'." 
[  daunt  keer  fur  Dick." 
Dick !     Make   'im   leave  *old   of   my 
!" 

ifou  let  Bess  alone,  Alf !  'Ere,  give 
hat  there  cat." 

ck  being  a  good  size  larger  than  Alf, 
;at  was  reluctantly  given  up,  and  Dick 
jd  from  its  neck  the  stone  which  had 
destined  to  take  it  to  the  bottom  of 
)ond. 

le  kitten  had  foolishly  followed  Bessy 
hool,  and  her  brother  Alf  had  found 
:lose  proximity  of  a  kitten  and  a  pond 
l^reat  a  temptation. 

le  kitten  clung  wildly  to  the  breast  of 
*s  jacket,  and  Dick  held  it  there,  and 
Bessy's  little  cold  clammy  hand  with 
ree  one. 

ZIome    along   o'   me,    Bess ;    no   one 
I't  'urt  you,  nor  kitty  neither." 
Hla !  ha !    Dick  's  agoin'  sweetheartin' 
dy." 

lis  from  another  boy,  who  had  watched 
jr's  trouble,  but  sided  with  neither  party. 
5weetheartin'  yerself ! "  said  Dick 
his  shoulder  as  he  trudged  away  with 
,  still  tearful,  but  clearing  up. 
lis  happened  during  the  one  year's 
Dling  these  two  enjoyed.  It  was 
:e  the  days  of  Board  Schools,  but  this 
d1  was  started  in  the  village  when 
jr  was  seven  years  old  and  Dick  ten. 
e  had  been  a  school  before  of  a  sort, 
it  was  only  for  girls.  Lace-making 
taught  all  the  week,  and  reading  on 
lays,  and  Bessie  never  attended  it,  as 
QOther  had  quarrelled  with  the  woman 
kept  it ;  and  when  it  was  superseded 
regular  school,  in  which  children  did 
ns  on  a  weekday,  learnt  to  read  and 
a  little  writing  and  summing,  though 
ways  were  looked  on  as  an  innovation 
I  terrible  encouragement  to  idleness, 
some  of  the  village  mothers  did  send 
:  such  of  their  children  as  they  did  not 
at  home  to  mind  the  baby,  or  in  the 
\  to  lead  the  plough-horses. 
Bessie  went.     She  was  the  youngest 


in  her  home  ;  and  Dick  went  too,  for  work 
was  slack  and  he  could  not  get  a  job  in  the 
fields.  So  day  by  day  these  two  walked 
together  the  mile  that  lay  between  the 
school  and  their  homes — two  two-roomed 
cottages  next  door  to  one  another — and 
Dick  protected  Bess  from  the  roughness  of 
her  brother  and  the  other  boys,  and  Bess 
adored  Dick  all  the  more  that  it  was  quite 
against  village  traditions  for  a  boy  to  take 
any  notice  of  a  girl,  except,  perhaps,  to 
tease  her. 

Schooling  over,  Dick  was  promoted  to 
field-work,  and  Bessy  would  often  get 
leave  to  carr}'  his  dinner  up  to  the  field  to 
him,  and  in  the  spring  evenings  he  would 
sometimes  leave  the  boys'  games  and  go 
to  *'  pick  vi'lets "  with  her  under  the 
hedges. 

Then,  at  the  age  of  twelve,  Bessie  went 
to  service  as  little  maid-of-all-work  in  a 
little  shop  where  there  was  a  large  little 
family.  She  was  a  mite  for  her  age — 
plain  and  insignificant,  with  sallow  com- 
plexion, irregular  features,  and  bright 
black  eyes.  Food  had  been  none  too 
plenty  at  home,  and  of  what  there  was  the 
most  nourishing  must  go  to  the  men  and 
boys,  who  had  to  work  from  morning  to 
night  in  the  fields,  and  could  not  sit  down 
by  the  fire  when  they  felt  **fainty-like." 

But  in  her  "place"  Bessy  had  sixpence 
a  week  and  her  food,  and,  the  food  being 
enough,  she  grew  a  little,  and  was  healthy. 
A  quick,  active  child  she  was,  and  her 
mistress  liked  her  and  was  as  considerate 
to  her  as  a  woman  with  five  little  children 
and  the  shop  to  look  after  could  be. 

At  fourteen  Bessy  "  bettered  herself "  by 
taking  the  place  of  nursemaid  at  Peg's 
Farm ;  on  this  farm  her  father  and  Dick 
both  worked,  and  here  she  had  fc^r 
pounds  a  year  wages. 

Dick  also  was  rising  in  the  world,  and 
their  friendship  was  as  warm  as  ever, 
though  now  they  were  shy  of  expressing 
it  and  were  never  seen  out  together ;  one 
reason  of  this  was  that  Bessy's  mother  had 
"dared  her"  to  walk  with  any  lad — and 
Bessy  had  a  wholesome  fear  of  her  mother. 

Time  went  on,  and  Bessie  at  seventeen 
was   advanced   from   the    nursery  to  NJckft. 
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kitchen.  As  a  "general"  she  shook  off 
the  yoke  of  her  mother,  and  Dick  and 
she  walked  out  regularly  on  Sunday  even- 
ings. This  lasted  for  a  year.  Then  their 
master  gave  up  the  farm  for  one  some 
twenty  miles  away  "  up  country."  Dick 
was  engaged  by  the  new  tenant  of  Peg's 
Farm,  but  Bessy's  mistress  did  not  want 
to  part  with  her,  and  offered  to  raise  her 
wages  from  eight  to  nine  pounds  if  she 
would  go  with  her,  and  Bessy  went, 
agreeing  with  Dick  before  parting  that 
when  he  rose  from  working  the  odd  horse 
to  being  a  carter  with  eleven  shillings  a 
week  wages,  they  should  be  married. 

This  odd  pair  of  lovers  had  never  had  a 
quarrel.  To  Dick  Bessy  was  not  small  and 
plain,  but  neat  and  bright,  and  quick  and 
clever  ;  and  to  Bessy  Dick  was  the  one 
man  she  believed  in  and  trusted  entirely. 
From  the  dav  he  saved  her  kitten  he  had 
been  to  her  the  embodiment  of  strength 
and  kindness.  She  had  never  "looked  the 
way  of"  any  other  man,  and  no  doubt  of 
him  ever  crossed  her  mind.  She  felt  as 
sure  of  him  as  of  herself. 

The  new  tenant  of  Peg's  Farm  had  a 
wife  and  two  young  sons.  They  brought 
a  servant  with  them — a  quiet  girl,  who 
made  no  friends  in  the  village,  and  who 
stayed  about  twelve  months. 

All  this  twelve  months  Dick  felt  lonely 
and  miserable.  Once  only  he  managed  to 
see  Bessy  by  tramping  the  twenty  miles, 
after  work  on  a  Saturday  night,  and  back 
again  on  the  Sunday  night,  so  as  not  to 
lose  a  day's  work.  But  this  was  such  hard 
work  that  Bessy  begged  him  not  to  do  it 
again  ;  and  she  herself  got  no  holidays. 

At  the  end  of  the  vear  the  servant  at 
Peg's  Farm  left,  and  a  new  girl  arrived. 
She  also  came  from  a  distance.  She  was 
fair,  and  rather  short,  with  regular  features 
and  a  bright  complexion ;  and  she  appeared 
at  church  so  smartly  drcosed  as  to  arouse 
criticism. 

**  That  new  gal  as  the  missus  'ave  got  is 
a  smart  'un,"  said  old  John  Jones  to  old 
William. 

"  Ah  !  a  deal  too  smart.  If  the  young 
chaps  know'd  wot  they  was  about,  they 
'ouldn't  ha'  nowt  to  say  to  a  gal  as  puts 
all  'er  money  on  'er  back." 

"  The  gals  didn't  dress  like  that  when 
us  was  young  chaps.  They  knowed  us 
'ouldn't  ha'  looked  at  'em."  And  with  a 
chuckle  of  superior  wisdom,  John  and 
William  went  their  way. 

It  appeared  that  the  "chaps"  of  to-day 
were  less  wise,  for  they  certainly  looked  at 
Sarah  Toovey,  but  they  got  no  further ; 
for,  though  she  lingered  and  looked  about 


her,  none  were  bold  enough  to  make  ad- 
vances ;  so  she  went  on  alone  up  to  the  £uin. 
But  at  the  yard-gate  she  paused,  for  a 
solitary  man's  figure  was  coming  up  the 
lane.  It  was  Dick,  coming  to  feed  his 
horse,  which  lived  across  the  jrard  in  a 
stall  by  itself. 

"  You  works  'ere,  I  s'pose  ?  "  said  Sarah« 
'*  Ah,  I  does  so,"  said  Dick,  with  a  slow 
wonder  at  the  bold  manner. 

"  Got  anythin'  to  do  this  evenin'  ?  " 
"  Not  partic'lar  as  I  knows  on." 
"I'm  goin'  for  a  walk.     I  told  missus 
I  must  'ave  my  Sunday  evenin's  out." 

Dick  blushed,  and  slowly  endeavoured 
to  clean  his  boots  on  the  fence  to  hide  his 
embarrassment  as  he  blurted  out — 
"  I — ha'  got  a  young  woman." 
"That  don't  make  no  odds,  do  it.**    I 
din't  ast  leave  to  be  your  young  woman, 
did  I  .'^     I  got  a  young  man,  too,  on'y  he 's 
too  fur  away  to  walk  with.     Your  young 
woman  ain't  here  neither,  I  s'pose  }  " 
"  No— she  ain't." 
"  Well  then,  what 's  the  'arm  .^  " 
*'  I — daun't  think  as  'ow  she'd  like  it." 
"  I  wouldn't  be  rewled  by  a  woman  if  I 
was  a  man !  you  ain't  tied  to  her  apem- 
strings.     Besides,  'ow'd  she  know  .'* " 

"  Somebody  'd  tell  'er  if  they  seen  us 
out  walkin'." 

"  Well,  they  no  call  to  see  us.  You  go 
up  t'other  side  o'  that  'ill  there  about  'alf- 
past  six  and  I  '11  be  there  waitin'." 
"  I  don't  know  as  I  wants  to." 
"  Well,  if  you  don't  want  a  bit  o'  fun, 
and  'ud  soonder  moon  about  Sunday 
evenin's  all  by  yourself,  I  can  get  plenty 
chaps  as '11  be  glad  to  walk  with  me,"  and 
she  left  him,  tossing  her  head,  and  walking 
quickly  across  the  yard  to  the  back  door, 
which  she  closed  with  a  bang  behind  her. 
Dick  stood  where  she  had  left  him, 
with  his  mouth  open.  This  rapid  way 
of  doing  things  took  his  breath  away. 
Then  he  slowly  moved  down  to  the  stable, 
thinking  hard  as  he  went :  It  was  dull 
Sundays.  Would  there  be  any  harm  in 
a  walk  or  so  if  no  one  knew  of  it }  and 
if  she  had  a  young  man  she  would  want 
it  kept  quiet.  But  he'd  offended  her  now 
and  she  wouldn't  go  over  Gilton  Hill  to 
meet  him ;  but  maybe  he  might  as  well 
walk  up  that  way  when  he'd  had  his  tea. 
It  wouldn't  do  any  harm  just  to  see  if  she 
was  there. 

So  over  the  hill  he  went  after  tea — and 
there  was  Sarah,  who,  of  course,  had  not 
expected  him. 

"  What !  it's  never  you!  "  she  exclaimed. 
"Well,    who     else     mid    it    be.?"    he 
answered  rather  sulkily. 


A  RIGHTEOUS  WOMAN. 


" I  thought  you 
some  gal's  aptTTi-st 

"  Bain'l  tit'd  to 
but  I  tfll  'I'C  as  it's  her  as  I  be  U>  marry." 

"  Who's  talkin'  of  gi.-ttiii'  married  ?— iint 
mi;,  for  oni.'.  I  don't  want  no  man  for  a 
master  vet  awhile." 

MonUia  went  by.  The  walki;  beeanie 
regular,  and  were  nmn-  and  more  iiri>- 
lonjfeii.  The  mistress  scolded  now  ;md 
then  ivhi-n  Sarah  made  the  supper  lati.-, 
but  at  tir.st  suppo-seti,  as  Diek  wa<  larefnl 
never  to  be  sei-ii  with  her.  that  she  v.as 
walking  with  one  of  the  village  iiirls,  and 
the  evenings  were  light  ;ind  long,  and 
teiiiptiiig  for  straying  out  uf  donrs. 

But  one  Suuday  evening  Sarah's  own 


table 

blacksmith's  a|iprintiie,  hoping 
on  to  have  a  business  of  his  iiun.  He 
■nt  to  the  farm-house,  and  wa^  mid 
at  Sarah  had  gone  out,  but  that  if  he 
-lit  over  Giltr.u  Hill  he  would  be  likely 
lind  h.-r.  And  he  went. 
.\  fiiotjath  ran  up  over  the  hill  and  down 
e  other  side  through  a  fir  plantation. 
He  rea.hed  the  "top  of  the  hill  and 
ok.'d  alting  the  path.  The  setting  Min 
IS  behind  him.  an.l  streamed  full  in  the 
Lvs  of  a  cDuph-  eoniing  out  of  tin-  |>lani- 
ion.  The  ni.m's  arm  was  round  tlii-  girl's 
list,  and  hers  was  ruund  him.  Siie  was 
:mi[ig  upon  him  as  she  walked. 
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He  knew  her  in  a  moment ;  but  she, 
dazzled  by  the  sun,  did  not  see  him  till 
they  were  close  upon  him.  Then  she 
knew  him. 

"  Tom !  "  she  cried,  as  she  and  Dick 
dropped  apart. 

**  I  *ouldn*t  ha'  thought  it  of  'ee,  Sarah," 
he  said. 

**  I  didn't  mean    nothin'   by  it,  Tom," 
she  protested,  "  we  ain*t  keepin'  comp'ny." 
"  Don't  look  like  it,  neither  !  " 
"  We  ain't— be  us,  Dick  ?  " 
"  No,  not  as  I  knows  on,"  said  Dick. 
**  Well,  Sairey,  it's  goodbye  to  you,  my 
gal.     I  don't  keer  about  a  gal  as  walks  wi' 
one  chap  to-day  and  tother  to-morrow.     I 
ain't  so  much  as  spoke  to  a  gal  scnce  you 
went  away,  but  I  be  goin'  back  now  to  onst, 
and  I  shall  talk  to  Mary  Baker,  as  'ave  spoke 
to  me  siveral  times  a-passin'  the  shop." 

"  Tom  !  You  won't  never  take  to  that 
Polly  Baker — a  gret  fat  piece  !  I  'd  teach 
*er ! — talkin  to  another  gal's  chap  !  I  '11 
give  Dick  up,  and  I  won't  walk  with  no 
one — for  trcwth  I  won't,  Tom." 

**  No !  I  won't  'ave  nothin*  more  to 
doin'  wi'  ye.  You  may  walk  with  Dick,  as 
you  calls  'im,  for  me ;  and  I  wish  'im  joy 
of  'is  bargain  !  "  And  he  turned  and  started 
back  over  the  hill. 

Sarah  rushed  after  him,  and  seized  his 
arm,  but  he  shook  her  off  roughly,  and 
strode  awav.  She  sat  down  on  a  fallen 
tree  and  began  to  cry.  Dick  had  stood 
aside,  sheepish  and  uncomfortable,  but 
now  he  was  moved  with  a  feeling  of  pity 
for  the  girl  who  had  lost  her  sweetheart 
through  him,  and  sat  down  beside  her  to 
comfort  her. 

"  I  suppose  you  '11  give  me  up  too,  now, 
Dick,"  she  sobbed. 

*'  I  can't  marry  you,"  he  said  doubtfully. 

**  But  vou  '11  walk  out  with  me,  Dick  ? 

Dear  Dick — you  won't  give  me  up  .'^ "    She 

edged  close  up  to  him,  and  he  put  his  arm 

round  her  and  kissed  her. 

Months  passed,  and  presently  a  rumour 
grew,  and  grew,  that  all  was  not  right  with 
Sarah  at  Peg's  Farm. 

She  was  more  and  more  irregular  in  her 
hours,  and  at  last  her  mistress  heard  a  report 
that  she  walked  with  Dick.  Now,  she  knew 
that  Dick  was  thinking  of  marrying  another 
girl,  for  he  had  told  her  husband  so,  in 
applying  for  the  post  of  carter,  which  was 
soon  to  be  vacant ;  so  she  spoke  seriously 
to  Sarah,  and  forbade  the  evening  walks. 
Then,  suddenly,  everyone  knew,  for  Sarah 
would  watch  for  Dick  at  the  yard-gate,  or 
hurry  after  him  on  his  way  home  from 
church,  and  Dick  would  avoid  her,  as 
evidently,   never  speaking  to   her  if   he 


could  help  it.  And  then  it  became 
impossible  to  hide  her  condition  from 
her  mistress,  and  Sarah  was  sent  home  to 
her  widowed  mother  **  in  trouble." 

All  this  time  Bessy  knew  nothing.  The 
villagers  all  blamed  Sarah.  **  She  ran 
after  him,  so  what  could  she  expect }  And 
she  knew  as  he  were  promised  to  marry 
Bessy."  So  they  regarded  it  rather  as  an 
episode  which  scarcely  concerned  Bessy 
at  all,  and  her  own  mother  openly  hoped 
*'  Bessy  wouldn't  get  to  hear  of  it — not  till 
after  she  was  married,  'awever.  *Twould 
be  a  pity  if  she  was  to  lose  Dick  for  that 
hussy."  Just  about  this  time  Dick  got  his 
long-expected  promotion  :  he  was  given  a 
pair  of  horses  to  work  which  he  had  long 
coveted  and  now  called  proudly  his.  A 
vacant  cottage,  too,  made  everything  con- 
venient ;  and  one  Saturday  evening  he 
again  walked  the  twenty  miles  to  see 
Bessy  and  tell  her  to  give  notice  to  her 
mistress  and  come  home  and  be  married. 
Bessy  was  as  pleased  and  cheerful  as  a 
little  brown  sparrow  ;  she  wondered  that 
Dick  did  not  seem  happier  over  it,  but 
thought  he  must  be  tired  after  his  long 
walk. 

The  month  slipped  by.  Her  mistress 
gave  her  her  wedding-dress — a  pretty 
sprigged  muslin — and  home  she  came 
late  one  Thursday  evening. 

Dick  did  not  want  more  delay  than  was 
necessary,  and  the  banns  were  to  be  put 
up  the  following  Sunday.  On  the  Friday 
he  asked  for  leave  to  stop  work  at  three, 
and  by  four  o'clock  he  was  at  Bessy's 
door,  having  had  his  tea  and  put  on  his 
Sunday  suit. 

Bessy  was  waiting  for  him  in  her  neat 
stuff  gown  and  shady  hat.  They  were  to 
walk  into  the  town  to  buy  the  ring. 

Their  way  lay  along  a  footpath  betw^een 
waving  corn,  yellowing  already,  and  then 
down  a  narrow  lane  where  the  hedges  on 
each  side  were  sweet  with  honeysuckle, 
then  out  on  the  high  road,  bordered  with 
yellow  gorse,  and  on  till  they  came  to  the 
ferry — a  few  moments'  gliding  across  the 
quiet  river,  and  then  the  footpath  by  the 
river's  edge  to  the  town. 

Wherever  there  was  no  one  to  see  them 
they  held  hands,  dropping  apart  when 
footsteps  or  wheels  were  heard.  The 
July  sun  was  sinking  slowly  in  the  west, 
touching  everything  with  a  golden  glorj' ; 
and  as  she  looked  at  the  blue  sky,  flecked 
with  fleecy  pink-tipped  clouds,  and  held 
Dick's  hand,  Bessy  felt  as  if  she  were 
walking  straight  into  Heaven. 

Dick  was  happy  too,  for  he  had  reso- 
lutely put  away  the  remembrance  of  the 
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last  twelve  months,  labelling  it  r  "  T  was 
the  gal's  fault." 

They  reached  the  town  and  found  their 
way  to  a  small  jeweller's  in  a  side  street, 
where  the  ring  was  chosen,  and,  wrapped 
in  tissue  paper  and  cotton  wool,  and  placed 
in  a  little  box,  was  safely  deposited  in 
Dick's  pocket. 

This  most  important  business  being 
done,  they  strolled  through  the  streets,  slop- 
ping at  ail  the  furniture -dealers'  and  iron- 


At  her  door  they  stopped,  leaning  on 
the  railing  in  front,  loth  to  go  in. 

"  It 's  bin  a  beautiful  night,"  said  Bessy 
at  last,  breaking  the  spell  of  silence  with  a 
sigh,  and  turning  to  him  to  say  "Good- 
night "  before  going  in. 

She  held  her  face  up  to  him  in  the 
moonlight,  and  he  kissed  it,  noting  the 
peaceful  happiness  on  it  with  a  kind  of 
awe;  and,  as  she  turned  away,  a  shadow 
full  on  his  heart. 


mongers'  shops,  noting  the  different  prices, 
and  here  and  there  making  a  purchase. 

The  sun  had  set  when  the)-  started 
home,  leaving  his  Hngering  radiance 
behind  htm  for  a  while,  and  they  walked 
hand  in  hand  now  all  the  way,  for  who 
would  see  in  the  gathering  dusk  ?  And 
the  colours  faded  out  of  the  sky  and  off 
the  hills,  and  a  pearly-grey  fell  on  all 
around,  and  the  crescent  moon  changed 
slowly  from  white  to  flame,  and  the  stars 
came  out  and  looked  at  them,  and  they 
walked  on  in  silence,  feeling  as  though  in 
all  the  world  there  was  no  one  but  just 
themselves  two,  walking  hand  in  hand  to 
the  end  of  it. 


"  What  would  she  say  if  she  knew .' "  he 
thought. 

Saturday  morning  Bessy's  first  thought 


"  We  're  to  be  asked  in  church  to- 
morrow." 

Early  in  the  afternoon  her  mother 
started  off  to  do  the  week's  shopping  in 
the  nearest  large  village.  The  moment 
she  was  out  of  sight  a  neighbour  appeared. 
She  was  a  great  gossip,  and  Bessy  had 
never  liked  her,  but  now  felt  obliged  to 
ask  her  civilly  to  take  a  seat  and  to  inquire 
after  her  health. 

"  VeiT  sad,"  she  said,  "  that  I  be ;  and 
last  night  I  thought  as  evety  breath  'ud  be 
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my  last.  'Ave  the  windy  spazzums  dreadful , 
I  did,  and  nothink  wouldn't  move  'em ;  but" 
(quickly)  **  'ave  you  heard  the  news  ?  " 

'*  What  news  ?  " 

**  Sairey  Toovey's  got  her  increase." 

**  Who's  Sairey  Toovey  ? — the  new 
carter's  wife  at  Chapman's  ?" 

**  Law  bless  you,  no  !  Ain't  you  heerd? 
That  gal  Dick  kep*  comp'ny  with  all  last 
'ear." 

**  Dick  ?" 

"  Ah,  Dick ;  ain't  no  one  told  you  ? 
'ee  walked  out  with  'er  on  the  quiet- like, 
and  then  when  it  all  come  out  Mrs.  Bentley 
soon  packed  'er  off.  A  bold  hussy  she 
were.  I  wouldn't  keer  if  I  was  you  ;  she 
run  after  'im  shameful,  and  'ee  never 
meant  marryin'  of  'er." 

"  Do  you  mean — my  Dick — got  that 
girl  into  trouble  ?"  said  Bessy  very  slowly, 
with  a  white  face. 

**  In  course  I  do — ain't  I  tellin'  you  ? 
The  child  were  bom  'isterday  it  were — a 
boy  I  thinks  they  telled  me."  This  was 
said  with  an  air  of  indifference,  for  she 
felt  the  blow  had  been  even  greater  than 
she  expected. 

Bessy  sat  white  and  silent,  said  no  other 
word,  good  or  bad,  and  presently  the 
woman  took  herself  off,  and  Bessy  still 
sat  there  through  the  long  sunny  after- 
noon, till  she  heard  her  mother's  step 
on  the  garden  path.  Then  she  moved  a 
little,  and  stood  up  as  her  mother  came  in. 

**  Why,  Bess,  whatever 's  the  matter  ? 
You've  let  the  fire  out,  and  I  do  want  my 
tea— I  'm  that  tired  ! " 

**  Mother,  did  you  know?  is  it  trew  ?" 

"  What's  the  gal  drivin'  at  ?  I  know 
I'm  that  'ot  and  tired  luggin'  all  these 
things  'ome." 

•*  Mother,  did  Dick  get  that  girl  into 
trouble  .^" 

*'  Who  telled  you  that  ?" 

**  Old  Ann  King — is  it  trew,  mother  ?" 

*'Well,  yes — it's  right  enough — but 
doan't  'ee  go  for  to  take  no  notice  o'  that, 
my  gal — the  chap  didn't  mean  no  'arm,  and 
she  were  a  forrard  piece." 

**  You  'd  ought  to  ha'  told  me,  mother," 
said  Bessy,  and  then  relit  the  fire,  put  the 
kettle  on,  put  away  the  numerous  parcels  in 
their  proper  places,  and  then  spread  a  clean 
cloth  on  the  table  and  set  out  four  coarse 
cups  and  saucers,  with  pewter  spoons,  four 
plates,  a  loaf,  and  a  half-pound  of  butter. 

By  the  time  her  father  and  brother  came 
in  the  kettle  was  boiling,  and  she  made  the 
tea  and  cut  bread  and  butter  for  them,  and 
no  one  noticed  that  she  ate  nothing  herself, 
but  only  drank  a  little  tea. 

Then  the  others  went  out  to  work  in  the 


garden,  and  Bessy  washed  up  the  tea- 
things  and  then  sat  down  to  wait  for  Dick. 

She  had  not  to  wait  long.  He  came  in 
looking  shamefaced  ;  the  men  had  been 
giving  him  some  very  rough  chaff  about 
the  poor  little  baby  which  had  arrived  so 
inopportunely  in  a  world  where  no  one 
wanted  him  ;  and  his  first  glance  at  her 
face  told  him  that  Bessv  knew. 

**  We  must  part,  Dick,"  she  said. 

**  Part  ?  "  he  said  stupidly. 

He  had  not  been  prepared  for  this; 
tears,  reproaches,  anger,  he  felt  he  de- 
served, but  surely,  surely,  she  would  not 
break  with  him  for  good.  Anything  so 
bad  as  this  had  not  entered  his  thoughts. 

**  Yes,  Dick  ;  I  've  thought  and  thought, 
and  I  can't  think  no  other  way,  nohow. 
If  that 's  your  child  its  mother  must  be 
your  wife." 

"  My  wife ! "  he  broke  out,  "that  —  hussy 
my  wife  !  Na,  Bess,  you  're  to  be  my  wife 
and  no  other.     I  alius  told  'er  as  I  'ouldn't 


marry  er. 

He  was  standing  close  to  her,  leaning 
on  the  table.  She  sat  looking  up  at  him, 
with  a  face  which  was  white  and  sad,  but 
had  no  wavering  in  it. 

**  No,  Dick  !  I  '11  never  be  your  wife — 
and  another  girl's  child  to  call  you  father. 
'T  ain't  fair,  Dick,  to  leave  'er  in  'er  trouble. 
You  've  done  wrong,  and  must  stand  to  it." 

*'  'T  was  'er  own  fault,"  he  said  gloomily. 

**  Now,  Dick,  what  call  'ad  you  to  walk  out 
with  'er  ?  She  couldn't  ha'  made  you  if  you'd 

ha'  bin  trew  to  me  as  I  was  to  you " 

She  finished  with  a  quiver  in  her  voice. 

**  Then  it 's  to  be  all  over  between  us, 
and  the  banns  stopped  and  all  ?  "  he  asked 
in  a  dull  hard  voice. 

*'  Yes,  Dick." 

He  started  to  go,  but  turned  and  caught 
her  in  his  arms. 

**  Bess  !  Bess  !  you  can't  'ave  the  'eart 
to  send  me  away !  me  that 's  loved  you 
ever  since  you  was  a  little  thing." 

For  a  few  moments  she  clung  to  him 
too,  crying  a  little — 

"  Dick  !  Dick  !  I've  loved  you  trew  and 
faithful  all  my  life !  you  shouldn't  ha' 
done  it,  Dick  !  you  shouldn't  ha'  done  it ! " 

Then,  controlling  herself,  she  released 
herself  from  his  arms,  and  with  all  her 
small  strength  pushed  him  from  her  and 
out  at  the  door. 

**  You  must  marry  'er,  Dick,"  she  said, 
and  she  closed  the  door  between  them. 

A  month  later  the  banns  of  marriage 
were  published  between  Sarah  Toovey  and 
Richard  Walters. 

Bessie  went  back  to  her  old  mistress. 

N  N    2 


WHEN  Madame  Smartly,  fashionable 
modiste,  advertised  in  the  morn- 
ing paper  for  "  first-class  bodice  hands  ; 
also  apprentices,"  it  occurred  to  me  that 
here  might  be  an  opportunity  for  mc  to 
start  on  a  career  as  a  needlewoman.  My 
early  education  in  the  distinctly  feminine 
accomplishment  of  sewing  had  been  sadly 
neglected,  and  I  had  grown  to  woman's 
estate  without  being  able  to  handle  a 
needle  properly.  So  when  I  called  upon 
Madame  Smartly  to  offer  her  my  services, 
I  did  not  think  it  politic  to  attempt  to  pass 
myself  off  as  a  "  first-class  bodice  hand," 
but  instead,  J  requested  to  be  allowed  to 
enter  her  establishment  in  the  humble 
capacity  of  apprentice.  At  first  the  lady 
looked  upon  me  with  a  certain  degree  of 
suspicion.  She  said  she  was  accustomed 
to  take  only  ver)-  loung  girls  as  appren- 
tices. They  usually  came  to  her  at  the  age 
of  fourteen,  just  after  leaving  the  Board 
School.  It  took  all  my  cajoling  and 
argumentative  powers  to  convince  her  that 
it  would  really  be  to  her  advantage  to  give 
the  preference  to  a  person  who  had 
attained  to  years  of  discretion.  She  finally 
laid  aside  her  prejudices  and  expressed 
herself  as  pleased  with  the  fact  that  I  was 
willing  to  "give  time"  for  any  number 
of  months  or  even  years  in  order 
that  1  might  gain  a  knowledge  of 
the  dressmaking  business.  She  doubt- 
less thought  that  a  young  woman  to  whom 
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time  was  no  object  might  really  prove  to 
be  a  valuable  acquisition,  so  at  the  end  of 
half-an-hour's  interview  I  was  engaged, 
and  agreed  to  make  my  first  appearance 
the  next  morning  at  half-past  eight,  the 
hour  at  which  she  informed  me  the  work- 
ing day  commenced.  1  was  told  that  the 
girls'  entrance  was  by  the  basement  door, 
that  1  was  to  carr)-  my  dinner  with  me,  as 
only  half  an  hour  was  allowed  for  dining, 
but  that  Madame  Smartly  herself  supplied 
the  girls  with  afternoon  tea.  I  was  to 
leave  my  w'aps  in  the  hanging  cupboard 
off  the  kitchen,  after  which  I  would  ascend 
to  the  work-rooms  on  the  third  floor  and 
inquire  for  Miss  Fitley,  the  forewoman, 
who  was  to  initiate  me  into  my  duties  as 
apprentice. 

When  1  arrived  the  next  morning  only  a 
few  of  the  girls  had  assembled,  it  being 
a  few  minutes  before  the  time  for  com- 
mencing work.  The  atmosphere  of  the 
basement  was  not  remarkably  cheerful. 
'I'hc  front  and  back  kitchens  were  separated 
from  each  other  by  an  archway,  and 
although  there  were  two  grates,  no  fires 
brightened  the  hearths.  The  floors  were 
of  stone,  and  as  I  walked  over  to  the 
hanging  cujiboard.  the  heavy  boots  I  wore 
made  a  loud  clatter  beneath  me.  The 
girls  soon  began  to  arrive  by  twos  and 
threes  until  there  were  about  twenty-five 
of  them.  In  age  they  ranged  from  four- 
teen to  thirty,  and  in  looks  they  repre- 
sented the  distinctly  pretty,  the  passably 
attractive,  and  the  absolutely  ugly.  I  was 
quick  to  note  that  they  paid  considerable 
attention  to  the  matter  of  personal  adorn- 
ment, and  1  reflected  that  I  need  not  have 
taken  such  pains  to  array  myself  modestly 
and  plainly  for  fear  of  dressing  belter  than 
my  companions.  My  unpretending  hat. 
coat,    and     black     gown    were     entirely 


HOW  THE  OTHER   HALF   LIVES. 


HOW  THE   OTHER  HALF   LIVES. 


541 


eclipsed  by  the  flowers,  feathers,  furs,  and 
bead-trimmed  frocks  worn  by  the  other 
girls.  I  had  combed  my  hair  back  into  a 
homely  knot,  and  my  **  fringe'*  drooped 
straight  and  disconsolate  ;  but  the  various 
fringes  of  my  comrades  were  curled  ever 
so  tightly,  and  every  girl's  back  hair  was 
done  up  in  a  **  bun,"  set  off  by  a  black  or 
gay  ribbon  bow. 

A  red-haired  young  woman,  with  blue 
eyes  and  large  freckles,  made  her  way  over 
to  me  to  inquire  if  I  was  one  of  the  new 
bodice  hands,  and  she  expressed  surprise 
when  I  informed  her  that  I  was  only  an 
apprentice. 

As  the  single  stroke  of  the  kitchen 
clock  proclaimed  the  time  for  going  to  the 
work-room,  I  followed  the  other  girls  up 
several  flights  of  stone  stairs,  and  was 
conducted  to  one  of  the  bodice-rooms. 
Seven  or  eight  girls  took  their  places  about 
a  long  table  in  the  centre  of  the  room. 
The  forewoman  in  charge  had  a  table  to 
herself  near  one  of  the  windows.  She  was 
rather  an  attractive  young  woman,  not 
over  twenty-two  ;  though  notwithstanding 
her  youth,  I  noticed  that  there  was  a  net- 
work of  horizontal  and  perpendicular  lines 
on  her  forehead,  which  I  felt  sure  must  be 
the  result  of  frowning.  She  had  a  good 
figure,  was  tall  and  stately,  and  her  black 
silk  dress  fitted  her  to  perfection.  I  asked 
the  girl  who  sat  next  to  me  whether  the 
silk  dress  was  Miss  Fitley's  own  personal 
property,  and  was  informed  that  it  was 
lent  to  her  by  Madame  Smartly,  who 
desired  that  her  forewoman  should  make 
a  good  appearance  in  the  *'  trying-on 
room.'* 

Miss  Fitley  came  over  to  me,  and  with 
elevated  eyebrows  inquired  my  name. 

**  Lizzie  Blake,"  I  answered. 

'**  Very  well.  Miss  Blake,"  she  returned, 
"you  may  overhand  this  bodice.  Take 
number  forty  black." 

She  handed  me  a  black  bodice  with  a 
checked  lining,  and  left  me  in  a  quandary 
as  to  just  what  **  number  forty  black " 
could  mean.  She  had  taken  it  for  granted 
that  I  knew  the  stock  expressions  of  the 
trade.  Before  I  had  time  to  display  my 
ignorance  my  neighbour  handed  me  a 
reel  of  black  cotton,  on  which  I  saw  the 
number  forty,  and  then  I  congratulated 
myself  that  I  had  solved  the  mystery  of 
"  number  forty  black." 

My  knowledge  of  overhanding  was  very 
limited  indeed  ;  but  by  dint  of  watching 
the  girl  who  sat  next  to  me  and  closely 
examining  two  seams  of  the  bodice  which 
had  been  finished  off",  I  managed  to  worry 
through  a  seam,  and  nudging  the  girl  who 


had  come  to  my  rescue  in  the  matter  of 
the  cotton,  I  asked — 

"  Do  you  think  that  will  do  ?  " 

"No;  the  stitches  are  too  big,"  she 
answered.  I  ripped  it  out  and  started 
again,  bravely  and  confidently.  I  pricked 
my  fingers,  broke  two  needles,  still  I  was 
not  discouraged,  and  after  an  hour's  hard 
labour  I  came  to  the  end  of  the  seam. 
Then  I  felt  it  incumbent  upon  me  to 
take  a  rest  before  starting  on  a  second 
seam. 

"What's  your  name  .'^  "  asked  my 
neighbour  of  me  in  an  undertone.  I  had 
observed  that  all  conversation  among  the 
workers  was  carried  on  in  whispers,  so  I 
answered  under  my  breath  that  I  bore  the 
name  of  Blake,  requesting  her  name  in 
return. 

"  Miss  Wesley,"  was  her  whispered 
reply. 

"  You're  so  little  and  so  young  I  should 
think  you  'd  go  by  your  Christian  name," 
I  ventured  to  remark.  She  straightened 
herself  with  dignity  as  she  answered — 

"  No  indeed  !  We're  never  called  any- 
thing but  '  Miss '  here.  I  'm  not  fifteen 
yet,  but  I  suppose  I  '11  work  here  a  good 
many  years  ;  and  I  wouldn't  like  to  be 
known  by  my  Christian  name,  or  they'd 
keep  it  up  when  I'm  a  young  lady.** 

"  How  much  money  do  jou  earn.  Miss 
Wesley  ?  "  was  my  next  question. 

"  A  half-crown  a  week.  J  'm  only  a 
month  out  of  my  apprenticeship,"  she 
returned. 

When  I  told  her  that  I  was  to  "  give 
time "  for  the  next  several  months  she 
looked  at  me  in  a  superior  sort  of  way  and 
told  me  she  only  expected  to  work  six 
months  at  her  present  rate  of  wages.  After 
that  they  were  to  be  ^increased  to  five 
shillings  a  week. 

Then  I  started  on  the  second  seam,  and 
just  as  I  had  begun  to  feel  a  special  pride 
and  interest  in  my  work  the  voice  of  Miss 
Fitley  fell  upon  my  ear. 

"  Miss  Blake,"  she  exclaimed  impa- 
tiently, "I  wish  you  would  sit  up  straight 
on  your  chair.  You  irritate  me.  You 
must  remember  you  're  not  at  home.  This 
is  a  work-room  !  " 

It  is  needless  to  relate  that  for  the  rest 
of  the  day  I  made  every  effort  to  please 
the  forewoman  in  regard  to  my  position  on 
my  chair.  I  was  glad  when  at  one  o'clock 
Miss  Wesley  informed  me  that  it  was  time 
to  go  to  the  basement  for  dinner.  Thimbles, 
needles,  and  white  aprons  were  laid  hur- 
riedly aside,  and  there  was  a  stampede 
down  the  stone  stairs.  The  twenty-five 
girls  scrambled  for  seats  at  the  long  tables 
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in  the  front  kitchen.  The  tables  were 
covered  with  oil-cloth,  and  in  the  middle 
of  each  there  was  a  steaming  pot  of 
tea,  surrounded  by  four  huge  plates  of 
buttered  bread.  There  was  little  cere- 
mony about  that  meal.  The  cups  and 
saucers  had  been  heaped  one  upon  the 
other  until  they  threatened  to  collapse,  and 
each  girl  grabbed  one  as  though  in  terror 
there  would  not  be  a  sufficient  number  to 
go  around.  Then  the  teapot  was  attacked. 
This  was  worked  with  a  faucet,  which  was 
kept  in  constant  motion  by  the  impatient 
girls,  who  fairly  tumbled  over  one  another 
in  their  ambitious  efforts  to  fill  their  cups. 
My  own  cup  was  the  last  to  be  filled,  for, 
not  being  accustomed  to  regard  the  dinner- 
hour  as  a  time  for  battle-field  manoeuvres, 
I  did  not  join  in  the  general  assault.  I  was 
surprised  to  find  that  the  table  manners  of 
these  young  women  were  in  no  way  superior 
to  those  of  servant-girls,  laundry-girls,  and 
girls  in  other  so-called  *' lower"  occupa- 
tions with  whom  I  had  come  into  contact. 
Many  of  them  drank  from  their  saucers, 
chewed  their  food  with  their  lips  smacking 
and  mouths  partly  open,  used  their  sleeves 
for  napkins,  and  had  no  scruples  against 
making  use  of  the  one  general  spoon 
which  was  supplied  for  stirring  and  tasting 
eight  or  ten  cups  of  tea.  The  manners  of 
the  prettiest  and  best-dressed  girls  were 
even  worse  than  those  of  the  others.  The 
majority  of  the  workers  had  carried  their 
dinners,  which  were  necessarily  cold,  in 
bags,  boxes,  and  baskets.  There  were  a 
few,  however,  who,  living  in  the  neighbour- 
hood of  the  place,  had  hot  dinners  brought 
to  them  by  their  little  brothers  and  sisters, 
and  they  were  greatly  envied  by  the  girls 
who  lived  at  a  distance.  Before  1  started 
out  in  the  morning  I  had  filled  my  own 
basket  with  a  goodly  supply  of  bread,  meat, 
cheese,  and  mince-pies.  1  found  I  was 
not  able  to  eat  all  the  contents,  so  1  offered 
one  of  my  pies  to  a  girl  who  sat  near  me. 
She  accepted  it  with  gratitude,  and  begged 
me  to  share  her  cold  kidney  stew.  This  I 
felt  under  the  necessity  of  declining ;  but 
we  soon  became  rather  friendly.  The  girl 
was  a  Miss  Jansen,  from  the  skirt-room. 
She  also  expressed  surprise  to  find  that  I 
was  only  a  learner. 

**  You  '11  have  a  long  time  to  work  before 
you  earn  money  enough  to  live  on,"  she 
said.  **  I  've  been  here  two  years,  and  I 
only  earn  seven  shillings  a  week ;  but,  of 
course,  they  don't  pay  as  much  in  the 
skirt-room  as  they  do  in  the  bodice-room." 

**  Can  you  live  on  seven  shillings  a 
week  ?  "  I  asked. 

**  Yes ;  but  I  would  have  a  hard  time  to 


manage  it  if  I  didn't  live  with  my  sister. 
I  pay  her  four  shillings  a  week,  and  the 
other  three  I  spend  on  clothes.  But 
there  *s  Miss  Appleton,  at  the  other  end  of 
the  table,  who  has  to  do  everything  on 
nine  shillings  a  week.  She  and  another 
girl  live  together  in  one  room,  and  pay  six 
shillings  each  for  board  and  lodging,  so 
you  see  she  has  three  shillings  left  for 
clothes,  the  same  as  I  do." 

The  next  day  Miss  Jansen  and  I  again 
entered  into  conversation  concerning  the 
way  she  and  her  companions  managed  to 
make  both  ends  meet.  The  wages  ranged 
all  the  way  from  five  to  fifteen  shillings 
a  week.  The  girls  who  lived  at  home 
usually  handed  over  their  wages  to  their 
mothers  to  be  added  to  the  general  fund 
for  supporting  the  whole  family,  but  there 
were  eight  or  ten  girls  who,  having  no 
homes,  or  preferring  to  live  away  from 
their  relations,  hired  rooms  in  cheap 
lodging-house  districts,  bought  their  own 
food  and  cooked  it  over  spirit-lamps, 
which  were  considered  cheaper  than  coal 
fires.  Some  of  them  were  able  to  earn  a  few 
shillings  a  week  extra  by  making  dresses  for 
some  of  their  friends  who  were  engaged  in 
other  occupations.  Miss  Jansen  herself 
spent  her  evenings  in  making  servant-girls* 
dresses  for  five  shillings  apiece,  and,  by 
working  until  twelve  o'clock  at  night,  was 
able  to  turn  out  one  dress  in  two  weeks. 
All  the  girls,  of  course,  made  their  own 
dresses,  even  to  little  Miss  Wesley,  who 
boasted  that  she  had  cut,  fitted,  and  sewn 
the  rather  remarkable- looking  garment  she 
called  her  **  work-dress."  During  the  few 
spare  minutes  at  dinner  and  tea  time,  the 
girls  often  helped  each  other  in  cutting 
out,  fitting,  and  draping  the  materials 
which  they  brought  with  them  w^hen  they 
came  to  work.  If  Miss  Ellis  of  the  skirt- 
room  draped  a  skirt  for  IVl.iss  Atwood  of 
the  bodice-room.  Miss  Atwood  returned 
the  compliment  by  fitting,  to  the  best  of 
her  ability,  a  bodice  to  the  form  of  Miss 
Ellis. 

In  listening  to  the  conversation  of  the 
girls  on  the  subject  of  where  and  how 
their  evenings  were  spent,  I  found  that 
few  of  them*\vent  to  bed  before  one  o'clock 
in  the  mOpiing.  The  evenings  passed 
with  sewing,  visiting,  attending  dances 
and  theatres,  or  walking  out  with  their 
**  young  men."  Except  on  days  when 
overtime  was  required  of  them,  they  left 
the  dressmaking  shop  at  seven  o'clock,  so 
that  between  that  hour  and  the  time  for 
commencing  the  next  day's  work  they 
were  comparatively  free  and  independent. 
There    was    one    young    woman    among 
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them  who  seemed  to  enter  little  into  the 
amusements  of  her  companions.  She  was 
a  Miss  Arthur,  a  thin,  pale-faced  girl  and 
head  bodice  hand  in  Miss  Fitley's  room. 
She  was  but  twenty-one  years  old,  though 
her  careworn  face  gave  her  the  appearance 
of  being  very  much  older.  She  had  started 
as  apprentice  at  the  age  of  fourteen.  Her 
wages  had  been  advanced  from  year  to 
year,  until  now  she  held  what  was  looked 
upon  as  an  enviable  position  at  fourteen 
shillings  a  week.  Miss  Arthur  was  suffer- 
ing from  lung  trouble,  and  I  could  not 
help  wondering  whether  the  disease  was 
not  due,  in  part  at  least,  to  the  fact  that 
she  sewed  all  day  sitting  with  her  back  to 
one  of  the  work-room  windows  which  ^liss 
Fitley  always  insisted  upon  keeping  open, 
even  in  the  coldest  weather.  The  forewoman 
was  what  would  be  termed  in  the  American 
vernacular  a  "ventilation  crank."  The 
place  would  have  been  uncomfortably  cold 
without  the  open  windows,  for  no  fires 
were  allowed,  although  it  was  midwinter ; 
but  Miss  P'itley  was  one  of  those  persons 
who  never  feel  the  cold,  and,  having  a 
predilection  for  **  fresh  air,"  she  filled  the 
room  with  draughts  from  the  open  windows, 
while  the  girls  sat  with  cold  feet,  chilled 
backs,  and  fingers  so  numb  that  they  could 
only  with  difiiculty  push  the  needle  in  and 
out.  One  of  the  most  acute  sufferers  from 
the  cold  was  poor  little  INIiss  Wesley,  who 
often  made  a  rather  ludicrous  appearance 
with  her  face  swollen  with  toothache. 
She  confidentially  informed  me  that  she 
thought  she  would  not  be  troubled  in  this 
way  if  the  room  were  comfortably  heated 
and  free  from  draughts.  When  I  advised  her 
to  go  to  the  dentist,  she  replied  that  only  rich 
people  could  afford  to  have  their  teeth 
filled.  I  noticed  that  crooked  and  un- 
sightly teeth  were  the  rule  among  the  girls 
employed  at  Madame  Smartly's.  With  all 
the  care  they  bestowed  upon  their  fringes 
and  back-hair  nets  there  were  apparently 
very  few  among  them  who  made  use  of  a 
toothbrush,  and  the  idea  of  visiting  a 
dentist  never  occurred  to  them  unless  it 
might  be  for  the  purpose  of  having  their 
teeth  extracted.  This  seems  to  be  the 
state  of  things  among  English  working 
girls  of  nearly  every  occupation.  In 
America  one  of  the  first  things  that  would 
impress  a  foreigner  are  the  white,  even 
teeth  for  which  American  women — work- 
ing girls  as  well  as  the  more  well-to-do 
classes — are  noted. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  week,  when,  in 
my  own  opinion  at  least,  I  had  become 
something  of  an  expert  at  overhanding. 
Miss    Fitley  informed   me  that   I   might 


spend  a  few  hours  in  practising  the  button- 
hole stitch.  She  handed  me  a  bit  of 
brown-and-red  striped  material  in  which 
she  had  cut  a  buttonhole,  adding  that  she 
probably  did  not  need  to  show  me  the 
stitch,  as  she  supposed  I  had  learned  that 
at  the  Board  School.  This  was  the  first 
intimation  I  had  that  buttonholing  was 
taught  in  the  English  Board  Schools,  but  I 
did  not  think  it  policy  to  disabuse  Miss 
Fitley's  mind  of  the  impression  that  I  had 
been  educated  at  one  of  those  noble 
British  institutions,  so  I  only  said,  "  Yes, 
Ma'am,"  wondering  how  I  was  to  manage 
to  make  stitches  of  which  I  was  absolutely 
ignorant.  However,  fortune  favoured  me, 
as  she  usually  favours  the  brave.  To  my 
joy  I  saw  that  Miss  Arthur  was  making 
buttonholes  in  a  serge  bodice,  and 
inventing  an  excuse  to  go  to  her  for  a 
larger  needle,  I  watched  her  in  the 
process  until  I  felt  able  to  manipulate  my 
own  needle  and  thread  in  the  same  way. 
For  the  rest  of  that  day  and  the  next  and 
the  next  I  practised  the  buttonhole  stitch, 
always  on  pieces  of  brown-and-red  striped 
linsey  woolsey.  At  first  I  was  fascinated 
with  my  new  employment,  but  after  a  while 
the  monotony  of  the  thing  began  to  affect 
my  nerves.  I  found  more  difficulty  in  sitting 
still  and  straight  in  my  chair  than  I  had 
when  I  was  engaged  in  overhanding.  My 
St.-Vitus'-dance  antics  drew  forth  many  a 
scowling  reproof  from  j\Iiss  Fitley,  who, 
one  day  when  I  was  resting  from  my 
labours  called  out — 

**  Miss  Blake,  you  must  either  sit  up 
straight  and  work  buttonholes  or  go  home. 
Remember,  *  practice  makes  perfect.'  One 
of  my  rules  is  that  an  apprentice  shall 
practice  the  buttonhole  stitch  two  weeks 
before  going  on  to  other  work,  and  you 
will  have  to  obey  that  rule  1  " 

This  announcement  struck  terror  to  my 
heart. 

"  Miss  Fitley,"  I  said,  "  I  don't  think 
I  'd  mind  the  buttonholes  so  much  if 
you'd  be  so  kind  as  to  give  me  another 
kind  of  cloth  to  practise  on.  Might  I 
have  a  bit  of  blue  cloth  for  the  next 
buttonhole  ?  " 

But  Miss  Fitley  only  frowned  more 
deeply  than  ever,  declaring  that  she  was 
not  accustomed  to  being  dictated  to  by  her 
apprentices,  and  that  as  there  happened  to 
be  a  large  number  of  brown  and  red  striped 
bits  about  the  place  which  she  wanted  used 
up,  I  would  have  to  continue  making 
buttonholes  on  linsey  woolsey. 

Try  as  I  would  I  was  unable  to  conceive 
any  great  affection  for  Miss  Fitley.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  she  was  lacking  in 
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sympathy  for  backward  beginners ;  how- 
ever, I  tried  my  best  to  show  her  the  respect 
which  1  felt  was  due  to  her  position, 
and  my  dislike  for  her  did  not  prevent  my 
appreciating  her  true  worth.  She  was  the 
only  real  genius  in  Madame  Smart! ey's 
establishment.  For  her  valuable  services 
she  received  a  wage  of  twenty-five  shilhngs 
a  week  and  dinner  and  tea  "  found."    The 


usually  resulted  in  becoming  gowns.  Miss 
Fitley  was  ably  assisted  in  her  endeavours 
to  provide  suitable  costumes  by  Miss 
Marguerite,  the  show-room  girl,  who,  for 
looking  pretty  all  day  long  and  suggesting 
the  proper  style  and  colour  of  material  to 
be  used  in  making  up,  received  a  salary  of 
fifteen  shillings  a  week. 

At  the  end  of  two  weeks  I  resigned  my 


responsibility  of  the  cut,  fit,  and  style  of 
all  the  bodices  devolved  entirely  upon  her. 
She  decided  the  fate  of  many  a  fashion- 
able lady  who  patronised  Madame  Smartly, 
and  there  were  many  society  belles  who 
had  every  reason  to  be  grateful  to  Miss 
Fitley  for  her  conscientiousness  in  pro- 
viding them  with  bodices  best  suited  for 
displaying  their  charms  or  hiding  their 
defects.  She  made  a  study  of  each  indi- 
vidual customer,  and  was  always  ready  with 
advice  and  ideas,  which,  if  followed  out. 


situation  with  shattered  nerves,  a  sore 
throat,  and  a  temper  very  much  the  worse 
for  wear  and  tear.  I  felt  sure  that  another 
week  of  buttonhole  making  on  brown-and- 
red  striped  linsey  woolsey  would  drive  me 
into  a  lunatic  as)lum,  and  thus  prevent  my 
starting  out  in  business  for  myself,  should 
I  later  on  desire  to  do  so,  in  whicl^Bse  I 
have  thought  of  putting  up  a  sigra||&  the 
effect  that  I  am 

Madame  Blake,  Modiste, 

Late  with  Madame  Smartly. 
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AT      A      CONVERSAZIONE. 


By   BEATRICE    DURHAM. 


*'  TT7HAT  a  noise  you  make!     Why 
V  V      can't  you  come  to  bed  quietly, 
instead  of  waking  everybody   up  ?     You 
might  at  least  try ! " 

The  speaker  had  been  effectually  roused 
from  her  first  sleep,  and  was  blinking 
fiercely  at  the  light  brought  into  the  room 
by  her  sister  Sybil. 

**  I  'm  sorry,"  she  apologised. 

**  Sorry !  What 's  the  use  of  being  sorry 
after  the  whole  household  has  been  dis- 
turbed }  You  always  do  it — every  time 
that  you  go  out." 

Sybil  made  no  answer ;  she  seemed 
not  to  have  heard.  Maud  watched  her 
in  sulky  silence ;  nevertheless  she  was 
anxious  to  know  how  her  sister  had  fared. 

"That's  an  awfully  pretty  frock  of 
yours — it  suits  you  too,"  she  allowed  more 
amiably,  and  then,  as  her  sister's  fingers 
fumbled  with  the  clasp  of  her  necklace, 
**  Here  !  come  here,  and  let  me  undo  that 
thing,  or  you  will  take  all  night  un- 
dressing." 

Her  quick  fingers  soon  loosened  the 
trinket. 

**  Well  ?  You  might  tell  me  about  it 
now  that  I  am  awake.  But  I  suppose  it 
was  horribly  dull  }  Who  was  there  }  Any- 
body }  " 

Sybil  turned,  and  faced  her  sister. 

**  It  wasn't  a  bit  dull,"  she  said,  "  not  a 
bit " 

**  Why,  Syb,  you  *ve  been  crying,  I 
declare  !  Oh,  Sybil !  someone  has  pro- 
posed ?  Sybil  ? "  Maud  implored,  but 
Sybil  indignantly  denied  the  charge  of 
tears.  Maud  very  gently  moistened  her 
finger  on  Sybil's  cheek.  **  Look  there, 
then !  Sybil  darling,  do,  do  tell  me 
all  about  it !  Oh,  dear !  you  always  have 
all  the  proposals!  I  do  wish  that  some- 
one would  propose  to  me — just  for  once." 

Sybil  laughed.  "You're  a  goose, 
Maud.  Besides,  I  have  not  had  so  many — 
and  I  really  could  not  help  it,  as  I  told 
Charlie,  and  besides,  Maud,  Charlie — and 


»> 


"  Oh,  Sybil !  I  am  so  glad  1  " 

"  Maud,  you  do  like  him,  don't  you  ?  " 


"  Oh,  Sybil !  I  think  he 's  lovely.  Do 
tell  me — it  must  be  so  exciting."  Sybil 
chuckled  softly  to  herself  as  her  sister 
caressed  her. 

"Anyway,"  she  said,  "I  was  .not  the 
only  one  this  time.     Aunt  Sophy ^" 

"  Aunt  Sophy !  Do  you  mean  to  say 
someone What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  I  mean  what  I  say.  Aunt  Sophy 
received  an  offer  of  marriage." 

"  Why,  she 's  fifty  if  she 's  a  day.  Did 
Charlie  ? — oh,  do  be  serious,  Syb." 

"I  am  perfectly  serious.  It's  quite 
true.  Oh,  you  should  have  been  there ! 
I  tell  you,  it  was  just  like  a  party  on 
the  stage ;  it  was  really.  Don't  you 
remember  the  other  night,  after  the 
Adelphi,  how  you  wished  that  parties  were 
as  thrilling  in  real  life  as  they  are  on  the 
stage  }  You  said  you  would  like  to  go  to 
a  stage  party.  Well,  I  've  been  !  "  Mean- 
while she  established  herself  comfortably 
on  the  edge  of  her  sister's  bed,  laughing 
triumphantly.    Maud  begged  for  the  story. 

"  Whoever  would  propose  to  Aunt 
Sophy  ?  The  white  mouse  !  So  old — so 
old  maidish — so  withered — so  dowdy  as 
she  is?" 

Sybil  smiled,  with  the  pleased  air  of  one 
better  informed. 

"  Well !  all  I  can  say  is,  that  if  you  had 
seen  her  to-night  you  would  neither  have 
thought  her  withered  nor  dowdy,  nor 
have  remembered  your  favourite  nickname 
for  her — nor " 

"  Really,  my  dear  Sybil,  in  that  old 
black  thing  that  she  insists  on  wearing ! 
Why,  she 's  as  dowdy  as " 

"  Ah  !  you  should  have  seen  her  to- 
night !  As  for  being  old,  she  might  have 
been  twenty,  judging  by  her  blushes — and, 
for  that  matter,  I  don't  believe  that  she  is 
fifty  yet,  for  I  know  that  she  is  younger 
than  mamma." 

"  Oh,  Sybil,  give  up  talking  nonsense ! 
What  did  Charlie  do  to  make  you  cry  ?" 

"  I  did  not  know  I  had,  Maud.  Poor 
Aunt  Sophy  !  Poor  little  thing !  You  've 
no  idea  what  a  hard  time  she  has  had,  nor 
what  a  faithful  old  thing  she  has  been  !  " 
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'-  Why  not  tell  me,  then  ?    What  in  the  talk  with  anyone  interesting,  and  besides, 

lame  of  goodness  have  you  and  she  been      there  was  no  one " 

ip  to  ?  "     Maud  sat  up  in  bed.  "  But  I  thought  Charlie  was  there." 

"  Well !  if  I  tell  you,  you  must  promise  "  So   he    was  ;     but    he    came    late  ;    it 


not  to  tell  Mamma.  1  promised  Aunt 
Sophy  I  would  not.  (Vou  miR-ht  as  wcl! 
unlace  me  while  you  are  about  it.)  First 
of  all  it  was  horribly  dull.  I  thought  1 
should  be  bored  to  death.  You  know 
how  Aunt  Sophy  is.    She  never  lets  one 


was  loo  bad  of  him. 
Auntie  all  shrinking, 
she  should  tread  on 
(and  she  did.  too!); 
you  know,  there  were 
whom    we    knew.      One 


And  there  was 
and  timid  lest 
propriety's  toes 
and,  of  course, 
very  few  people 
ought   to   know 
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crowds  of  people    to   enjoy  that  sort  of 
thing.     Either " 

"  Yes,  yes ;  I  know  all  that.  We  've 
said  it  before.  Tell  me  about  Aunt  Sophy 
and  Charlie." 

'*  It  was  not  Charlie.  I  was  going  to 
tell  you,  but  you  will  interrupt " 

"  Go  on." 

"  I  was  pining  to  come  home  again, 
wondering  what  the  time  was,  and  watch- 
ing the  Greens — how  they  do  know 
everyone  I " 

"  Oh,  hurry  up  !  " 

**  — ^When  Charlie  came.  It  was  horrid 
of  him  to  be  so  late,  wasn't  it  ?  "  Sybil 
asked  smiling. 

**  Bother  Charlie  !    How  slow  you  are  !  " 

"  Yes;  well,  you  know,  Charlie 's  the  first 
point.  Charlie  had  been  dining  with  the 
Macregors — he  was  asked  to  meet  Sir 
William  Collins." 

**  What !  the  Sir  William  who  went  on 
that  expedition  }  " 

"The  same.  He  and  Charlie  came 
on  together.  You  should  have  seen  Aunt 
Sophy's  face  when  Charlie  explained  all 
this.  *  Am  I  to  understand  that  you  have 
had  the  honour  of  dining  with  Sir  William 
Collins  }  *  she  asked  in  her  most  dignified 
manner,  *  and  that  he  is  here  now  ? ' 
Charlie  just  pointed  him  out.  Aunt  Sophy 
flushed  quite  red  with  sudden  excitement ; 
and  Charlie,  who  always  is  amused  at 
her,  you  know,  offered  to  introduce 
her.  The  great  man  was  crowded 
about  with  all  the  swells  making 
up  to  him,  of  course.  Aunt  Sophy  was 
much  too  engrossed  in  watching  him  to 
notice  Charlie's  impertinence,  so  he  re- 
peated it !.  *  Thank  you.  I  need  no  intro- 
duction,' she  replied,  and  suddenly  she  got 
up,  and  walked  towards  Sir  William.  He, 
of  course,  did  not  notice,  but  you  can 
imagine  how  Charlie  and  I  stared  !  We 
could  hardly  recognise  the  old  lady  in 
her  new-found  courage.  Charlie  gasped, 
*  By  Jove  !  I  do  believe  she  is  going  to 
speak  to  him  !  Whoever  would  have  given 
her  credit  for  so  much  pluck  ?  *  " 

"  Well  ?     And  then  ?  "  put  in  Maud. 

"  For  one  moment  we  thought  her 
courage  would  fail  her — but  no,  she  went 
straight  through  the  crowd.  Charley 
seized  my  arm,  and  we  followed  to  see 
what  would  happen.  We  were  just  in  time. 
Aunt  Sophy  held  out  her  hand ;  she  was 
evidently  beginning  to  quail  before  so 
many  staring  eyes.  We  could  only  catch 
a  word  or  two  :  she  asked  Sir  William  *  to 
honour  her  with  a  hand-shake,*  or  some- 
thing of  that  sort,  and  she  was  as  red  as 
a  rose.     Charlie  said,  '  By  Jove  !  what  a 


pretty  old  lady  your  aunt  is  ! '  Sir  William 
broke  off  in  the  middle  of  what  he  was 
saying — he  took  her  hand — and — and — 
Maud  !  you  '11  never  believe  —  he  kissed 
it,  Maud,  then  and  there ! " 

Maud  looked  most  incredulous. 

**  Yes  ;  but  he  did  ! — and  so  prettily  I 
You  should  have  seen  him  bow  over  her 
hand — mittens  and  all,  you  know  :  not 
even  gloves !  Talk  about  courtly  grace  ! 
I  told  Charlie  that  I  wished  every 
man " 

**  Oh,  bother  Charlie  !  Always  Charlie ! 
Can't  you  stick  to  the  point  ?  Did  not 
everyone  stare " 

**  Charlie  said  to  me,  *  Bravo  !  that 
was  nobly  done ! '  but  Sir  William 
flushed  almost  as  pink  as  Aunt  Sophy 
herself.  I  could  not  hear  what  he  said. 
As  for  Auntie,  she  beat  a  precipitate 
retreat,  and  the  people  all  closed  round 
the  great  man  again.  Charlie  and  I  had 
only  just  enough  presence  of  mind  to 
pretend  that  we  had  not  seen.  She  was 
dreadfully  flustered  and  nervous,  poor  old 
dear ;  but  there  was  a  gleam  of  triumph  in 
her  eye — I  don't  know  what.  Charlie 
thought  that  she  was  just  awfully  proud  of 
her  achievement.  He  offered  to  get 
refreshments ;  but  she  refused,  and  wanted 
to  come  home.  But,  you  see,  of  course,  I 
did  not  want  to  go — ^just  the  very  moment 
Charlie  had  come  ;  and,  of  course,  I  did 
not  realise  how  upset  and  excited  she  was, 
because — well,  you  know,  it's  too  silly  to 
miss  a  chance  of  icrSy  is  it  not  ?  So  I 
begged  for  an  ice,  and  Aunt  Sophy  stayed 
reluctantly.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  believe 
that  she  was  too  agitated  to  move.  She 
ought  to  be  grateful  to  my  ice,  too.  For 
by  some  means  or  other  Sir  William 
escaped  from  his  admirers,  and  made  his 
wav  to  our  comer " 

*'  Gracious  !  Whatever  did  Aunt  Sophy 
do  then  ?  " 

**  '  INIay  I  be  allowed  ? '  he  asked,  and 
seated  himself  on  her  l^ft.  Poor  Auntie  ! 
She  7cas  in  a  flutter.  She  lost  her  words, 
and  she  blushed,  and  stammered,  and  tried 
to  smile.  Sir  William  led  her  on  ever  so 
gently " 

*'  Sybil  ?  Do  you  really  mean  that  he 
proposed  to  her  ?     Really  ?  " 

**  Not  then.    I  have  not  got  to  that  yet." 

'^Buthedid.^" 

**  He  asked  to  be  introduced  to  the 
daughter — meaning  me,  you  know.  You 
should  have  seen  Aunt  Sophy !  *  My 
niece.  Sir  William,  Miss  Sybil  Langham  ; 
no/  my  daughter.     I — I  am  not  married.'" 

**  dh,  I  see  ;  after  that  the  poor  man 
had  to  offer  himself,"  interrupted  Maud. 


AT  A  CONVERSAZIONE. 


"  Fancy  Aunt    Sophy  throwing  out   such 
broad  hints!  " 

"  Ah,  you  can  laugh  !  ^'ou  should  have 
been  there  and  seen  him  look  at  her.  Such 
a  glance  !  I  don't  believe  he  saw  me  at 
all.  But  Aunt  Sophy,  by  way  of  keeping 
up  conversation,  inquired  after  his  wife 
and  family — his  wife  and  family,  Maud ! 
Of  course,  anybody  but  Aunt  Sophy  would 
have  known  that  he  was  an  antique 
bachelor;  but,  bless  you,  she  didn't.  He 
laughed  ever  so  nicely,  saying,  'I,  loo.  Miss 


D   AND   KISSED    [T. 

Liddcll, — I,  too,  have  kept  my  maiden 
name ! '  And  then,  I  assure  you,  they 
just  looked  at  each  other  in  astonishment 
and  blushed.  Charlie  winked  a  great  big 
wink," 

'■  Oh,  Sybil,  it  "s  lovely  !  I  lio  wish  that 
I  had  gone  with  you.  Go  on — do  go  on 
and  tell  me  all." 

"Well,  then  Sir  William  suggested 
refreshments  ;  but  Aunt  Sophy  was  much 
too  conscientious  to  leave  me,  because  of 
Charlie,  you  know  ;  so  like  her,  wasn't  it  ? 
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Anybody  could  have  seen  that  she  wanted 
to  go  with  him  dreadfully  all  the  same. 
So  we  all  moved  off  together.  I  can  tell 
you,  it  was  worth  while  passing  the  Greens 
with  Aunt  Sophy  hanging  on  to  Sir 
William's  arm.  They  were  absolutely 
bursting  with  astonishment.  But  we  were 
parted  in  the  crowd.  Charlie  and  I 
somehow  got  separated  from  the  other 
two 

**  Oh,  Sybil  !  Somehow  got  !  How 
could  you  in  the  middle  of  such  an 
exciting  drama  ?  It 's  a  shame !  Any 
other  time  would  have  done.  So  I  sup- 
pose you  missed  the  best  part  ?  And 
you  do  not  know  for  certain  that  he 
proposed  ?  " 

**  Oh,  yes,  he  did  !  We  just  came  in 
for  the  tag-end.  You  see,  Maud,  Charlie 
thought  that  having  once  escaped  her  vigi- 
lance, we  might  as  well  make  the  most  of  our 
opportunity.  You  see,  ]\Iaud,  of  course — 
Charlie — well,  of  course,  he  likes  me  better 
than  Aunt  Sophy,  and  so,  vou  see, 
Maud " 

**  So  he  chose  the  most  inopportune 
moment  in  the  world  to  offer  vou  his  hand 
and  heart.  It  was  a  shame.  Shall  you 
have  him  }  Syb,  Syb,  I  am  only  teasing. 
I  am  so  glad,  dear,  for  you.*' 

The  sisters  kissed.  A  pause  ensued. 
Maud  gazed  with  frank  admiration  at  her 
pretty  sister,  who  still  sat  on  the  bed,  half 
undressed,  smiling  and  busy  only  with  her 
recollections  of  the  evening. 

'*  I  say,  Syb,  it  was  a  good  thing  that  I 
did  not  go,  after  all,  wasn't  it  ?  If  I  had, 
I  should  have  been  horribly  de  trap  ;  it 
seems  to  me  vou  would  not  have  wanted 
me,  neither  would  Aunt  Sophy." 

*'  Oh,  Aunt  Sophy  needed  a  chaperon 
badly,  I  can  tell  you,  Maudie !  " 

**  I  wish  you  would !  instead  of  sitting 
there,  smiling  as  though  your  life  depended 
on  it.     Do  tell  me  the  rest,  Sybil." 

*' Where   did    I  get   to?"   Sybil  asked. 

Maud  took  up  the  tale.  *'Why,  Sir 
William  and  Auntie  walked  off  arm  in  arm 
to  the  refreshment-room,  and  you — you  let 
them  go  just  at  the  most  interesting " 

**Well,"  continued  Sybil,  **  Charlie  and 
I  were  just  thinking  that  we  ought  to  be 
looking  for  them  again,  when  we  came 
unexpectedly  upon  them  from  behind. 
Aunt  Sophy  was  white  as  a  sheet,  and 
looking  dreadfully  sad.  Sir  William  was 
staring  gloomily  at  nothing,  and  chewing 
the  end  of  his  grey  moustache.  They  did 
not  see  us,  nor  anyone  else.  I  think  they 
were  looking  back  on  years  long  past. 
Aunt  Sophy  was  speaking.  We  heard  a 
few  words  :  *  No,  no,  William  ;  it 's  too  late. 
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dear — too  late  now.  I  cannot  do  it.  I  am  set 
in  my  ways,  as  I  expect  you  are  in  yours ; 
and  I  am  too  old  now  to  adapt  myself  to 
new  ways.  I  am  an  old  maid — an  old 
woman,  and  the  life  is  almost  gone  out 
of  me.  You  should  find  a  younger  bride.* 
Then  Sir  William  answered  huskily — but 
we  could  not  stay  there,  where  we  could 
hear,  could  we  }  Of  course  we  would  not 
have  heard  even  so  much,  if  we  could 
have  helped  it.  We  went  back  to  the  big 
hall,  and  presently  Aunt  Sophy  joined  us. 
Poor  dear!  She  looked  so  tired,  Maud. 
We  went  to  get  our  wraps  almost  at  once, 
and  Charlie  had  the  carriage  called.  Sir 
William  was  in  the  hall,  waiting  to  hand 
in  Aunt  Sophy.  *  Then  I  may  come  and 
call }  *  he  asked,  as  he  took  her  hand. 
*  Oh,  William,  if  you  will  !  *  she  mur- 
mured, and  Charlie  was  so  interested  that 
he  never  even  wished  me  *  Good-night.* 
Aunt  Sophy  shrank  back  into  a  comer  of 
the  carriage  as  we  drove  off,  and  burst  into 
tears.  Poor  Aunt  Sophy  !  She  gave  way 
completely,  and  sobbed  and  sobbed.  I 
did  not  know  what  to  say,  because,  of 
course,  she  could  not  suppose  that  I  had 
seen  or  heard  anything,  and  it  was  so  sad 
to  see  her  cr^'ing  like  that ** 

"  Poor  Sybil!"  said  Maud,  caressing  her 
hand. 

*'  So,  after  a  minute  or  two,  I  just  told 
her  all  about  Charlie.  It  seemed  a  little 
bit  selfish,  you  know,  but  I  thought  that  it 
would  distract  her — and  it  did." 

"  Wasn't  she  dreadfully  shocked  ?  " 

"  No.  She  simply  said,  *  God  bless 
you,  my  dear ! '  and  after  a  little  while 
added  :  *  And  don't  let  anyone  come 
between  you,  my  dear,*  as  though  any- 
body could  or  should,  Maud !  She  likes 
Charlie  very  much.  I  always  thought  that 
she  did.  She  dried  her  eyes,  and  told  me 
that  she  thought  him  a  most  estimable 
young  man.  Won't  he  be  flattered  when 
I  tell  him  ?  But  the  poor  old  thing  was 
terribly  conscience-stricken.  '  He  is  an 
estimable  youth,'  she  said,  *  but  I  doubt 
whether  your  mother '  Maud  !  Maud  1 


will  mother  be  pleased  ?     Mother  is " 

*' Oh,  nonsense,  Sybil!  she'll  be  as 
pleased  as  all  of  us." 

**  I  don't  knov/.  Aunt  Sophy  is  so 
afraid  of  her ;  but  she  said  to  me,  *  Never 
mind,  my  dear  ;  if  you  really  love  one 
another,   I   will  help   you   as  much  as  I 


can. 


» >» 


**  Bravo,  Auntie  !  "  whispered  Maud,  **  I 
had  an  idea  that  she  disapproved  of  marry- 
ing, and  giving  in  marriage  !  '* 

**  So  had  I,  but  she  does  not,  not  a  bit. 
*  Don*t  let  anything   come   between  \o\i^ 


Q>  ^ 


ss» 
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my  dear,'  she  kept  on  repeating.  "  Marn-, 
and  live  your  own  lives.'  And  then  she  toid 
me  her  own  story :  '  When  I  was  your  ajre,' 
she  said,  '  and  wanted  to — he  was  plain 
Wilham,  then,  my  dear,  and  had  not  won  a 
title— poor  Will,  poor  Will!  .  .  .  Mother— 


to  get  to  bed,  and  as  I  was  iea\-ing  the 
room  she  called  me  back.  '  I  wanted  to 
ask  you,  dear,  not  to  mention  this  to  your 
mother,  because,  dear,  1  should  not  like  to 
grieve  her.  If  she  knew  how  unhappy  I 
have  been  ...    So,  my  dear,  if  you  would 


your  grandmother,  I  mean,  i 
other  views  for  me.  She  s;iid  )ii 
eligible,  and  she  was  a  hard  wim 
way,  though  1  w     ' '       ■   '  ■ 


say   ! 


Mai 


i,y< 


dear) — she  di.sliked  him. 
we  never  met  again— never,  until  to-night ; 
but  I  might  have  been  I.ady  Collins.  I 
right    all     the    time,    only    1    gavi 


wav,    and 


'    lat 


I 


>uld 


And  she  wept  all  lh( 
way  home,  Maud.  I  tried  to  comfort 
her.     When  we  got  in  I  went  to  help  her 


ij.pit 


—     C.oii  bless  vou  and  yours, 

l-night!" 

eek    was    wet    again.     "  Poor 

! "  she  sigheii,  contrasting  her 


'•  Whiirver    would     have   thought    it!" 

ejaculated   Maud.      "Dear   old    lady! 

1  sav,  Svbil,  hurry  up,  there  is  three  o'clock 
striking.     Get  into  bed." 

A  little  while  after  the  light  had  been 
extinguished,  she  asked- — 

'■  Sybil,  do  you  think  he  will  call  .-  " 

■  1  'm  sure  of  it,"  was  all  the  answer. 


WITH   THE   ESSEX   FARM   FOLK. 
By  ARTHUR  T.  PASK. 


THE  mellow  light  of  even 
over  the  ragged  hedge  and  spreads 
the  shadow  of  the  blackthorn  on  the 
dusty  road.  Through  the  straggling  pine- 
branches  that  fringe  the  copse  the  wood- 


pigeon  flies  with  heavy  wings  ;  the  cuckoo 
has  "tipped  its  tunc  in  the  middle  of 
June,"  and  left  the  woods  long  since  ;  the 
martin,  who  is  busy  with  his  nestlings 
under  the  barn  eaves,  discourses  anything 
but  the  sweetest  music,  (^ne !  two ! 
three  !  four !  five  1  six  !  seven  ! — the  village 
clock  has  just  struck,  and,  as  if 
in  answer,  a  leaf  falls  from  the 
rugged  elm.  Says  Sentiment : 
"  Now  is  the  time  for  the 
nightingale  to  start  its  song "  ; 
answers  prosaic  Common  Sense  : 
"They  like  to  kill  the  pig  just 
after  twilight."  But  neither 
Philomel  nor  porker  add  or  take 
from  the  still  beauty  of  the  even- 
ing. Still — yes,  the  evening  is 
almost  too  still.  The  dog-roses 
and  the  honeysuckle  may  link 
their  sweetness,  the  white  gera- 
nium may  rise  above  the  burdock, 
the  robin's  eye  may  give  friendly 
greeting,  above  all  may  be  the 
blauen  Hitnnuh frtundlUh  Bild,  yet 
a  sense  of  dull  sadness  weighs 
heavily  upon  you.  It  does  not  < 
away  when  you  have  reached  the  top  of 
the  little  hill,  where,  the  hedges  being 
somewhat  lower,  there  is  something  like  a 


1  pass 


broad  view  of  the  country  around.  How 
different  it  all  looks  here  from  what  it 
was  twenty-five  years  ago !  Then  Farmer 
Jones  came  by  with  his  spaniels — for  it  is 
not  very  far  off  from  the  marshes — and  met 
your  glance  with  broad  sympathetic 
smile  — yes,  the  wheat  did  look 
well ;  there  could  be  no  doubt  about 
that.  Now,  as  if  to  epitomise  every- 
thing, the  broken  five-bar  gate  is 
left  open,  the  fields  are  not  worth 
the  taking  care  of.  Yes,  where 
once  the  light  breeze  set  the  tall 
ears  swaying,  the  thistle  and  the 
marshmallow  hold  their  own.  All 
good  enough  doubtless  for  a  melan- 
choly study;  by  no  means  cheer- 
ing to  the  Essex  farmer.  Plenty 
of  stiil-Iife  detail  of  course  for  the 
artist :  a  broken  harrow  in  the 
comer  of  the  field,  a  rusly  tea-can 
that  was  once  slung  in  Giles's 
knotted  red  handkerchief,  a  sign  of 
bad  times  and  decay  in  everjthing.  It  is 
best  to  walk  on.  There,  down  in  the  little 
vale  below,  isthe  small  town  where  you  mean 
to  make  a  half-hour's  halt.  Though  it  is  a 
quarter  of  a  mile  off,  there  can  be  seen  the 
whole  length  and  breadth  of  its  one  wide 
street.  The  red-brick  houses  are  no  Ruskin 


eyesore.  The  old  square  church-tower  at 
the  end  is  a  lovely  bit  of  bluish  grey. 
Nay,  the  ivy- clad  buttress  has  quite  a 
purple    tint.      By    the   wheel -pump    the 
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gossips    make    a  charming  group 
the  town   is   almost   deserted.     Take  trie 
Red  Lion  to  begin  with.     That  rampant 
creature  on    the    sign-post  ?     From  wind 


and  weather  and  lack  of  the  brush,  he  has 

faded  to  a  dingj-   chocolate.      From  the 

posts  of  the  portico  the  white  paint  has 

peeled  off.     They  look  none  the  smarter 

for  being  adorned  with  t!ie  )ellow  posters 

announcing  the    coming   of   a   travelling 

circus.      No    brace    of    smart   gigs   with 

spanking    mare    between    the     shafts    is 

drawn  up  in   front   of  the  hostelrv.     No 

dogs  arc  yelpingand 

frisking  in  ibe  road. 

It  is  Sleepy  Hollow 

with  a  vengeance — 

the  vengeance  of bad 

times  falling  with  a 

heavv  shadow.  Vet, 

"Hullo,    there!" 

Good  friend  the 

doctor,  who    has 

been  paying  a  call 

opposite,  hails  you 

from  across   the 

"  There  has  been 
a  good  deal  of  sick- 
ness about  iately  ? 
Of  course  there  has ! 

there  is  always  a 
heavy  percentage  of 
measles  and  scarlet- 
fever  among  the 


labourers'  children.  Defective  sanita- 
tion .-'  Vcrv  likely,  but  how  is  the 
farmer  capable  of  keeping  the  cottages  in 
repair .-'  It 's  as  much  as  he  can  do  to 
pay  his  own  rent ;  as  to  doing  what 's 
wanted  and  then,  say,  deducting  it  from 
his  wages  at  sixpence  or  a  shilling  a  week, 
(lilcs  is  not  at  all  in  a  hurry  to  jump  at 
any  terms  of  that  kind.  A  shilling  a  week 
means,  if  he  be  a  moderate  man,  two-thirds 
of  his  threepenny  beer  money.  Not  to  be 
thought  of.  In  winter-timethe  children  suffer 
agood  deal  from  bronchitis  and  pneumonia. 
Bad  clothing.  Jack  of  nourishing  food, 
and  the  want  of  physique  in  consequence, 
in  severe  weather  raise  the  sick  rate  among 
the  children  to  quite  forty  per  cent.  And 
tile  boys  .'  Well,  as  an  old-service  man,  it 
can  be  safely  said  that  not  above  five  or 
six  per  cent,  of  them  would  be  taken  as 
naval  recruits.  With  the  children  generally 
the  stooping  to  weed,  hoe,  or  pick  up 
potatoes  and  the  like  causes  great  con- 
traction of  the  chest.  From  thirteen  to 
sixteen  the  bo)'S  do  stand  a  bit  better  from 
their  work,  being  more  upright.  Physical 
drill  in  the  Board  School .'  Yes,  an  excel- 
lent idea.  Among  the  farm  -  people's 
children  it  should  be  increased,  as  at  any 
rate  it  gives  them  something  of  a  set-up 
that  may  last  them  the  rest  of  their  hves. 
Again,  it  gets  them  in  the  way  of  doing 
things  by  rule — helps,  in  fact,  to  make  'em 
smarter  altogether.  And  when  are  the 
men  at  their  best  physically  .•'  Why,  from 
twenty  to  twenty-five,  particularly  if  they 
don't  happen  to  get  married.  The  truth 
is  their  health  depends  entirely  on  the 
matter  of  finance.     Could  a  man  afford  to 
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drink  good  mild  ale  instead  of  that  beastly 
saccharated  threepenny  he  would  be  all 
the  better  for  it.  And  meat  ?  A  man 
must  have  plenty  of  that  if  he  wants  to 
keep  up  his  muscular  fibre.  As  a  rule 
Giles,  if  he  is  at  all  overdone  and  underfed, 
begins  to  fall  off  at  about  thirty ;  at  sixty- 
five  he  is  no  good  at  all — -pneumonia  or 
bronchitis  in  the  end  manage  to  finish  him 
off,  even  as  they  had  a  try  at  it  when  he  was 
a  youngster.  Still,  for  all  that,  though  he 
may  not  be  up  to  work  he  is  not  out  of  the 
way   of  enjoying   himself      There's   old 

,  now  ;    he 's   clo.se   on    eighty,    or 

more,  perhaps  ;  he  can  only  hobble  about 
on  crutches,  but  as  he  's  not  in  the  Union 
and  his  sons  are  well-to-do,  they  keep  him 
going,  and  so  he 
can  enjoy  his  half- 
pint  and  crack  a 
joke  with  anyone. 
Reading  and  writ- 
ing, of  course,  are 
not  much  in  his 
line,  yet  his  head- 
piece is  quite  as 
good  as  the  average 
town  mechanic's. 
But  let's  go  into 
the  Red  Lion,  I've 
got  a  case  there." 
Inside  the  Red 
Lion  .'  The  poor 
beast  would  hardly 
get  along  were  it 
not  for  the  cyclists 
who  now  and  agaih 
turn  up.  For  a 
wonder,  in  the 
parlour  there  is  a 
small     company — 

a  company  as  dismal  as  ii  might  be. 
Take  number  one :  as  handsome  a  type 
of  the  Essex  farmer  as  you  could  wish 
for;  still,  meanly  clad  indeed  as  com- 
pared with  the  ruddy,  smart,  half-sport- 
ing character  who  held  the  same  land 
twenty-five  years  back.  Times  are  bad.  of 
course.  "  After  the  Crimean  War,  father 
made  quite  ^350  a  year  out  of  the  180 
acres.  Forty  year  ago  horsemen's  wages 
were  only  twelve  shillings,  labourers'  ten 
shillings,  or  even  eight  shillings.  Thirtyyear 
ago  wheat  would  fetch  sixty-five  shillings. 
A  man  would  open  his  eyes  wide  now 
if  he  got  thirty  shillings.  VVhat's  the  good 
of  it  now  if  rents  are  only  a  pound  now 
when  they  were  two  and  three  formerly  ? 
My  ploughin'  costs  me  ten  shillings  the 
acre,  and  harrowin'  three  times  three 
shiUings.  Then  there's  seed  (tho'  that's 
cheap  enough!),  and  the  manure  stands 


me  in  nigh  forty  shillings  the  acre.  People 
come  down  here  and  say  why  don't  we 
grow  wegelables — what's  the  good  o'  that  ? 
Four  hundred  and  seventy  ton  of  onions 
came  in  from  Eg>-pt  not  so  long  ago  in 
one  load.  And  as  to  speculatin'  anyways 
when  all's  going  on  wrong  around  you, 
you  haven't  got  the  heart  to  do  it." 

Well !  well !  Yet,  as  in  the  Red  Lion 
parlour  there  is  not  overmuch  to  cheer  the 
haphazard  traveller's  spirits,  you  soon  find 
yourself  outside  with  your  friend  the 
doctor.  He  also  seems  to  be  in  a  some- 
what depressed  humour.  At  length  he 
breaks  out  with — 

"Yes,  it  is  the  dullness  of  things  all 
round  that  takes  the  heart  out  of  them  all, 


so  ihat  they  cannot  grasp  at  any  chance 
that  comes  to  hand.  Much  less  nave  they 
the  energy  to  go  out  of  the  way  to  start 
anything  new.  Take  market-day.  In  the 
old  times  a  farmer  started  from  fiome  as  if 
for  a  da)''s  lark.  He  called  on  his  way  at 
another  fellow's  farm,  and  there  was  the 
whisky-bottle  ready,  and  again  at  times 
afterwards  the  two  men  had  a  stroll  round 
to  look  at  the  stock  and  chat.  There  was 
some  grand  market  news  to  be  picked  up 
that  was  useful  in  making  a  deal.  The 
two  went  on  together  to  the  next  farm, 
and  the  same  thing  took  place.  I  don't 
mean  that  they  got  to  the  town  the  worse 
for  liquor.  They  were  jolly,  that's  all. 
They  looked  at  things  in  the  best  light — 
were  brisker  and  spryer  altogether. 
There 's  no  doubt  about  it.  the  men  have 
a  much  lower  mental  tone  than  their 
fathers.      Better     education     can't     light 
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against  bad  times.  When  they  call  on 
each  other's  places  now  they  say,  "  Will 
you  have  a  glass  of  beer,"  and  don't  seem 
to  be  in  any  violent  hurrj-  to  bring  it  out. 


to  pieces.  The  thatch  has  rotted  off, 
and  the  mouldering  rafters  come  through. 
All  the  buildings  are  in  a  state  of  pic- 
turesque semi-ruin.  Against  the  cow- 
sheds the  nettles  grow  in  huge 
bushes.  There  are  plenty  of 
broken  lines  for  the  artist,  and 
plenty  of  signs  of  broken-down 
times  for  the  economist.  The 
very  pig-sty  is  half  a  ruin.  Yet 
for  all  this  the  look  of  the 
live-stock  is  not  half  so  bad  as 
you  might  expect.  Fowls  and 
ducks — particularly  the  latter — 
can  l)e  counted  in  good  round 
numbers.  But  then  Essex  has 
I  b     n  a  good  du  k      un 

H       aga  n    hough    he  farme 
say  abou 


I    f 


There  's  none        1 
there  used  to  b        \  d 

The    (I'oL-to     I  a 
notice-board    an     un 
for  sale. 


f 


al     K  r 


n      of     h 

1  p  du  e  and  he 
a       a    hon      he 

n  de  tallj  some 
mportan  e 
an     s    he 


f 


ago  that  land  kept 
ten  men.  Now  .-■  It  isn't  worth  while  lo 
attempt  to  cuhivate  anything  that's  at  all 
-station.     The  builder  does. 


or  thinks  he  d ,  „ 

farmer.  Ily  -  the  -  \\ 
uncuhivated'  V.hsvk 
wavs  been  plainly 
enough  pointed 
out.  'I'he  farms 
near  the  railway 
stations  will  full 
into  the  hands 
of     the     Cockney 

In  the  green 
shadv  lane,  how- 
ever,' the  doctor 
cheers  up,  perhaps 
in  the  pleasure  he 
feels  in  seeing  his 
statements  sup- 
ported by  starc-in- 
the-face  fact.  Vou 
halt  to  look  over 
a  five- barred -gate 
that  has  been 
mended  with  rug- 
ged faggots.  See 
the  big  barn  !  It 
is  almost  tumbling 


r  with  it  than  the 


1    the    pla) 


ga  i  n  1  o  lu        o   London    bj        a       g 
earn  P    haf       h      sam       xpe    me 

gh    b        e  u  He  s 

no   o  e     u      ab  u  Th  ng     a      bad ! 

Round  about  here  there  are  quite  eleven 
or  twelve  farms  to  let,  and  comparative- 
like  lying  idle."  But  as  the  farmer  appears 
to  be  growing  somewhat  irritable  with  the 
subject,  once  more  a  start  is  made  in 
the  high  road.  A  group  of  labourers 
pass  by.  They  are  of  somewhat  poor 
physique     and     shambling     gait.       They 
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rather  call  to  mind  both  in  face,  look,  and 
figure  some  of  the  peasants  in  the  potato 
districts  about   Oudenarde.     "As  I   said 


before,"    says    Mr    Doctor     "  thc\    don't 

have  enough  to  eat  to  keep  them  «  ell  up 

Take    the    horseman    «ho    tiaus  at    lour 

o'clock  !     He  gets,  a  cup  of  tea,  pcrha])s 

not  as  a  matter  of  course,  an  ouncf  and  a 

half  of  fat  bacon,  and  something  kss  than 

four  ounces  of  bread.     He  comes  hoim  to 

breakfast  at  eight, 

and  has  it  with  his 

children     before 

they    tramp  off  to 

Board  School,  the 

meal    being   much 

the  same  as  before. 

Dinner-time  ivith 

him  is  rather  late. 

He    cannot    spare 

it  until  his  team  is 

put  up  at,  say.  two 

o'clock.     There  is 

nearh-     always     a 

little' bit   of   meat 

kept  back  from 

Sunday's     dinner 

for  two  days  in  the 

week.      It  is  only 

an  ounce  or   twt) 

of  hash,  but  with  a 

mess   of  potatoes, 

if  he  have  a  fairish 

garden,  sometimes 

with  cabbage,  the  wife  can   make   up  a 

kind    of  lobscouse.      If  he  be  a  married 

man  with  a   family   he    seldom    has    less 

than  two  bread-and- cheese  dinners  in  the 


week.  On  Sundays  he  always  does  get  a 
good  feed.  Five  or  six  pounds  of  beef 
is  bought  for  himself,  wife,  and  three 
youngsters.  The 
Essex  man  is  ex- 
travagantly partic- 
ular as  to  quality, 
thinking  nothing 
of  giving  one  and 
threepence  per 
pound  (si()  for  best 
top  tibs.  Legs  of 
mutton,  as  a  rule, 
are  not  purchased. 
Necks,  however, 
are  occasionally 
condescended  to. 
Any  idea  of  econo- 
mical cooking  is 
unknown.  The 
sensible  pot-au-feu 
of  the  French 
peasant  would  be 
looked  upon  ivith 
utter  contempt.  I 
don't  suppose  that 
they  ever  heard  of 
ire  that  it  would  warm 
the  winter.  As  to  the 
so  many  '  bubble  and 
;,  excepting  on  Sundays. 
ISubble  and  squeak — hotted-up  potatoes, 
abbage,  and  dripping — is  a  common  meal 
n    these  parts,     When  they  have  cheese 


^ct  I'm 


child] 
squeakers ' — that 


the  men  go  for  American,  and  look  with 
contempt  upon  Dutch  —  why,  I  don't 
know  ;  perhaps  because  it 's  cheap  and 
fairly  wholesome.     Yes  ;  it's  <J\it  •s'asvX  ^A. 
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meat  food — nourishing  food,  to  keep  up 
the  body's  heat,  that  makes  the  little 
ones  so  subject  to  bronchitis  and  pneu- 
monia.    Of   course, 

crowding.  How  can 
it  be  helped  in  a  four- 
roomed  cottage  «ith 
five  to  sleep  .-'  When 
one  gets  sick  the  front 
room,  the  parlour,  is 


ned 


I 


five 


hundred  of  a  question- 
able character  arising 
from  thus  being  hud- 
dled up.  The  girls 
who  tirift  away  from 
what's  right  have  been 
out  to  service  in  the 
small  towns  or,  so  to 
speak,  run  aivay  to 
London.  I  think  the 
lads,  if  they  do  use 
bad  ianfiuaRc,  on  the 
whole  behave  very  well 
indeed  to  the  cuttage  girls.  Vl 
face  of  all  over-crowding,  ih 
standard  is  much  higher  than 
the  towns." 


w,  as  you  journev  on  and  the  mellow 
ng  light  throws  the  long  shadows  of 
1ms  across  the  straggling  weeds  of  a 
fallow  field,  the  night- 
ingale makes  a  few 
'  Alack! 


This 


of   the 


has  suffered 
much  from  the  small- 
bird  catcher.  The 
bullfinch  is  growing 
quite  a  rarity,  and  the 
linnets  are  taken  away 
in  thousands.  In  these 
bad  times  even  the 
birds   are    not   left   to 


chec 


:  up. 


Still,  there  is  some- 
thing to  be  seen  that 
yields  some  sort  of 
satisfaction.  The 
cotters'  garilens  are 
unusually    well     kept. 


Hei 


well 


worth    noting, 
separated  by  a  hedge 
and  broad  ditch  from 
the  high  road.     There 
h  of  land  about "  r  20  ft.  by  35  ft., 
t   at   the   side   40  ft.    square    or    so, 
1  small  duck-pond.    If  the  crop  turns 
ill  right  there  will  be  two  full  sacks  of 
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potatoes.  One  side  of  the  long  bed  is 
bordered  with  broad  beans,  well  free  from 
fly  of  any  sort.  There  are  scarlet  runners, 
carrots,  onion  patch,  lettuces,  summer 
cabbages,  and  a  new  plantation  of 
late.  On  the  plot,  also,  are  five  fairish 
good  fruit-trees.  Two  of  them,  being 
planted  near  the  hedge,  save  the  garden 
growth  from  being  over  -  shadowed, 
even  if  they  may  offer  too  strong  a 
temptation  to  roadside  petty  econo- 
mists. The  farm  horseman,  who  is  stand- 
ing amid  his  little  wealth  of  produce,  is 
a  slight  but  well-built,  sharp-eyed  man 
of  forty  or  thereabout.  He  is  decently  clad, 
and  carries  a  watch  and  chain.  On  this  land 
he  has  only  been  working  some  five  or  six 
years,  having  migrated  from  more  northern 
Essex.  His  wages  are  fifteen  shillings 
per  week.  There  is  no  look  of  poverty 
about  either  him  or  his  children.  Perhaps, 
though,  he  is  an  exceptional  personage, 
who  is  able  to  make  the  best  of  everything. 
On  the  duck-pond  are  swimming  thirty- 
two  well-fed  quackers.  He  also  counts 
twelve  cocks  and  hens  and  fifty  chickens. 
He  is  a  man  capable,  then,  even  of  better 
things  under  better  circumstances,  though 
it  looks  as  if  present  circumstances  are  by 
no  means  bad.  Peeping  inside  the  front 
door  the  interior  is  at  least  comfortable- 
looking,  whatever  it  may  be  from  a 
sanitary  point  of  view.  There  is  a  goodly 
show  of  mounted  photographs  upon  the 
wails,  a  few  oleographs,  and  two  engrav- 
ings of  the  Queen  and  Prince  Albert. 
A  Seth  Thomas  clock,  three  or  four 
mahogany  chairs,  a  looking  -  glass,  an 
old  sofa,  and  a  patch  of  carpet  suggest 


but  little  idea  of  anything  like  squalor  and 
misery.  On  the  round  table  supper  is 
neatly  set — bread,  cheese,  lettuce,  bottle 
of  marmalade,  but  no  sign  of  beer. 
It  is  possible  that  the  cotter  is  a 
teetotaler,  although  he  has  not  made 
mention  of  it.  Perhaps  the  two  miles' 
walk  from  the  ale-house  is  the  real  reason. 
"  But,"  says  the  doctor.  "  the  men  about 
here  are  not  at  all  a  drunken  lot — a  pot  a 
day  is  about  as  much  as  they  usually  take — 
the  only  pity  is  that  it's  not  better  in 
quality.  This  fellow  has  brought  up  his 
children  decently  enough  ;  the  eldest  girl 
is  in  ser\'ice,  and  the  boy  next  works  on  a 
farm  nigh  by — he  lodges  out,  so  that  there 
are  only  three  little  children  besides  the 
father  and  mother  sleeping  at  home.  Well, 
I  don't  saj'  that  il  's  e.tactly  an  exceptional 
model  household  ;  still,  it's  better  than  a 
good  many.  It's  only  fair  to  say  that 
most  of  the  men  about  here  make  the  best 
of  their  garden  patches.  No  ;  they  cannot 
be  said  to  be  badly  off— at  least,  bar  the 
tumble-down  cottages  they  have  to  live  in." 

The  horseman  stands  at  his  little  gate 
and  nods  a  farewell  as  you  turn  out  into 
the  sunset  glow.  After  all,  can  he  be  so 
verj-  badly  off  as  some  social  scientists 
would  wish  us  to  believe.'  But  when  the 
next  hill  is  mounted  how  many  well-acred 
fields  are  to  be  seen  lying  fallow !  What- 
ever the  peasant  may  do,  the  fanner  must 
be  having  a  bad  time  of  it. 

Says  the  doctor:  "But  the  Scotchmen 
who  have  come  here  say  that  they  can 
make  a  'do'  of  it." 

You  answer:  "I  was  thinking  only  of 
the  Essex  farm  folk  who  are  Essex  men." 


PhyliiS    '5  my   only  |oy, 

faithless    as   the  wmds  and  seas, 
Somehmes  cunning,  sometrmes  coy, 
\e\  she  neven  fails  to  please  ; 
If  with  a  frown 
I  am  cast  down, 
Pnyllis  smil 
And    bewail 
HaUes  fne    happi 


ier>   than   before. 


, Though,  alas,  too  lafe  I  find 
Nothing   can    her   fancy      fix, 
Yet  the  moment    she  is    kind 
i  ror^give  her  all    hei*    Imcks; 
Which, though,!  see, 
1  csKt  ^«t    fr«fl; 
She  deceiving, 
I  believing, - 
V/hat  need   lovers    \Kftvii  for  more? 


REMINISCENCES   OF   A   PLEASURE-TRIP. 
Bv  ROBERT   GANTHONY, 


THE  drawback  to  a  cruise  like  that 
which  Sir  Donald  Currie  gave  his 
friends  in  the  TantaUon  CaslU  is  that  nhen 
the  excitement  of  the  trip  is  over  and  you 
shake  your  kindly  host  by  the  hand  at 
Ferichurch  Street  Station,  you  feel  as  jou 
drive  home  that  you  are  nobody — men  no 
longer  stand  at  the  street  corners  and  raise 
their  hats,  blue-eyed  maidens  with  blonde 
tresses  no  longer  smile 
on  you  and  whisper  a 
welcome,  and  clerks  do 
not  tear  themselves  away 
from  entrancing  account- 
books  and  rush  to  their 
office  windows  to  greet 
you. 

The  newspapers  no 
longer  chronicle  _vour 
doings,  and  you  eat  vour 
meals  without  being 
surrounded  by  kings, 
princes,  and  notabilities, 
and  without  being  daily 
perplexed  as  to  what 
dainties  you  should  select 
from  the  elaborate  menu- 
cards  presented  to  you 
by  an  obliging  steward, 

I  felt  all  this  as  acutely 
as  a  dethroned  Lord 
Mavor  when  I  dro*'e  from 
Feiichurch  Street,  and  I 
said  in  the  fullness  of 
mv  heart  to  a  porter 
at'  Waterloo  Station  as  I 
alighted— 

"  I  have  just  come 
from  the  Baltic." 

•"Ave  yer.'"  he  replied.  "Well,  I'm 
just  agoin'  to  my  dinner." 

The  enthusiasm  to  which  I  have  alluded, 
the  lack  of  which  now  makes  me  discon- 
solate, began  as  we  went  up  the  Elbe, 
when  the  binocular  glasses  often  revealed 
fluttering  pocket-handkerchiefs  at  distant 
villa  windows  which  the  unaided  eye  would 
have  passed  unnoticed. 

When  a  steamer  on  the  Elbe  is  run  into 


and  sinks,  it  is  allowed  to  remain  as  a 
delicate  hint  to  those  still  floating  to  be 
careful.  We  passed  several  half- submerged 
vessels  ;  and  if  they  have  many  more  acci- 
dents, and  don't  gather  up  the  fragments, 
there  will  be  no  room  to  pass. 

At  Hamburg  there  is  plenty  of  life  and 
bustle  and  no  wrecks.  Knowing  that 
chronology  varies  when  travelling,  every- 


body on  board  began  twisting  their 
watch-hands  to  agree  with  a  large  clock 
that  stood  opposite  to  our  mooring-station, 
only  to  discover  aftem-ards  that  it  indicated 
the  depth  of  water  in  the  river. 

Down  the  Elbe  the  deputation  from 
Hamburg  boarded  us  like  a  lot  of  bearded 
and  smiling  pirates,  armed  to  the  teeth 
with  bouquets  and  umbrellas,  and  bound 
us,  not  with  ropes,  but  to  keep  the  two 
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following  days — /ags  they  call  them — 
according  to  their  pre-arranged  and  printed 
programme. 

In  America  the    first  thing  they  do  to 
cheer  vou  is  to  show  vou  a  cemeterv.     At 


escorted  to  another  building,  where,  after 
being  shown  f^lbe  animalculse  through 
microscopes  to  modify  our  wild  enthusiasm 
for  water,  which  lo  many  of  us  was  a  new 
drink,  we  were  induced  to  taste  of  wine 
and  liqueurs,  and  asked 


choice  cigars. 

I  do  not  understand 
what  connection  there 
is  between  tobacco  and 


wate 


I 


Hamburg  it  is  a  shade  better,  for  at 
8.30  a.m.  we  were  taken  to  see  the  Wasser- 
werke.  The  next  German  friend  that  visits 
me  I  shall  trot  ofT  to  Chelsea  or  Surbiton 
soon  after  davbreak,  and  give  him  an  equallv 
pleasant  outi'iig.  What  they  call  "  Ab  Pas'- 
sagierhallen  per  Lauenburger  Dampfer," 
means  a  trip  down  the  river,  whit-h  was 
much  pleasanter  and  far  less  complicated 
than  it  reads. 

We  had  a  capital  brass  band  in  tail  black 
hals  on  board  the  Dampfer,  and  also  a 
woman  with  a  handkerchief  on  her  head, 
■  who  handed  round  beer,  which  had  a  head 
but  no  handkerchief.  Indeed,  we  had 
everything  to  make  us  happy— a  fine  dav, 
plenty  of  cameras.  Mr.  Wyllie.  A.R..\„ 
and  his  macintosh,  and  no  sea-sickness. 

The  manager's  house  and  grounds  are 
really  pretty,  and  our  party  may  be  seen 
above  threading  their  way  under  the  trees. 
Their  slow  and  stately  gait  is  due  to  the 
fact  that  they  were  not  aware  at  the  time 
that  drink  other  than  Klbewasser  was 
awaiting  them  in  the  distant  buildings. 

I  tasted  the  water,  which  appeared  to  me 
to  be  of  the  same  brand  as  the  beverage  in 
our  cistern,  only  more  so,  and  was  then 


enjoyed  the  cigar  pre- 
sented me  until  forced 
to  re-enter  the  building 
lo  express  an  opinion  on 
German  animalcula?.  I 
thought  they  looked  like 
my  Knglish  eyelashes, 
and  I  turned  out  to  be 
right,  for  during  the 
glass  -clinking'  and 
mutual  compliment,  the 
water  under  inspection 
had  dried  up,  to  the 
(iiscomfon  of  the  insects, 
and  the  temporary  post- 
ponement of  entomo- 
logical investigation. 

,\fter  our  return  from 
the  Wasserwerke  we 
tackled  the  next  item — 
after  studying  it,  as  will 
be  seen  by  our  Illustra- 
tion— viz.,  '■  Rundfahrt  durch  den  Hafen," 
and  steamed  about  the  shipping  in  the 
Dampfer,  where  our  brass  band  was  much 
appreciated  by  the  sailors  and  wharf 
labourers,  who  shouted  lustily  for  music  as 
ive  passed,  if  the  band  happened  to  be 
showing  its  appreciation  of  the  foaming 
lager,    which    ue    as  a   body   sometimes 

On  disembarking  we  found  a  «hole 
string  of  well-appointed  pair-horse 
carriages  with  cockade -hatted  coachmen 
ready  to  drive  us  to  the  Alstcrlust.  where 
we  arrived  arm-tired  from  continual  hat- 
raising. 

After  lunch  atthe  Alsterlust — a  charming 
restaurant  on  the  Alster  river,  we  embarked 
on  two  small  steamers,  as  soon  as  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Gladstone  and  the  ladies  had  joined 
us,  and  steamed  up  the  Alster  past  the 
houses  and  gardens  of  the  merchant 
princes  to  Sophienterrasse,  where  Sir 
Donald  went  ashore  to  assist  in  christening 
a  child.  We  remained  on  the  Alsterdampf- 
boten.  and,  as  it  came  on  to  rain,  we 
had  a  christening  also,  but  no  child,  and 
the  Alsterdatnpfboten  became  very  damp 
boating  indeed. 


